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It was on the third night, with the image still fresh on the memory of her wearing that unbelievable black bikini, that I finally allowed my inhibitions to overtake my morals and achieve the ultimate goal of my life for at least the last five years: feel my cousin's boobs.
Okay, so you're saying to yourself one of two things: either this guy is a total pervert, or (even if you don't mind the act of mild incest) what's the big deal about copping a feel of a cousin's boob? Well, let me tell you a little something about Katy's boobs: they are the most magnificent objects on the face of the universe.
Wanna know more about my first cousin, Katy? Okay, set it up like this: she's just celebrated her 18th birthday, and one of her presents was a very provocative black bikini from...herself. Yes, she's a bit on the arrogant side, definitely on the selfish side, but when you have a body like hers, you can get away with murder, and it certainly killed me to look at her. Katy was small, but so wonderfully curvy. She was only a couple inches above five feet, and moving your lustful gaze up her little body, you had to admire the individual parts for what they were: tiny, even dainty little toes and feet, slender and supple calves, then firm, very athletic legs, all nicely baked to a golden tan from the summer sun these parts had been enjoying these last couple of months.
These parts? Oh, just one of the most picturesque quiet little mountain towns in the Western U.S., a wonderful escape from the cramped condo I shared with my parents in the big sweaty city half a state away. If you think I'm going to tell you the exact location so you can sneak a peek at my beautiful cousin, Katy, you're out of your mind!
Anyway, where were we...her legs? Those incredible legs I was describing were connected to a pair of hips that begged you to hold on and not let go until you were finished riding. With just the slightest cock of the hips, Katy could send her plentiful rounded ass into a position that would stop traffic if approaching from behind. In another state. But then things narrowed, narrowed dangerously to a waist that still enjoyed the benefits of a youth that could absorb calories without putting on an ounce of fat on a belly that remained flat and mesmerizing. Then up beyond a midsection where the ribs teasingly let themselves be known in only the slightest of impressions on the soft skin that allowed just the perfect amount of meat on her bones.
Then we come to the boobs.
Holy God, my dear reader, hang on for dear life. Katy's boobs were something that nature had allowed to develop beyond any sort of reason. Massive, enormous natural mountains sprang from the otherwise slender frame of my dear cousin. No doubt at this point, you expect me to give you specific measurements in inches and cup sizes, but given the fact that even with two hands you could certainly never hope to contain even a single bountiful breast, what bloody difference does it matter to say C, D, or whatever cup? Let's just say they were huge, colossal, and supremely ripe for the plucking. They bounced, they moved, and they giggled with liquid lusciousness at the slightest movement. They were the kind of cannons you know would become sad and pathetically sagging bowling balls when the poor lass turned 50. But now, at 18 plus a day or two, they simply defied gravity. They defied logic. They were perfection so profound, you simply wanted to cry like a baby and then suckle those monstrosities until your bladder exploded from all the milk they could potentially produce.
And all I could do was stare. Stare and lust. And masturbate, of course. I knew this summer I would home slightly bent over, my crotch sore and my wrist fractured after capitalizing from the fresh images of Katy in a sweater...Katy in a tank top...Katy in a fucking potato sack! It didn't matter! This girl had fucking huge goddamned tits!
But as a cousin, it was all I could do: stare. And try not to get caught staring, though I knew she knew I was hooked, could hardly ever look her in the eye. Yes, I stared and wondered, and fantasized. And whacked off. Whacked my eager youthful 18-year-old cock until I could hardly produce another drop of sperm. Only then I could tolerate being in the room for with her for another day.
Then she put on that black bikini.
We were all gathered around the living room after dinner: me, my aunt and uncle, my cousin Jack and of course my cousin Katy. My aunt and uncle were in their forties. Jack was their older offspring, just short of his 21st birthday. My name's Tom, by the way. I was actually about two months older than Katy, so I too was still enjoying the strange sensation of being an "adult" at the ripe old age of 18. Yes, all of us seemed to have our birthdays one right after another. But it was Katy's 18th that started a downward spiral in to the uncontrollable tale of lust that I share with you today.
Lounging on the couch or floor, we were watching Katy open her presents with confident relish, for she was sensationally pleased this day could only be about her. She opened gifts of mainly jewelry and lots of cloths. But it was the final gift, the gift from Katy to Katy, that scratched the proverbial record off the player: the black bikini.
Purposely saving the best for last, Katy said, "Oh, who is this from," then proceeded to unwrap a gift that none of the rest of us had recognized. When the skimpy little bottoms came out, I felt my jaw drop as I saw my dear aunt put a hand to her mouth and my uncle make that tsk-tsk-tsk sound. Katy could only smirk and giggle, pushing a stray lock of long auburn hair from her face and holding up the matching top...what little there was of it.
"This is lovely!" she exclaimed in a teasing tone. "I can't wait to try it on!"
I glanced at her brother, Jack, who was looking down awkwardly at his hands. Strange, although he was looking away from her he had the slightest mischievous grin at the corner of his lips. My aunt and uncle were exchanging a glance that only they could decipher, but if I were to guess it was one of supreme disappointment. I looked back at Katy, surprised to find that she was looking right at me. She winked. I gulped. And that's when she ran out of the room, clutching her new little suit. After an awkward silence, the rest of us chatted about other topics for a while since the present-opening was over. The whole time, we knew what was about to happen, this family and I, and sure enough, out she came.
My aunt, a prude and deeply religious woman, made a gasping sound. My uncle put an arm around her and tried to look away from the sexually arousing form that was his own daughter. Jack and I both stared openly now: my cousin Katy was clad only in the most delicious bikini anyone had ever known. The finishing touches, the detail that I knew would lead to my masturbatory activity tonight, were the little beaded ties at the side along the hips. To know that I had but to tug gently at one of those strings to let go the fabric and expose a healthy young woman's vagina was all it took to solidify my cock instantly.
After dancing around for a little bit, showing off, Katy finally succumbed to her mother's pleading to go change back into something "normal." She did, and the rest of the evening went relatively uneventfully. Actually, the next two days did as well, save for my frequent trips to the bathroom to try and talk sense into my cock which had decided it would stay hard for hours on end. It was on that third night, when the thunder clap of a summer storm had startled me from an only half-dozing waking-dream state, that I decided I could take no more. I had to, simply had to, find a way to at least see, perhaps even feel, my little cousin's tits.
I was on a futon in my cousin Jack's room. I looked over toward where he slept on his double bed. In the dim, silver light of the moon that poked through a break in the clouds and through a window I saw his form dead asleep in a lump, his chest moving slightly up and down. I was at the far end of the room, opposite the door. Jack slept on the bed in the middle. As I slowly squirmed my way out from under my covers, I stared at him. The last thing I needed was for him to wake up or even stir. If he did, my reason for being awake and padding across the room could only be to use the bathroom, not to sneak in to his sister's room.
Jack remained asleep, and I padded along the floor, clad only in my boxer shorts. It was only a short distance across the hall to Katy's room. As I reached for her door knob, I froze. What the FUCK was I doing? But as I asked the question, I realized I'd played out similar scenarios in my head a thousand times, and suddenly the act became automatic. I was determined now, determined to see my cousin's breasts live and in person, truly and utterly naked for the first time.
With infinite care I turned the knob and opened the door. Slowly, slowly I pushed, desperate to keep anything from squeaking. After what seemed like twenty minutes but was perhaps only twenty seconds, I was stepping into the room, leaving the door just slightly ajar. To close it would mean the click of the latch. I turned to toward the bed and there she lay, asleep, peaceful, innocent...and oh so fucking sexy.
In a cute childlike way, Katy still preferred to sleep with a dim night light, and with my eyes well-adjusted to the darkness, I could make out her form with relative ease. She was sleeping on her back, her massive chest moving slowly up and down, causing a peak in the sheets to rise up, rise down...rise up, rise down.... I was mesmerized, transfixed. I felt a strange coolness in my crotch, and, glancing down, I realized my erection had poked free through the slit in my boxers, now exposed to the night air. My erection, my cock...it was pointing in the direction I needed to go, and slowly, carefully, I moved forward toward her, toward the treasure that awaited.
When I got to the edge of Katy's bed, I kneeled down so my shoulders were just about even with the top of her mattress. And this is where it got scary. With trembling hands, I reached up and very, very carefully began to pull back the sheet and thin blanket that covered my cousin's chest. She never even stirred as I moved the bed cloths back, stopping at her waist. At this point, I encountered just one more barrier, Katy's shirt. She wore a thin t-shirt, no bra, and this was going to be the tricky part, getting that thing up and over her enormous boobs. If the material of her shirt had twisted around her body in the night, I would have to tug at it to get it up above her stomach and over her tits. That could wake her. Or would it? It depended on how heavy a sleeper she was. Well, there was only one way to find out. I took a breath, reached for the hem around her soft belly and pulled gently upward. I managed a few inches, exposing just the very top of her panties and her little belly button. I could see the smooth texture of her tanned skin, licking my lips at the thought of seeing more, and—
A sudden noise from the hallway froze me. The noise itself was soft, muffled, but the abruptness of it felt like a dagger in my ear. I let go of Katy's shirt and listened desperately. Another sound...a floor board creaking? The house settling? Yes, certainly nothing more than the wind pushing along the side of the house—
No, there it was again, almost the same sound. Someone was moving in another part of the house. Holy shit. Right there in the hallway, it had to be. The hallway was very small, just a short passage that led from the living room to the bedrooms of Katy and Jack, their parents, and a little guest bathroom. I had about four seconds to decide whether to remain frozen or find somewhere to hide. For some reason I went for the hiding route and ducked under Katy's bed. But why would I do this? If anyone else was moving through the house, surely it was to go to the bathroom. Who would come into Katy's room at this hour? (Other than her perverted cousin, of course.)
I realized I was just as safe under Katy's bed as well as next to it, as long as I remained utterly silent, so I started to quietly shuffle back into the open when I saw Katy's door open! What? Who? The fuck?
From my hidden vantage point, I could see the bare feet of the new intruder. They were definitely male feet and I knew by simple deduction it had to be Katy's brother, Jack. But what the fuck was he doing here? Holy Christ, had he seen me walk out of his room? Was he looking for me to pound my fucking face in for actually thinking of invading the purity of his sleeping sister? Well, if so, he was going about it in a strange way, because he was moving very slowly and carefully, just as I had been, clearly hoping not to wake anyone in the house.
He moved slowly across the room, and presently I found myself staring directly at Jack's bare feet, not six inches from my face, and it was apparent from the direction his feet were pointed, he was now facing Katy at the edge of her bed, exactly where I had been only moments ago. I was absolutely paralyzed with fear and shock and bewilderment. And suddenly the silence of the night was broken once again from the sound of Jack's whispering voice.
"Katy."
He shifted his feet a little, he was balancing as he leaned forward, over her. The bed shifted slightly, as if he had leaned a hand on the bed...or Katy! He whispered again, "Katy...baby, it's me."
Baby?
Since when did a brother call his sister "baby?" Before I could even contemplate that, the next thing that happened shocked me even more: he lifted a foot and began crawling on the bed with her. Crawling on the bed with his sister! The asshole was crawling into bed with HIS SISTER, the cousin who's boobs I had been about to look at and hopefully feel up! This could not possibly be happening. But it was. And not only was it happening, the next thing I heard confirmed to me that this had been going on for some time: Katy's voice!
"Mmmm," she cooed softly. "How's my sweet big brother doing?" He didn't reply, but the bed sagged a little under their combined weight. I heard her voice again, "Oh, I'd say he's doing just fine. You're so hard and big."
Jack only grunted softly in reply, gasped too. Perhaps now he was feeling the chill in the room with his own exposed penis. I couldn't fucking believe this. Here I was, having tried to build up the courage to merely look at my sleeping cousin's tits, and her brother was about to fuck her!
Fuck her...he was going to fuck her...with me, their cousin, lying under their bed in his boxer shorts and hard-on. I was going to hear the whole thing. Indeed, there were now the distinctive sounds of kisses and caresses, of clothing and sheets being pushed off and aside to expose nakedness and genitalia, all the while Katy making that soft cooing sound that sent chills up my spine...and blood flowing into my loins. Instinctively I felt for my cock. I was now witnessing, even if just by sound, the most erotic thing I could have ever possibly imagined. How could I not get off on this? I had to get off on this! So I listened...
"I missed you the last couple of nights," Katy was saying. "It's been so lonely with you in the next room."
"I know," Jack whispered back. "With Tom staying with us, it's been hard to get away. I'm sorry I missed making you cum on your birthday."
What do you know? I was unknowingly throwing a damper on their incestuous fuck fests. It was only pure bad luck on my part that Jack had picked this night to resume his nightly routine with his sister. Either he was so horny that he didn't bother checking to see whether I was actually sleeping on the futon, or he'd glanced over at the pile of blankets I'd left and had mistaken it for the shape of my sleeping body.
Katy giggled quietly, "That's okay. You'll just have to give me extra orgasms tonight. Think you'll last long enough this time?"
"Oh God, I hope so. But you're always so fucking tight, sis. And it's been a few days...."
She said, "You haven't jerked off once since we last fucked? Oh, my poor brother, he's going to pop too soon, I just know it."
"Yeah, I'm all built up."
Him and me both, I mused with open lust. Just the conversation they were having was enough to send me over the edge. I slowed the strokes I was giving my cock. I also reduced my grip from full fist to just my thumb and forefinger at the head. Just enough to keep me primed. I continued to listen with pleasure....
"There's a small problem," I heard Jack saying softly.
"Enough talk," she replied. "Just get down there and get me ready. You can talk again when you're inside me."
For the next several moments, I heard my cousin Katy coo and swoon and writhe on the bed. I heard muffled slurping sounds. Twice, the bed began to shutter, and Katy began to make little gasping noises. But each time, just as it seemed like she was building up to go over the edge of Orgasm Falls, her gasping subsided and the shuttering diminished. If Jack was eating his sister's pussy, which he certainly seemed to be doing, he was either not quite good enough to send her into climax, or the bastard was teasing the shit out of her. Whatever the case, I now realized that I was no longer satisfied with just hearing this most taboo of sexual escapades, I somehow had to see it! It was torture being mere inches from the sight of Katy's knees spread with a guy sucking her clit. Or trying to....
"It's okay, baby," she was saying softly. "Come back up here." Her tone had changed a little. My first thought was that she was tired from the gyrations of cunt sucking. No, not tired...disappointed? Yes, that was it. She had been ready to cum twice, but she'd been denied. She said, "Come back up here. I want you in me now."
A little rustling on the bed and I heard him whisper, "The problem, baby, I need to tell you about..."
"What is it, baby?" she was saying breathlessly. "Please, I need your fucking cock now!"
"Baby, the problem is I ran out of condoms. I promise I'll be careful—"
"Dammit, Jack, no!" There was a sudden shift of weight on the bed, as if she had pushed him away from her. He must've been ready to plunge in. She said in a hiss, "I can't believe you waited until this moment to tell me! I let you go down on me, and I'm so close to cumming that I'm desperate for your cock, and now you tell me this!"
She was willing to fuck her own brother, but she still adhered to the rules of safe sex: no glove, no love. As desperately horny and jealous as I was, I couldn't help but grin in the dark at the frustration Jack would be having tonight.
He said, "Please, baby, I'll be careful, I promise. I'll pull out in time."
Grinned in the dark at the little fucker's frustration.
Katy said, "You know how it is, Jack. I'm not on the pill and there is no way I can let you fuck me without a condom...not again. Come up here so I can suck that beautiful cock of yours, but we can't have sex now. Oh, God, I'm so horny, Jack!"
My grinned stopped. Getting a blowjob was definitely a nice consolation.
More shifting on the bed, and I could tell that Jack was getting up on his knees, straddling Katy, and the lucky asshole was actually going to get to place his cock between her massive tits while she sucked or rubbed or whatever with his tool. Oh, that bastard.
But then Katy said, "No, wait...Jack...are you sure, are you sure you'll pull out in time?"
"Oh, yes, baby. I promise."
"Seriously, Jack. You must do it right. You gotta pull out when you feel like cumming, not when you start cumming."
"I know, I know. I promise."
This was too much for me. I just had to see if I could wiggle out enough from under the bed to at least make out a shadow, a leg, a butt, anything!



"The last time we did it without a condom you squirted in me once before pulling out. I felt it, and it scared the shit out of me for three weeks till I got my period. Not even one little squirt can go in me, do you understand?"
At this point, as I slowly slid from under the bed and peeked carefully up the side, I had the feeling that both Jack and I were both on the verge of cumming right now just by the erotic chiding words coming out of Katy's mouth. This was simply insane! Jack must've nodded his response, because Katy was speaking again, this time in the lower, sultrier sex-voice she'd used when he'd first woken her up. "That's it, baby, guide it in—no, let me guide that dick into me."
I now had a bit of a view, but not much. I propped myself up on an elbow, my legs still under the bed. I had my shorts down to my knees and I was stroking my cock openly as I caught sight of Katy's naked knee. Just as I'd visualized, she was on her back, legs spread, with her brother Jack entering her in the classic missionary style. Both of their heads were out of view, so I knew they couldn't see me. I was tempted to come up a little further, just a few more inches, to try and catch a glimpse of Katy's tits, but to do so would be to expose my head into Jack's line of sight as he looked down at Katy. He would only have to glance to his left to see his cousin, Tom, staring back up at him as he fucked his sister. Definitely not a good idea.
So, I watched Katy's knee as she shifted and moaned. "Oooo, oh yes, Jack, that's it. Slowly now, baby. Make it last. Make your baby sister cum at least once before—"
She got silent suddenly, her knee stopping its shifting motions, and I heard Jack start to grunt. Then Katy again: "Jack, baby, wait...please, you just got it in me. Give me time to—no, no, pull out, Jack." She hissed. "Pull it out of me!"
The next sound I heard reminded me of a wet piece of meat being dropped on the counter. It was the sound of Jack's wet cock sliding out of Katy's cunt and slapping against her belly. With what sounded like pained muted grunts, I heard Jack cumming, and cumming hard. I was about to cum myself when something wet and warm hit my face and scared the shit out of me.
I dropped to the floor, realizing I'd made a slight thumping sound, but Jack was still heaving and grunting so I know no one heard anything. I let go of my cock and reached up to my face. With a simultaneous feeling of manly disgust and erotic wonder, I realized that a massive glob of Jack's spunk had managed to clear Katy's belly, clear the edge of the bed and smack me right in the cheek. The rest of it must've blasted all up and down Katy's chest and belly. I wiped the sticky stuff off my face before it ran down into my mouth. I wiped my hand on the floor under Katy's bed after quickly shuffling back under there.
Finally, Jack's weakened voice spoke silently, "I'm sorry, baby. I just couldn't last."
There was silence, then the sound of a hand lightly slapping skin—Katy probably patting Jack's naked ass. She said, "It's okay, baby. At least you pulled out in time. Look at all this cum! You would have flooded me!"
"I told you, I was built up."
She chuckled. "Look at me, I'm covered. You got my arm...oh shit, you got it on my sheets...Jesus, Jack, did you clear the bed?"
His turn to chuckle. "Yeah, I think I got a shot off on your floor. I'll clean it up."
"You'd better, messy boy!"
They settled down for a bit. Several moments clicked by. Afterglow. Well, for Jack that is. I was catching a cold case of Blue Balls. Presently, Katy started to shift under him. She said, "You'd better get back, Jack. I gotta clean this mess up and get some sleep. I don't know how I'm going to get back to sleep though, with you getting me all worked up."
"I'm sorry," he replied in a groggy voice. I could tell his tone; a guy cums that hard, it's hard to stay awake. I knew all he could think about at that point was crashing. Well, the sooner the better. I was getting sick of being cramped under Katy's bed now that nothing further was going to happen.
Katy said, "Tomorrow you'd better stop at the store and stock up on Trojans. I want my fill next time!"
The bed creaked as Jack pushed himself up. "Yes, ma'am," he said. And then one of his feet was on the floor, then the other. I held my breath, ensuring total silence. I heard them both shuffling around up there, Katy probably wiping cum off her body while Jack fumbled around for his boxers...or did the little fucker prance on in here totally naked? In that moment, I had another shock as Jack suddenly dropped to his hands and knees. Before I backed further away under the bed, I got a visual of Jack's skinny form curled over, feeling around for the cum spot. I could see his semi-flaccid penis dangling from a patch of pubes. He'd forgotten about his boxers, if he ever had them, and he was searching for the cum. There would be no reason for him to look under the bed, of course, but if he did, or if he bent just a foot lower and turned even slightly in my direction, there'd be no way he'd miss me. In the next second, I could be toast.
Katy was saying, "Jack...Jack...forget it."
"I can't find it," he replied.
Of course you can't, I thought. You blasted on my face, you fucking asshole.
Katy: "Just forget about it, baby. I'll clean it up in the morning. You gotta get back to your room."
He stood back up and I sensed he was leaning over her again. I heard the light smacking sounds of quick kisses. He said, "You want me to come back later? I'm sure I can last longer this time."
Katy said, "I think you've had your fun for the night, big brother. You're gonna collapse and fall asleep and forget all about me in thirty seconds." She'd adopted a kind of mocking tone, teasing him, testing him.
His final words were, "We'll see." And after a few more kisses, he snuck right back out the door.
Now I was stuck. Katy was awake. Jack was awake. At close to three in the morning, they'd both fall asleep soon, but until then, I was stuck. I would have to remain here for an extra amount of time to be absolutely sure they were asleep. So, I waited...waited...until I dozed off....
Woke with a start. Holy shit, how long was I out? I'd taken my watch off, so I could only guess, but I figured it had to have been at least twenty, maybe thirty minutes. Still a little risky to sneak back into my room. So, I listened, listened hard. In the silence, I focused in on Katy's breathing. It sounded heavy, steady. Amazingly, she was out like a light. I wasn't sure how quickly Jack could shut down like that, but at least it would be safe to at least move out from under Katy's bed now, and out of her room. With painstaking care, I moved out into the open at the side of her bed once more. My boxers were still wrapped around my knees. I found it easier to actually pull out one leg and let them fall to the floor rather than try to pull them up while half-lying on the floor. Which meant I was now naked within a couple of feet of the cousin who represented to sole focus of my lust.
As I stood, my boxers sliding harmlessly down one leg, I looked upon Katy, and finally I had the sight I'd sought for so long: well, half of it at least. But I certainly wasn't complaining, because although I still could not see Katy's tits under the wrinkled, cum-stained t-shirt she still wore, her panties had long been removed, and since she hadn't pulled up her blanket, I now found myself staring directly down at the neatly trimmed bush covering Katy's recently fucked cunt.
In the dim light, the dark bush of Katy's vagina stood out starkly against her skin, tan as it was. In seconds, my cock flooded once again with blood and became almost painfully erect. For several moments, I could only stare and salivate. Here I had been obsessed with capturing even the slightest glance at this woman's nipples, yet now I had an unobstructed view of the most Holy of Holies. It was numbing to my mind.
Entranced, I wanted to have a closer look. I wanted to get right up against that bush. I wanted to smell it. I wanted to taste it. I wanted to...God, what didn't I want to do with it? In this lustful state, I had silently moved forward a pace, then two, until the front of my legs was pressing against the side of my cousin's bed. I looked down. Directly in line with my erect cock was Katy's hand, curved up as if to ask if it could cradle my balls. Oh, wouldn't that be nice? But I knew this would never pan out, so I decided to get one last close look at Katy's cunt before getting the hell out of here and back to my futon where I could quietly masturbate a bucket of sperm into a sock.
I leaned down, down toward the center of the universe, for that was now how I saw Katy's vaginal region. This is where time started and stopped. I would never be able to look at this woman in the face again, but for now all I cared about was her crotch. As I leaned down, I leaned forward, and the head of my stiff prick inadvertently brushed against the palm of Katy's hand. I nearly chocked, but before I could recoil away in terror, something most extraordinary happened.
Katy's hand closed around me.
It is difficult to describe how powerfully my heart pounded within my chest as my psyche became overwhelmed with terror, but there I was, my face an inch from Katy's thatch of pubes while her hand gently jerked along my shaft.
"Oh, look who's already back...my dear brother Jack," Katy whispered groggily.
In an instant, I figured out the situation: Katy was stirring from her sleep and sensed a man back at her bed. Logic dictated that it could only be the brother whom she'd just let fuck her. She had, after all, hinted that he'd be welcome back to finish the job he'd started. But it was also very likely that Katy would soon be opening her eyes to gaze upon the brother who shared in her incestuous pleasure. So, I did the only thing I could think to do.
I went down on her.
Jumping fully up onto the bed, I immediately shoved my face right down into Katy's crotch and nervously began feeling for her slit with my tongue. I don't think I could ever claim to be the best at eating a bitch out, but from what I'd heard earlier I certainly couldn't be any worse! The question was, would Katy continue to assume, in her half-sleeping state, that her brother was back, or would the stillness of the night suddenly be pierced with a shrieking scream of horror and shock?
Well, the seconds ticked by, then turned to minutes, and eventually I realized just what the hell I was doing: I was lapping hungrily at my first cousin's vagina! As an animal instinct to please this woman took over, a bit of human DNA remained active to process how I was getting away with this. I actually thought, of all things, about Jack. The thing is, I was about the same size and build as Jack, with a very similar short-cropped haircut. So, in the dark, as her body began to writhe in pleasure, Katy assumed it was Jack's hair through which she now ran her fingers. And now that I was here, in the most wonderful place on earth, tasting the most wonderful nectar in existence, I was in it for the distance. If I got caught now, I'd be in just as much trouble as five minutes from now, so I might as well see if I could do better than Jack.
I did. Within minutes, I heard the now-familiar pattern of gasps popping softly from Katy's throat. Her body began to shudder again, and as I teased and tickled her clitoris with my tongue and teeth, I simply kept on doing it, having heard or read somewhere that when the girl is heading toward the point of climax, the last thing you want to do is slow down, change direction or move to a different spot. Sure enough, the gasping suddenly jerked into a sharp grunt, and Katy's body suddenly tensed up like a board as she practically ripped my hair from my scalp. My mouth was rewarded with a fresh, warm blast of nectar. Christ, this woman could cum!
"Holy fuck," she whispered. "Holy fuck holy fuck holy fuck!"
I gripped her hips, her warm naked hips, as I finally backed my mouth off her labia. My jaw was sore, and I worked it up and down as I planted a few loving kisses on Katy's inner thighs.
She said, "Oh, baby doll, I can't believe it! You finally got me off that way! I'm so proud of you, my beautiful brother."
I could only respond with some more pecks to her thighs. To speak would be to be discovered. I knew now that the moment of truth was at hand, that lives would soon be shattered, but if I could make this moment last just a little longer for this beautiful woman, then I would do my best.
"Come up here," she was saying. "Come up here and kiss me with that mouth. I want to feel my own cum on my own brother." I hesitated, still lapping at her thighs, but she pulled and tugged at my ears and hair. "Please, my baby, please...."
I moved up, taking my time, slowly kissing up along her labia again, then her soft pubic bush, then her flat stomach, presenting her only with the top of my head. With selfish relish, I licked and kissed and tasted her skin. It was salty and savory from her previous love-making, but in my uncontrollable state of arousal it was the greatest taste I could ever imagine. And then, and then my good friend, I reached the base of her breasts.
Katy's boobs. The objects of my desire all this time. And now I was upon them, squeezing them, smothering myself between them. I heard my cousin giggle and squeal with delight as I found a nipple at last and succumbed to my passion. This whole time, Katy had been tugging gently at my hair and the side of my head, but once I'd squeezed a hardened nipple between my teeth, she let me stay. And for the next several minutes, what I wished could've been hours, I nibbled and kissed and sucked, back and forth from one to the other, making goddamned motherfucking sure I got my fill before the truth was revealed, and the nightmare began.
In the act of devouring Katy's exquisite breasts, I let my lower body relax and press against her, and with a kind of automatic movement, my hips slid strategically between hers, until the head of my penis was actually pressing against her lubricated vagina.
"Oh...Jack," she cooed. "You're ready again for me. And oh so naughty without a condom. Please promise me you'll last longer this time. I need my big brother to be strong."
I moved my head in a nodding motion, not daring to look up at her. I felt her hands move from the sides of my head and slide down my body. There was a new rush of panic in me because I was slightly more muscular than Jack, and I worried that Katy would begin to sense the difference. But in her own lustful state, my pretty cousin either ignored or didn't realize the difference, and her hands finally rested on the cheeks of my ass.
Applying pressure there, Katy whispered, "Now, brother...enter me now."
A nudge, a push, then a thrust, and suddenly I was within her. I was inside my cousin, filling her, fucking her. I was fucking my cousin Katy, and it felt as if the earth itself had stopped spinning. To confirm and fully appreciate this fusion in the space-time continuum, I froze as I held myself within her.
She took this as a good sign, "That's it, baby. Hold it there. Don't cum. Get used to it. Feel yourself inside me and enjoy it."
I listened to her. I needed to. After masturbating almost entirely throughout her first fuck session with Jack, and even before that, I had been ready and willing to blast a load of semen a hundred feet in the air. And that was before I even allowed myself to imagine the thought of fucking my cousin, let alone actually do it. I had no choice but to hold myself inside her. To pump now would be to cum, and I think we've already made clear how pissed this chick would be if I were to cum inside her.
So, we held that position, clutching tightly at each other, my face smashed against one of her breasts. It seemed like minutes had gone by...oh why couldn't it be hours! But this was all good, because finally, eventually I felt the initial urge to cum begin to subside. Just slightly, mind you, just slightly. But it was enough to allow me to begin to move gently, with a very subtle rocking motion. I could not yet stand the feeling of moving my cock fully in and out of her pussy without the impulse to ejaculate, but I could at least push myself more deeply inside her, right up to the hilt, until our pubic bones grinding together.
Katy responded to this, "My God, Jack...I'm so proud of you...and you're so deep now. Christ, I can feel you in my guts!"
I grinned against her breast.
Katy continued, "It's like you've grown an inch, maybe two! Oh my God...oh god oh god oh...oh oh...oooooooo...yesssssss....."
The shuddering, the gasping, the harp intake of breath: Katy was cumming. She was cumming by the stimulation of having me, Tom Lenovo, her first cousin, driving his penis deep into her vagina. I was a conqueror, a stallion, a god. I had achieved what that fucker Jack, Katy's own brother, could not. Like a caveman discovering fire, I now experienced the triumph of making this woman climax.
But it would be a short-lived victory, because all of his stimulation was becoming way, way too much for me. I knew I was not going to last long, but since I had managed to give my cousin at least two solid orgasms, I knew I could take care of myself without complaint. I began to pump, and pump...I began to fuck this gorgeous woman for all I was worth. It was going to be a short fuck, but a good fuck, and already I felt my loins beginning to convulse.
"Remember, baby," she gasped. "Not in me, please not inside me!"
Inside her pussy? No, I would honor that request, but there was another place I could deposit my load, I suddenly realized in my carnal fury. With only a stroke two to go before I knew my balls would blow, I whipped my raging cock from Katy's cunt with a slurping sound and quickly climbed up along her rib cage, straddling her as I knew Jack had done an hour before.
I grabbed for Katy's long silky hair and purposely flung it into her face, clutching at her scalp so she had no way of seeing who I was. And as I'd hoped, as I'd prayed, I felt Katy's hands reach up and grip my wet and dripping cock with her hands, wedging it between her massive breasts. I immediately began pumping again, and with each forward thrust, I felt the head of my cock enter Katy's hungry lips. Making sure her hair was still covering her eyes with one hand, I lifted the back of her head with the other so she could get to my cock with less strain.
In reality, I only made a few more strokes until, at last, I felt my scrotum clench, and a torrent of semen blasted out of my engorged member, directly into Katy's eager mouth. I heard her gag in surprise as the load proved to be much more massive than she would have expected from a guy who'd already had a huge orgasm only a short while ago. But she held on like a trooper, and although a good amount of cum squeezed out from her mouth and down the sides of her chin, she actually swallowed the vast majority of it.
I pumped, and she swallowed, and I pumped, and still she swallowed. Finally, with my head spinning and the world reeling, I felt my throbbing member jerk its last drop of cum from my balls. I almost collapsed down to one side, wanting instinctively to curl up next to her and fall asleep in her loving arms. But I managed to regain control at the last minute, and before she could clear her hair from her face, I was sliding off the bed and backing quickly out of the room.
"Thank you, my sweet dear brother," I heard Katy saying softly.
With legs that felt wobbly and weak, I stumbled clumsily back into Jack's room and to my futon. The steady sound of Jack snoring assured me that I was in no danger of being discovered. I collapsed on the futon and crawled sleepily between the covers. In moments, I began to doze with the wonderful sent of Katy's vagina still on my lips. It would be a different world when I woke up. A wonderful, fulfilled world. I had managed to accomplish something no man should ever experience with another blood relative. But I'd gotten away with it. I'd fucked my cousin and lived to tell the tale.



When I woke up late the next morning, everyone else was already up. I could hear them chattering in the kitchen over breakfast. Only then did I realize that I'd left my boxers in Katy's room...
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When I woke up late the next morning, everyone else was already up. I could hear them chattering in the kitchen over breakfast. Only then did I realize that I'd left my boxers in Katy's room....
A mixture of panic, amazement and all-out erotic lust flooded my being in that moment. What the FUCK had I done! My satiated, flaccid cock gave a gentle twitch to remind me it had REALLY enjoyed last night's adventure with my 18-year-old cousin. My heart began beating heavily with juvenile infatuation (after all, I was just over 18 myself) with a person I could never really be with. But my head kept both of these organs furiously in check and drove home a single overriding command: get your boxers back NOW.
I threw back the loosely quilted blanket and sheet covering me only to realize that I was, of course, still mother naked. A glance down at my crotch showed me a tangle of pubic hair, slightly crusted with the combined fluids of Katy's vagina and my cock, further proof that I had recently performed an unspeakable act. But the thing was, the real amazing thing was, I might actually get away with it if I could only get my boxers back.
I separated the quilt from the sheet and wrapped it around my waist lest any of my family members decide to make a sudden appearance. I crossed to the door of the room I shared with my older cousin, Jack, and peaked out, listening: sounds still stable, random conversation in the kitchen. It was only a couple of paces across the hall to Katy's bedroom door. It wasn't fully closed, and I gently pushed it open and looked around. Unlike last night, where a dim erotic glow had given just enough illumination for me to see the body of my gorgeous cousin while I fucked her, the room was now bathed in bright sunlight that poured in from an oversized window. Last night's summer storm had cleared, and I squinted in the brightness, quickly glancing around for my boxers.
Couldn't find them.
I looked under the bed, all over the floor...nothing. That meant they could only be within the tangles of Katy's sheets and blankets. I tried to tell myself that there was no way she'd seen them, otherwise I wouldn't have woken up on my own this morning; I would've been dragged forcibly out of bed in a fury by Katy herself, or her brother or father. No, they had to be here somewhere. So I clutched the quilt around me with one hand while feeling desperately around Katy's bed with the other. In a couple of places, I felt the dried splotches of semen, either from me or Jack I couldn't tell. Despite myself, I couldn't help but become slightly aroused at the sudden image of my cock spitting copious amounts of white sticky cum into my cousin's mouth...
Christ, the fucking boxers weren't here. They WEREN'T here! How the hell—
My panicked thought was interrupted by the sound of someone coming down the hallway and the voice of Katy herself saying, "I'll get him, Mom."
I spun around, nearly tripping over the length of the quilt and causing it to slip very low down my slender hips, and jumped into the hallway, barely getting to Jack's doorway before I heard Katy round the corner of the hallway and come to a halt less than three feet from me. And I was giving her a very clear view of my half-exposed ass while I tried to pull the quilt back up.
"Whoa, cuz, now there's a tan-line!"
Blushing, I turned to face her, the quilt now gripped firmly and more modestly around me. As we were already about halfway through the summer, I'd developed a pretty nice tan, except for my ass, of course, so I'm sure it glowed in all its pasty glory compared to my bronzed back.
I could only stare at her, my beautiful cousin Katy. I hadn't even begun to think about how I would act around her, let alone what I'd say, when I saw her this morning. And here I was, facing my orgasmic cousin in the flesh after a night of secret love. She was barefoot, wearing simple cotton shorts and an old, faded t-shirt. In fact, it was the same t-shirt she'd worn to bed last night. Obviously, upon waking, she'd simply slid the shirt down over her beautiful boobs, thrown on the shorts and padded right out to the kitchen for breakfast.
But somewhere in that waking time, she'd found my boxers!
Which was why I could only stare at her, realizing that if the Devil was to be paid, he would most likely collect right now. But instead of bellowing fire and brimstone at me, my cute little cousin giggled. She grinned and said, "A little drafty?"
I traced her bemused gaze to my midsection, where my hands clutched at the quilt. I discovered then that while I had the thing wrapped around me twice, the loose pattern of the quilting still exposed small patches of my skin, including what could or couldn't be bits of my genitalia. I looked back up at her, blushed terribly, and clutched my hands tighter around my crotch.
All I could stammer was, "Err..."
"Look," she said, "don't let me get in your way?"
"What?"
"You're obviously on your way to the bathroom, right?" She gestured toward the bathroom door behind her then stepped to the side. "Just get your little white butt to the breakfast table before Mom hunts you down."
"Err...okay," I said. Realizing I'd just been handed an escape route, I quickly shuffled past her toward the bathroom. As I was closing the door Katy said, "Oh, and Tom?" I looked at her. "You might want to wear a bit more than your blanket before sitting down to pancakes."
When the door closed, I let out a huge sigh of relief. My pulse returned to a more or less normal pace, and I realized other parts of me needed relief. I dropped the blanket to the floor and stepped over the toilet, needing to breath and relax for a few moments before my semi-erection would settle down enough to allow my urine to flow. Letting human biology do its thing, I reflected on the little exchange that'd just transpired. For the moment, I was still 100% in the clear. But for how long?
I knew now that Katy and her older brother, Jack, were regular fuck buddies. From the almost automatic get-to-the-point way in which they'd started their lovemaking last night, I could only assume they'd been this way for some time. They were quite comfortable with the fact that they weren't just having sex, they were having incestuous sex! With this in mind, I thought back over the last couple of weeks I'd been staying with them, then back even farther to a year ago when I'd been here last summer. I thought about all the times we'd been hanging out together, doing all the activities teenagers do when they're out of school, with no real responsibilities. For the life of me I couldn't recall a single moment where it would ever have even randomly occurred to me that the two of them were lovers. Whatever the circumstances were that had emboldened the two siblings to initiate their taboo actions, they had clearly come to an understanding that they would never EVER hint at the secret nature of their relationship.
But that couldn't possibly apply to me! If Katy, upon finding my boxers, had realized that I was the one who'd fucked her that second time last night, not her brother, there could be no way she'd act so cool about it this morning. Even if she were in shock that she'd had my cock in her, how could she have been calm about it just now, even playful? I immediately dismissed the idea that she had actually enjoyed it. I mean, I know she'd enjoyed it physically (she'd cum at least twice) but what I mean is, she'd assumed it was her BROTHER, not me. She simply wouldn't have acted the way she had just now.
Conclusion: she didn't know it had been me the second time. For her, it was her brother again, back to give her the pleasure he'd been unable to give her the first time. And if this was true, then she could only assume the boxers were his.
The boxers were his!
I shook a drop of piss from my cock and flushed the toilet, a bit more confident than a few moments ago. I turned and grinned at myself in the mirror. It was a full-length mirror, and I looked at my body. I looked at the penis that had ejaculated into a beautiful girl's mouth only a few hours ago. "She thinks the boxers are his," I said to it cheerfully.
After wrapping the quilt around me THREE times this time, I went back out and into Jack's room, changing into my own set of shorts and t-shirt at last. As I cruised through the house toward a hearty breakfast I suddenly had a strong and intoxicating thought: I'm going to fuck my cousin again!
When I got to the kitchen, my uncle Jerry had already left for work. A healthy and cheerful man in his middle-40s, Uncle Jerry was a civil engineer with the county, helping them figure out how to make curvy roads less curvy or something. My aunt, Ellen, looking remarkably younger than her 42 years, had once been in the real estate field, I think, but she'd been a homemaker ever since I could remember. Jerry and Ellen's relationship had a very 1950s feel to it, like that movie Pleasantville. It was refreshing to see in the fast-paced world of the 21st century, and I couldn't help but admire them both.
Aunt Ellen smiled at me and offered my choice of breakfast items: pancakes, eggs, bacon...refusing to slide anything less than three portions of each on my plate. I was never much of a breakfast person, but as a guest in the house I couldn't refuse. As she poured a tall glass of orange juice for me, Aunt Ellen said, "Jack told me to tell you he'd pick you up after work. He's off at two." Jack worked in a local video store, an easy part-time job before he moved back to his college town in the fall. I'd snagged a no-brainer part-time job in the grocery store, but I had the day off today. The two of us were to hook up and head to the river in the afternoon.
I shoveled a forkful of eggs into my mouth and nearly choked on them when Katy suddenly entered the kitchen, still wearing her little cotton shorts on bottom but now clad only in her tiny new black bikini on top. Well, almost clad—she was holding the string in back behind her. "Mom," she said, "can you tie this thing for me?"
Ellen glanced over her shoulder, giving a disapproving look at the bikini. She shrugged, her hands busy with flipping more pancakes. "Have Tom do it, dear."
I dropped my fork. Katy walked over to me without a second thought and turned her back to me. She released grasp of the strings then cupped the bikini to her boobs, but not before I got a very nice glance at the sides, almost to the nipple. I had to stifle a grin, because I now knew exactly what they looked like, what the felt like...
"Tom, what's up?"
I looked up, Katy was glancing back at me, annoyed. I'd been staring. "Sorry," I murmured and reached up to tie them.
"Don't hesitate to go nice and tight," Katy said. "Gotta keep the girls in place."
"Katy!" Aunt Ellen chided. She wasn't too fond of her daughter's frank talk in the presence of her nephew. She would only now be realizing that this nephew was tying his cousin's string.
"Oh, Mom," Katy huffed. "I got these babies from you, so you know what I go through every day! One false move and I'm spilling out for all the world to see!"
I glanced over at Ellen and actually saw her blush. It was true, like mother like daughter, Aunt Ellen had a massive pair of breasts. I'd always noticed them, I suppose, but my aunt was always much more modest in her dress code and her slightly thicker her body helped absorb the proportion of bust to body, much unlike Katy, who's slender frame could do nothing but shout to the world that her tits were HUGE.
"Which is precisely why I don't like your new bathing suit," Ellen was saying. "Clearly it was meant for a woman with smaller..." She glanced at me, then back to Katy, "Who are not as...developed."
I finished the knot and Katy said, "Thanks." She had nothing more to say to her mother at that moment, or me for that matter, so she went back down the hallway. I ate quietly for a few minutes, watching my aunt work in the kitchen. She had her back to me, and Katy's comment about getting her attributes from her mother caused me to re-evaluate the wholesome woman before me.
She was wearing a pair of jeans but also a long t-shirt, probably one of Jack's or Jerry's that hung down below her hips, diluting any possibly appealing curvature there. She was about Katy's size, perhaps an in or two taller, but still somewhat petite. I'd mentioned that her body was thicker than Katy's but that was not to suggest she was fat. After two kids and now in her 40s, it would be foolish and unrealistic to expect this woman to look like some plastic TV model. But this whole family led a pretty active life, and the frequent camping, hiking, biking and skiing trips helped this wonderful woman put up a valiant fight against age. In fact, as I now examined her physical appearance with a more open-minded and objective way, I began to separate the "old Aunt Ellen" image from the remarkably attractive mature woman who could still serve well to someone's sexual appetite.
God, what was happening to me? Now that I'd fucked my cousin and had gotten away with it, I was feeling like the cock of the walk. It was as if I could do anything now. I had but to will it, and the flesh would follow!
Speaking of flesh, Katy was coming back through the kitchen, sporting a pink little tank top to cover her bikini and match her shorts. "I'll be at Shelly's, Mom," she said. She glanced casually at me, "Later."
"Will you be back for dinner?" Ellen asked.
"Doubt it. But I'll call." And with that, she was out the door, leaving just me and Aunt Ellen alone in the house.
I helped my aunt clean up after breakfast. While we tag-teamed on washing and rinsing the dishes, she said, "Do you still have a crush on Shelly?" I nearly dropped a dish, blushing, and Ellen smiled. "Wasn't she the one you liked last year?"
I smiled back. In fact, I'd been obsessed with only my cousin Katy for as long as I could remember coming up here, but of course that could only be a secret crush. So to appear more or less as normal as I could, I allowed my more overt attention to land on Katy's best friend, Shelly. So far, however, I'd gotten no where with her. I finally nodded to my aunt. "Well, I guess so. She's cute."
"And she's sweet, too. She doesn't take after Katy. I wish that girl would become a little less self-absorbed, then she'd finally attracted a nice boy...like you."
This time the dish did drop, but only into soapy water, which splashed up on our shirts. I swallowed, "Like...me?"
Ellen was glancing down at the front of her shirt; water and suds had soaked the right front part. She was flicking off the bubbles. She said, "Yeah, like you. You know...friendly. Generous, and above all else, a gentleman."
I stared at her, and after a moment I realized she didn't mean it like I'd thought it. After you've had sex with a member of your own family, any random reference could be made to sound like the rest of the world knew exactly what you've been up to.
"Why, thank you, Aunt Ellen," I said at last, allowing my smile to return.
She smiled back at me. "I mean, just look here. You could've easily found an excuse to run off and leave your old aunt with the dishes and other chores, but without being asked here you are helping me out."
With honest modesty I glanced down from her gaze, and in doing so I was able to get a very nice look at my aunt's right boob, which had become outlined and opaquely visible under the thin white t-shirt as the water soaked in. Her nipple was hardening. I quickly glanced away. Christ, she had nice tits, too. How had I not noticed before?
Some gentleman.
I turned from the sink to find some more dishes, something to pull me from my aunt's proximity. When I did, I heard her say, "Oh my," and glancing back I saw her removing a rubber glove and covering her wet breast. She said, "I'll be right back, Tom."
"It's okay, Aunt Ellen, there's not much left. I'll take care of it."
She hurried down the hallway, and I fussed about the kitchen a bit longer, putting away the rest of the things. I was trying not to think about the fact that I now had several hours alone in the house with an aunt to whom I'd just become very sexually attracted. Puberty was in full swing now; it'd taken barely a thought and a glance at Ellen's large, rounded breast to get the blood flowing into my loins. And in a sudden flash, I had a new desire, though very much on a common theme as of late: I wanted to see Aunt Ellen's boobs.
The thing is, I would have to act right NOW if I wanted a glance at anything in the realm of taboo skin. I threw down the dish towel and padded as swiftly and quietly as possible through the living room and down the hallway. I'd developed an erection that almost became painful; I'd thrown on shorts this morning without underwear, so there was nothing to help keep my rod stable.
Within seconds I was in Jack's room and pulling his bed from the wall. I needed to create just enough of a crawl space to be able to get to the vent behind his headboard. On another visit, when Jack's room had been arranged a different way, I noticed the metal grating of a heating vent on the wall. This was an older house, which had an old boiler in the basement, and the house had been designed with vents in strategic places to allow heat to circulate up through them. Jack's wall on one side was also my aunt and uncle's wall on the other, and the vents were placed so that prying eyes could actually look through to the other side.
I didn't give myself much of a chance of success, nor did I think the view would be very good anyway. But it was worth a shot. I dropped down to the floor and pressed my face to the vent, angling my head up and down to get the best possible view through the slats. I had the feeling that was already too late; I mean, how long would it take a woman to simply change into a dry shirt—
But there she was. And holy shit, she was topless! I'd timed this perfectly. It was amazing. My aunt was standing in the room, looking at herself in the mirrored panel on her closet door. But she wasn't just standing there—she was feeling herself up!
Okay, after the initial shock of my sudden and successful view of my aunt's tits, I was able to analyze the scene a little more logically: she was standing there, wearing only her jeans. They actually had a nice fit, and I realized that Aunt Ellen's ass was pretty shapely, definitely more pronounced than her daughter's, but no less squeezable and yummy. My immediate angle had me looking up and directly at Ellen's back, for she was actually facing away from me. I was able to see her tits through the reflection. Returning to her back for a moment, I noted with pleasure that it was straight and tanned, just like her daughter's. But unlike Katy, Ellen wore more modest one-piece suits, so her tan line was a little more old-fashioned.
But those boobs. Those glorious mounds. Like mother like daughter indeed! Aunt Ellen had amazing breasts, even slightly larger than Katy's if that was possible. They were beginning to take on the sag that I knew would effect Katy in another 20 years, but I was certainly not complaining. And I watched as my aunt hefted them in her hands. But she was frowning at them, at herself. I heard her mumble.
"'Gotta keep these girls in place.'" Her tone was slightly mocking. She was quoting her daughter. "'I got these babies from you.'" She squeezed them again. She pinched her nipples. So help me she pinched them. "'Got these babies from you....'"
She groaned slightly, making little-girl pouting faces, obviously lost in the moment. Could she really be that jealous of Katy? She never seemed to approve of her daughter, who'd always rebelled against Aunt Ellen's more religiously-based manners and modesty. I was now seeing a new side of my aunt. I smiled at the irony of my pun: I was seeing a new, naked side of my aunt, to be sure, but I was also getting a glimpse at a more sinister spirit within the church-going housewife. The question was, could it possibly be me, her nephew, that was having an effect on her, or was this merely a momentary lapse in morals?



"Did you splash water on me?" Aunt Ellen was saying to her reflection, with that teasingly breathless tone again. "I'm going to have to change my shirt, you naughty boy, Tom."
Nope, it was me.
My cock throbbed, reminding me that it had been hard for several minutes now, and how dare I not take the thing out and stroke it into some relief! It was as good an idea as any, and as I squirmed to slide my shorts down, I was stunned to see Aunt Ellen let go of her tits at last and begin to undo her own pants. I got a couple of fingers around the end of my cock and I pulled gently as I stared through the slats at my aunt shucking her jeans from first one leg, then the other. In doing so, she had to bend over, giving me a ripe, sensual view of her plump ass, clad in a pair of clean cotton panties. They weren't anything too sexy in and of themselves, and I wasn't surprised. In fact, I quite enjoyed it, seeing this Gemini of a vixen being revealed before my lustful eyes: the sinner saint, the spinster slut.
Unfortunately, she stopped short of sliding her panties off, too. Although she did rub herself a little, shuddering deliciously with each stroke, as if a chill had entered the room.
So here we were: my aunt lusting after me in her room, me lusting after her in mine. The question was, if I walked in that room right now, would there be an instant nightmare, or the ultimate wet dream? I feared the former above all else. I remembered some shrink on a talk show pointing out the fact that although many women had sexual fantasies about rape, they would never in a million years want to ACTUALLY get raped. It was most likely the case with Aunt Ellen: I will lust after my handsome little nephew, but I could never let him touch me.
Perhaps test was in order. Again, I would have to act swiftly, before logic could settle upon anyone's mind. With a stifled grown, I carefully stuffed my aching penis back into my shorts and pulled them back up. I snuck back into the hallway and down toward the kitchen. From that point, I called out, "Aunt Ellen, I'm gonna grab a quick shower!"
After a pause, I heard muffled from her closed door. "Okay."
As I had mentioned before, this was an older house, and although it had three bedrooms, it only had two bathrooms, and only one of those, the one in the middle of the house, had a full shower/tub. The smaller bathroom, where I'd pissed this morning, had a shower, but it was tiny and at the far end of the house, and the water took forever to get hot. As such, it was in the larger bathroom where all of us almost always took our showers or baths. It was at one end of the hallway and had a door on either end, so that if you wanted to get to the kitchen, you could either steer right and pass through the living room, or you could walk through one door of the bathroom, through the door on the other end, and then into the laundry room that led right to the kitchen.
Early on in my visits, I discovered that it wasn't unusual for one to enter the bathroom for its usual uses but only close the hallway door since people rarely went into the laundry room. A couple of times, over the years, I'd been accidentally walked in on, and I'd accidentally walked in on others doing their business. Sadly, it was always either my uncle or Jack in these instances. In retrospect, it would've been nice to have walked in on Katy on the toilet, with her pants around her ankles, or her skirt bunched up around her waist....
Back to the task at hand, I went into the bathroom and closed and even locked the door from the hallway. I conveniently "forgot" about the far door that lead into the laundry room. The light was off in there, and it was easy to simply dismiss the fact that someone could circle around from the kitchen, pass through the laundry room and walk right into this bathroom...perfect.
I got the water going and stripped down. One whole wall above the sink area was mirror—lots of mirrors in this house—and I admired my body in all my horniness. I mean, what young stud hasn't gazed with pride at himself in the mirror while sporting a massive erection? I was hard and primed, very much pent up after watching my naked aunt. A dribble of precum glistened from the tip of my penis. I stroked myself, watching my body in profile. I knew I had a larger-than-average penis. I'd fucked two girls before Katy, and they always expressed surprise. And Katy herself had commented on it, thinking her brother had "seemed" to grow an extra inch or two....
Whoa, slow down, boy. Can't pop off too soon. Gotta stage a big test here. I let go of my cock and climbed into the shower. The sliding panels for the shower were glass, and although they steamed up quickly, it wasn't too hard to see who was in there if you were to stand there watching. I also kept the slider open just a crack so I could sneak peeks at the half-open door to the laundry room. All I could do now was wait...wash, and wait.
I lathered, rinsed and repeated twice before I finally caught movement at the doorway. I had to be careful, very careful. For me to pause and look would indicate awareness, so as I rotated casually under the jet of steaming water, I stole only quick glances. I had do to this a couple of times to confirm the truth: she was there. My aunt Ellen was there, in the doorway, watching me.
It appeared that she was still mostly in the laundry room, leaning just her head and a shoulder in, but growing braver and braver at my lack of awareness to her presence, and eventually leaning in a bit more. She had new clothes of, of course. Something red this time. I turned my face into the water and grinned with delight: Phase 1 was a success. It was now time for Phase 2....
With the water blasting into my chest, I leaned forward slightly and balanced by placing one hand up against the shower wall. With the other, I began stroking my cock again. I had actually grown somewhat flaccid with all the waiting and nervousness, so it took a minute or two to get fully hard again. It didn't really matter at this point, through the steamed-up glass, Aunt Ellen wouldn't really be able to tell my exact state of arousal, but the silhouette I was giving her, with my one hand moving up and down at my middle, gave an unmistakable image: her nephew jacking off in the shower.
I let out a couple of low moans—they certainly didn't have to be feigned at this point—and did my best to give a good, sensual show. A very careful glance through the very narrow opening of the slider confirmed for me that my aunt had now stepped almost fully inside the bathroom. To her vantage point, I was now lost in my own self-pleasuring, totally oblivious to anything else in the world.
So I stroked.
And as I stroked, it was time to initiate Phase 3: I moaned my aunt's name.
"Oh...oh, Aunt Ellen...don't call yourself...don't call yourself old. You're so...oh, you're so...beautiful."
I had to slow my stroking. Jesus, I was turning myself on too much. I didn't want to cum this fast. I actually released the tight grip I had on my cock and switched to simulated stroking for a little while. But I didn't let up my words.
"My god...Aunt Ellen...yes...please...stroke me...oh my god...I've always wanted you...please...."
Another covert glance through the opening. She had moved. She was leaning against the bathroom counter now, at the sink. I could now just make out that the red she was wearing had come all the way down. It was a dress, a red dress. But it suddenly became a short dress. She was pulling up the hem, then she was thrusting her own hand down those white panties of hers. I'm sure they were quite wet by now, as she thrust fingers into herself or rubbed her clit.
For my part, I had to be VERY careful about how I played with myself. This was so fucking erotic, so fucking wrong, that just the right squeeze would send my cum splashing across the shower. I just had to hold out a little longer, the final phase was almost upon us. It would all depend on whether or not I timed things just right in the next couple of minutes.
So with careful, mostly simulated stroking, I continued to moan and express verbally the fantasy I was creating for my dear aunt Ellen. I was able to watch her for longer and longer glimpses, because she was beginning to close her eyes a lot and throw her head back, furiously rubbing herself, timing the motions to my own strokes, feeling the heat of the moment precisely as I was. It was almost time to spring the trap.
"Aunt Ellen...oh, baby...my dear aunt...please keep stroking me...I can't take much more...I'm gonna...I'm gonna...fucking cum...I'm gonna fucking cum, Aunt Ellen...."
I got louder, and I began grunting. And I swear I could almost hear Aunt Ellen panting and breathing above the sound of the shower. She too was now totally and utterly lost in the passion of the moment. It was almost time, but the key to the whole thing relied on whether or not I could get her to—
"Cumming!" I grunted. "Holy Jesus I'm CUMMING, Aunt Ellen!"
And this time, so help me, I DID hear a gasp, and Aunt Ellen herself was cumming, but in reality I was NOT cumming but instead I was sliding the shower door open with a crashing bang, shocking my aunt to death in the midst of her own wracking orgasm, and before she could act I had jumped from the shower, my cock leading the way, and I was on her, grabbing her, tearing her hand from her soaked panties and then ripping those panties right off her in a single jerk.
"Tom! Tom, no!" she shouted. "Oh my god, NO!"
But it was too late for that. I had my aunt's ass now up fully on the counter, and her red dress was already pushed up beyond her waist, exposing her wet, bushy pussy in perfect alignment with my cock."
"Oh, Jesus, Tom, what are you—"
But the next sound to come out of her throat was a pure, clear, glass-shattering scream as I shoved with all my weight and penetrated my cock completely and to the hilt inside her contracting cunt. I didn't pull out, but I did give one or two more very strong thrusts to ensure that I was as deep as I could get and that there was no way on Earth she could slip off of me.
For a brief moment, we locked eyes, hers wide in shock, mine glaring with naked lust and determination. I could feel her pelvic bone against mine, her inner thighs sliding against my wet hips. I could taste her breath. My hair dripped and soaked the front of her dress. I glanced down and saw that her breasts bulged against the buttons running down the front. I had been gripping one of her legs and a hip, and keeping my body shoved hard against hers to hold her up, I took both hands and jerked harshly at the thin red fabric.
Ellen groaned and stifled another scream as plastic buttons flew and bounced throughout the bathroom, and there before me, now completely nude from the front, was my Aunt Ellen and her wonderfully colossal breasts. I squeezed one of them, using my other hand to grasp around her jaw and mouth, turning her back to face me with a jerk, because she had looked away in shame. Our eyes locked together again. Hers had become glazed with pure, unfiltered eroticism. Mine were determined, emboldened.
I thrusted.
She groaned. "Oh...my God....Tom..."
Thrusted.
"Tom..."
And thrusted again, faster now, moving into a regular rhythm of fucking. Strained, desperate gurgling noises bubbled up from my aunt's throat with each penetration of my penis deep into her pussy. Whether for or against our union she was now in it to the finish. For my part, I was once again on the verge of cumming. This was simply too erotic, too dirty, too hot, too wonderfully wrong and fucking unbelievable to last too long. But I wanted to last long enough, was desperate to last long enough to hopefully bring my beautiful aunt to another orgasm. An orgasm with me inside her. Not her husband, not her hand, but me, her 18-year-old nephew. The son of her sister.
I didn't have to wait long.
It seemed to begin in her toes, which curled up into balls as she slowly began to slide her legs up along my thrusting hips and across the small of my back, locking me in. Short, breathless gasps began emanating from her mouth. Her eyes screwed tightly shut, veins bulged in her neck, her nipples hardened into even tighter knobs, and with no more warning, I let out my own gasp as my aunt's long nails suddenly dug into my shoulders. Here eyes snapped open and as her entire body began to shake and vibrate beneath my body, and we once again locked gazes. We both knew what was happening.
Through her body language, her eyes, her grunts her contracting vagina, I knew that my aunt was now experiencing one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever felt. It was all too perfect, because with one final devastating thrust, I unleashed my seed deep, deep, devastatingly deep into her womb.
As one, aunt and nephew climaxed to such a degree that our mutual screams of pleasure reverberated throughout the bathroom, beyond the confines of the house, and echoed through the trees of the woodland that surrounded the property.
It seemed to last a solid minute. I lost count how many times I felt my scrotum contract and spit its sperm through my shaft. Whatever the count, it was enough to fill her completely and beyond, for as the last of my contractions of pleasure gripped my groin, I felt the warm combined fluids of our bodies ooze out from my aunt's labia and over my balls and her ass.
Finally, as we took a moment to breath and hold each other, Aunt Ellen broke her lustful gaze from mine and looked down at herself. I looked down too. Her breasts heaved and sparkled with shower water and sweat. Lower down her soft round stomach shuddered a couple more times as her own vaginal spasms continued. And further down, to where my stiff shaft was clearly and boldly poking deep inside that wonderful, tight pussy it had just fucked.
Looking down at the pool of cum forming between us on the counter, my aunt said softly, "Oh my God, Tom...oh my God..."
I breathed out through my teeth then leaned forward and kissed her forehead. "That was wonderful, Aunt Ellen...wonderful...."
She looked up at me again and smiled. "I have no words, my sweet Tom. None."
"I want to stay inside you for ever," I said. I truly meant it, at least in that moment. It was just so pure, so primal, to be standing here, my cock still inside my aunt, only just now beginning to soften.
"I know, baby," she cooed. "I know...but you must pull out. We shouldn't have done this, and you know it." She shifted her wait slightly on her buttocks, then winced. "Tom...you're so much...bigger than your uncle. It's...beginning to hurt a little...you must pull out of me."
We both groaned loudly as I slid, very slowly slid, my entire length from her vagina.
"Let me down, sweetie," she said.
I backed off a bit and gently helped her to settle back onto her own two feet. She gripped the hem of her skirt and held it up over her pussy, careful not to stain it with cum, but the back had slid along the pool, so it was too late. With a shrug, she dropped the ruined dress from her shoulders, and in that moment we were now standing before each other, completely naked to the world. Despite the powerful orgasm I'd just experienced, I felt my half-flaccid cock twitch.
"My dear boy," Ellen said softly, gazing up at me. "What have we done?" She leaned up and kissed my cheek, then brushed passed me and quickly went to the toilet, lifting the lid and sitting. "I'm sorry," she said, blushing. "I have to do this."
I watched with a strange sense of awe as my aunt urinated right before me. But at the same time, it seemed like we could now do ANYTHING in front of each other. We had crossed a line so bold, so previously impenetrable, that now it didn't seem to matter what we did. But there was a practical side to what she was doing, as she explained.
"Your uncle had a vasectomy shortly after Katy was born," she said over the sound of her urine splashing into the bowl. "I should never have let you ejacu—finish inside me."
I realized what she was getting at. "I'm sorry."
She shook her head, "No, it's okay. It's just that I've never had to be on birth control, not in eighteen years. There was no need, you see." She looked at my cock, then up to me, then back down at what she was doing. "I hope I was able to flush out most of it just now, but this of course is no guarantee." She stood slightly, wiped her vagina, then flushed the toilet. She was surprisingly calm, thinking clearly now. "I'll have to get a morning-after pill from the pharmacy. I just hope Mary isn't working there when I do; she knows me from church."
My aunt crossed over to me and we embraced. At six feet, I was much taller than her, the top of her head came only to about the middle of my chest. She turned her head and pressed her face against me. I placed kisses along the top of her head. It was strange, as much as I lusted after Katy, and as objectively as I had looked upon my aunt as almost a sexual experiment, I couldn't help but suddenly have feelings for her. I really and truly wanted something special to be happening between my aunt and me. It was a feeling I couldn't shake.
"I love you," I suddenly said.
She leaned back and then up at me. We kissed tenderly.
"I love you too," she said. "But...you know we cannot have this. Not like this."
I said nothing. It was true, of course. What was supposed to happen? How would we explain it to our family, to the world? An 18-year-old boy and his 42-year-old blood-related aunt do not just up and run off as lovers without leaving a path of devastation behind them.
But we did have one thing, we had this moment.
I said, "We at least have this," and hugged her tighter.
"We do," she said. "And I'm glad."
Another long moment, then Aunt Ellen spoke again, "Tom?"
"Yes?"
"Why did I find a pair of your boxers in Katy's room this morning?"
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"Why did I find a pair of your boxers in Katy's room this morning?"
The words reverberated gently off the walls of the bathroom. Although the woman who'd uttered them was standing right in front of me, her voice sounded distant, as if through a tunnel, because the blood was racing from my rapidly beating heart and into my ears.
I could only stare at her.
The woman who'd spoken those words was Ellen, who up until this morning had been my modest, kind, church-going aunt. But all that had changed because I had just fucked her on the counter of the bathroom, where a small mixture of our genital fluids still pooled. We were both still naked, my lovely Aunt Ellen, an athletic and surprisingly attractive woman in her early-forties, and me, Tom Lenovo, her lithe and horny 18-year-old nephew. Aunt Ellen had just finished squatting on the toilet, trying to purge as much of my semen out of her vagina as possible; the dull throbbing of my penis, finally flaccid again, reminded me that I had just given her a particularly huge, unprotected load.
We had hugged after, and we had caressed quite intimately. I'd even told her I loved her. It was a strange, illogical sensation, but I'd meant it. She'd told me she loved me too, but despite the fact that we'd just engaged in a most incestuous act, I sensed that those words used by her had been more affectionate, still the doting and generous aunt.
"Tom?"
I blinked. She was expecting an answer. I studied her face, which was still flushed and coated with tiny beads of sweat from the powerful orgasms I'd given her less than five minutes ago. Interestingly enough, she didn't appear angry or accusatory. The fact that she'd decided to wait until AFTER we'd fucked was also telling. Nevertheless, I needed more time to think, so I said the only quick response I could muster.
"Boxers?"
"Yes. Your underwear. I found them in Katy's bedroom this morning." Her tone was even, simply informing me. As if she was saying, "I put your socks in the drawer for you."
But again I played dumb: "My underwear?" I think I even managed a puzzled look, desperately hoping it was masking the true feeling of horror and fear of having been found out about what I had done to my 18-year-old cousin last night. Here I had been worried that Katy would somehow realize that the second cock that had been inside her last night had been me and not her brother, but instead my naked aunt was the one bringing this incestuous tryst into light.
Or was she?
Because shortly after I'd made my last response and put on the puzzled face, Aunt Ellen seemed to mirror it. She furrowed her brow slightly and studied my face. She said, "You mean, that wasn't your underwear, Tom?"
I didn't think I could pull off the actual word "no" and effectively lie out loud, so I continued to look very puzzled indeed, then managed to shake my head slightly.
Aunt Ellen's eyes went wide at that point. "Oh my!" She looked down, thinking hard about something. Despite her suddenly serious thought processes, I caught her gaze stop on my penis right as a random drip of freshly post-climactic semen fell from the tip to the floor. I don't know if she was aware of it, but when the drop hit the floor, she licked her lips. Then she looked up at me and said, "Oh, Tom, I think something terrible is happening."
I knew she wasn't talking about what we had just done; in fact, it seemed like the whole matter of nephew and aunt fucking each other was already behind her, though we were still standing nude in the bathroom. But I wasn't quite sure exactly what the "terrible" thing was she thought was happening.
"What's wrong, Aunt Ellen?" I asked stupidly.
She took a step closer to me and placed her hand lightly on my chest. She leaned close to me, and when she spoke, it was in a whisper, though we were alone in the house. "I think...I think Jack might be...doing something with Katy."
"Doing something?"
She nodded. "I think...well, those must have been Jack's boxers if they weren't yours."
Suddenly I realized where her thinking had detoured. In response to Aunt Ellen's original question about the boxers (which were, in fact, mine) I had issued the most childish of responses to an authority figure catching a child dead-to-rights. My aunt had asked why my boxers were in Katy's room, I had given a stupid reply, but despite million-to-one odds, my aunt immediately accepted that they were NOT my boxers. It was about the same level of cleverness as asking a five-year-old why he took a cookie from the jar only to hear the kid ask "what cookie" though the crumbs were on his mouth, hands and shirt.
But it was working!
Perhaps I had fucked her so hard she was still dizzy and clouded. But as long as I was about to get off scott-free, I was happy to ride it out. Here were the facts, twisted as they were: Jack was my 20-year-old cousin, Aunt Ellen's son and thus Katy's brother. Though the boxers were mine, clear evidence that I had indeed engaged in sexual misconduct with my own blood-related cousin, it was also true that Jack had fucked his own sister, and he had been fucking his own sister LONG before I'd gotten my turn.
I know, my good friend, that it sounds surreal. I know it sounds quite bazaar to worry about my aunt discovering that I had slept with her daughter when I'd just fucked HER, but there you go. That strange feeling of love and connection was still welling up inside my heart, and so soon into what I had hoped could be at least a somewhat developed relationship with my aunt, I just couldn't bear the thought of her thinking of me as just some walking erection happy to stick myself into whatever vagina was available, whether related by blood or not.
Since I was on a roll with the guise of playing the total dummy, I asked, "Why would Jack's underwear be in Katy's room?"
Aunt Ellen looked up at me. "I think they may be doing something...with each other."
"You sure he didn't just drop them there somehow, perhaps when he was taking a load of laundry down the hall? Or maybe they got mixed in with Katy's laundry somehow."
She frowned. "I don't know...." Her voice trailed off, lost in thought again, and she seemed to stare through my shoulder. My last remarks were finally a little more clever. I mean, it certainly made more sense—seemed more likely—that the boxers had found their way into Katy's rooms by means much more innocent than an incestuous encounter.
After a few moments, my aunt broke her reverie and allowed her eyes to travel downward again, along my chest, my abs and finally to my crotch. Staring at it, she said, "We should take a shower."
While I digested that sudden change in subject, she turned from me and crossed to the shower, reaching in to turn on the water. When she did, I got my first truly unobstructed and up-close view of her ass. As I could tell when I'd last seen it covered in modest panties, it certainly wasn't the tightest of asses, but it was shaped in a wonderfully round and fleshy way, flaring out nicely but not too much at the hips. Her creamy skin was very smooth, and though I knew the flesh of her ass to be soft, it was not flabby, and there was no cellulite that I could see. I was realizing more and more that for an older woman Aunt Ellen was in excellent shape. My cock realized it too, and it gave a twitch despite having ejaculated less than ten minutes ago.
With the hot water blasting into the shower for the second time in twenty minutes, she turned to face me. "Oh, Tommy." She was reacting to the fact that I was growing hard again, my penis now at about half-mast. She said, "Listen, sweetie, we really do need to just take a shower and get cleaned up. I'll need to get down to the drug store as soon as possible for a morning-after pill."
I stepped forward, moving close to her.
She put her hand on my chest again and said, "Tommy, you need to know we can't be lovers. We did what we did, it felt really good, and now you know what it's like to be with me, so I don't really mind you seeing me naked now. But if you can't control yourself, I'll have to go use the other shower down the hall."
"I'll be good, I promise."
"Sweetie, you're completely hard now."
I blushed. "I'm sorry. It's just reflexes. I'll behave."
"Okay, just try not to poke me in the back with that big thing."
We both chuckled, amazingly comfortable with each other now, and we stepped into the shower. My cock was now throbbing at its proximity to the pussy it had just fucked yet could not fuck again. But above all things I respected my dear aunt. If I could still be here in the shower with her and see her naked body a little while longer, then it was worth the case of blue-balls later on.
For several minutes, we managed to behave nicely. We took turns standing under the water and passing the soap and shampoo back and forth. Once or twice the head of my penis grazed her side or tummy, but I begged pardon and she gave it, as civil as if I'd brushed against her on a crowded bus. It was during this cleansing process that Aunt Ellen suddenly picked up right where she'd left off about Jack and Katy.
"No, I think there's something going on between them, Tom. I've seen other signs. The boxers just prove it further."
It was a tremendous relief for me to know my aunt's theory was still that I was not the one fucking Katy, Jack was. Ironically, even though I had indeed banged my cousin last night, it was only the one time, and I knew that she and her brother were long established secret lovers. So I was honestly curious to hear about other "signs" my aunt was seeing, and I asked what they were.
"There have been nights," she said, "when I heard movement in the hallway, at strange hours. I thought at first Jack was just getting up to use the bathroom, but the sounds didn't seem to make sense." She turned and rinsed shampoo from her long dark hair as she spoke, and my eyes went straight to her enormous breasts as water poured down them.
Her nipples were hard.
She went on, "I mean, I would hear him out there at, say, two in the morning, but either he was getting up for the bathroom again just thirty minutes later, or he had gone somewhere in the house and not returned for a half-hour."
She caught me staring at her breasts, and she smiled.
I asked, "Maybe he was making a sandwich."
"No, I know he wasn't. One time I checked the fridge and pantry to see signs of him rummaging for food. No signs of that. Plus, that would mean several midnight snacks a week, and Jack can't possibly be that hungry every night. Could you hand me the conditioner, darling? Oooh, you poked me again."
"Sorry."
"That's okay, sweetie." When I backed up a bit, she looked down at my erection. She licked her lips again absently before continuing: "Anyway, Jack's got a small TV in his room, so I don't think he was watching it in the living room."
As I lathered up my body with soap, I had to resist the urge to stroke myself a little, just to relieve some pressure. Being this close to my aunt in the shower and not being able to do anything about it was proving to be more difficult than I'd imagined.
Trying to maintain composure, I swallowed a couple of times and said, "So, you're saying that Jack and Katy are involved...physically?" Wiping water from her eyes, my aunt nodded. I did my best to look amazed and surprised and said, "That's incredible."
"I know," she replied quietly, hard to hear over the sound of the water.
Still, I thought, weren't we the pots calling the kettles black?
She seemed to read my expression and shook her head. "I know...I know, it's completely hypocritical for me to have a problem with my two children having sex with each other when you and I are...well, we did what we did and we're here now in the shower together. It's just...I mean, I've heard of somewhat close relatives having relationships, even getting married, but never any closer than cousins." She reached up and caressed my face. "You and I aren't cousins...but more or less on the same level as aunt and nephew."
She took her hand away and looked down. Yes, my raging erection was still pointing at her, but she really seemed to be looking at her feet this time, and she continued, "The truth is, Tommy, I'm more bothered by the fact that I...I cheated on my husband than the fact that you are my nephew." She looked up again, her eyes somewhat pleading now. "But they are siblings, Tommy, siblings! That's just...it's just too close."
At this, she started to cry a little. Instinctively I stepped forward to give her a comforting embrace, but my hard penis poked into her belly and slid up between us as I went for the hug. I stopped with my arms halfway around her and leaned back, apologizing through gritted teeth because it had felt so fucking GOOD to press against her naked form again.
But my aunt suddenly pulled me toward her tightly, once again pressing my cock between our wet and naked bodies. She cried into my shoulder, "It's okay, Tommy, just please hold me, baby. Please hold me. I have to deal with this somehow, and I'm happy I can open up to you about this. Jerry would NEVER...oh God, he would freak out!"
I returned her hug tightly. I felt slightly guilty about the fact that I was experiencing such pleasure with my sexually aroused body pressing against my crying (but naked) aunt. I also loved her a great deal, and as good as this felt physically I felt equally compassionate about her dismay over what she believed her children to be doing with each other. It made me start to wonder what she would have thought had she been made to believe that it was me and only me sleeping with her daughter. I thought back to when she'd first asked me about the boxers, not thirty minutes ago. I had been horrified at the question, but I also remembered that she'd asked about it rather calmly. It wasn't until she'd begun to think they were actually Jack's boxers that she'd started to get upset. And just a few minutes ago, she clearly expressed a surprising casualness and even open acceptance of the possibility of relatives becoming intimate, so long as they weren't actual brother and sister.
I suddenly thought, My God, would Aunt Ellen actually have been okay with me, her nephew, having a relationship with her daughter, my cousin? For all I knew Katy didn't have the slightest romantic feelings for me whatsoever, but still, any possibility of such a thing would've had the blessing of my aunt! I had just thrown Jack under the bus to save my own skin only to have it backfire with my aunt freaking out over her children being lovers? How the hell was I going to fix this?
In this moment of turmoil, my thoughts were distracted again by physical feeling, because my aunt had slowly started moving her hands from the small of my back to the top of my ass. She was beginning to caress me as a lover again, not an upset woman. Her crying had stopped, or at least slowed to some quiet whimpering, and she did not shy away from my mirroring her hand movements by sliding my own down to the globes of her wonderful rear.
For several minutes, we caressed and moved against each other. As the warm steamy water cascaded down on us, I planted light kisses along her neck and shoulders. She being much shorter than me planted her own light kisses on my chest and neck. We spoke no words, and to my purely selfish delight I suddenly felt one of my aunt's hands move around to my front, where her slender fingers found and gently gripped the shaft of my penis.
"My poor little boy," she said at last, starting to stroke me lightly.
I squeezed my eyes tightly shut, and with my last ounce of willpower I croaked out, "Aunt...Aunt Ellen...you don't have to...don't have to do this."
As I got these words out, I actually felt her hand let go of my cock. Dammit! But it was only so she could reach up to my chin and gently angle my head down. I opened my eyes and saw her starting up at me.
She said, "I know, baby. But I want to now. You have been such a sweet gentleman, so patient with me. I love you so much, and if this is to be our one little secret morning of passion together, let's allow it to last just a little longer."
My response to this was to lower my head and kiss my aunt very deeply and hungrily for the next several minutes. She returned my kiss aggressively. Our tongues intertwined and explored one another. We hadn't really kissed much during our first hurried round of all-out fucking. This time we were going to make love, right here in this shower, and to that end we made out with all the patience in the world, allowing time to come to a stand-still within the confines of this shower stall.
My aunt had moved her hand back down to my cock, and she resumed her gentle stroking, causing just enough stimulation to bring me to a plateau of exquisite bliss. For my part, I moved me hands all around her, caressing her breasts, her hips, her ass, her breasts again. I hefted them, molded them, and squeezed her nipples, drawing a quick and pleasurable intake of breath from her. Wanting to continue my exploration of these wonderful mounds, I broke my kiss and lowered myself further so I could get my mouth on them. Aunt Ellen threw her head back and allowed a long, low moan to escape from her lips as I licked and nibbled one of her nipples.
"Oh, Tommy," she said, "I am so...SO sensitive there...my God, baby, please don't stop!"
Encouraged, I moved to the other nipple and went to work. It was wonderful to feel the water splash all over us, pouring down our bodies, as I devoured each of her breasts in intervals. While I chewed on one nipple, to the sound of my aunt grunting, "Harder, harder, baby," I squeezed the other breast with one hand. With the other I went down to her crotch and began sawing my fingers back and forth along the lips of her vagina, extracting even more groans from my new lover.
Within minutes, and with two of my fingers now firmly buried inside her pussy and my teeth clamping down on her vulnerable nipple, I brought my wonderful aunt to a shockingly powerful orgasm. I felt her vaginal walls clamp down on my fingers, quivering internally as they did so, and her entire body began to shake with violent spasms of orgasmic energy.
"Oh Jesus, Tommy! Jesus, oh YES!"
I didn't know what surprised me more, how powerful my aunt's orgasm was, or how long it lasted. It got to the point that she could barely continue standing, and she allowed her weight to settle somewhat on my arm and hand that was inserted halfway into her pussy. With my other hand I let go of her breast and got a grip around her waist, helping to steady her. She reached her hands out to either side of the shower stall and finally started to come down from her orgasm. She took several deep breaths and thanked me repeatedly in a soft cooing tone I couldn't quite hear above the spray of the shower.
Although I was willing to stimulate her by hand a little longer, my aunt straightened up a little and gently coaxed my fingers from her pussy. Staring right into her eyes, I put these pussy-soaked fingers directly into my mouth and sucked, letting her know that I could stimulate her with much more than just my fingers.
Reading my mind, Aunt Ellen smiled and said, "That would be very nice, my sweet boy, but there's something I want inside me even more. But first let's make sure it's completely ready to go into me."
I could only stand there with my mouth hanging open and my eyes rolled back like a drunken fool as my aunt slowly worked her way down my body, tracing her tongue along my chest, down across my flat stomach and closer, oh so wonderfully closer, to the thing she wanted inside her even more. Her first tentative lick up the underside of my cock felt like an electric shock, and I suddenly went up on tip-to, grunting loudly. The next lick was right along the base of the head, the most sensitive part of my cock, and the fact that I didn't cum right there surprised even me. But with her hands now caressing my balls and the base of my cock, my aunt seemed to be much more in tune with the twitching and clenching of my muscles down there, and she was being very careful to make it last as long as humanly possible, just as she wanted.



After a few more teasing licks and kisses, she finally engulfed my penis into her mouth, sucking it in about halfway and allowing her tongue lather it up within. I looked down at her as the shower blasted onto her hair and shoulders. When her bobbing head moved back, the water would hit my belly and pour down my body, keeping me warm and stimulated to the highest degree.
In the midst of this incredible and incestuous blowjob, I found myself at a crossroads. I was getting very close to cumming. I wanted to cum very, very badly. I also wanted it to last as long as possible. But above all, I wanted to be inside my aunt again. I wanted my cock to fill her pussy one more time, perhaps for the last time. A few minutes ago, it seemed like she'd been about to allow me this pleasure. But she was now really getting into sucking my cock. Was she hoping that I would just cum now, to get it out of my system, so we could finally end our little affair and move on with life?
Not quite.
Aunt Ellen took her mouth from my cock. She stood but still gripped the shaft lovingly. I smiled at her as she moved her jaw up and down, massaging her cheeks with her free hand. "I can't believe how big you are, Tommy. I'm sorry I couldn't do that better."
"Oh, Aunt Ellen, it was wonderful! You are amazing!"
She smiled and actually blushed a little. "Oh, please...I just haven't done that in a while. Jerry and I just aren't very...active these days."
"That is his loss!"
She shrugged, causing her breasts to jiggle nicely. "Guess so, but let's keep this about us for now, remember?" She let go of my shaft and it wobbled stiffly in the air. I don't think I had ever been more engorged than this, even when I was fucking my beautiful young cousin, Katy. But all further thought of Katy vanished right along with those of Jerry when my aunt made her next move. She turned her back to me, leaned over with her hands on the wall of the shower, just under the showerhead, then glanced back toward me with an eager grin.
"Come here."
I obeyed. I got right between her parted legs and guided my cock toward her ass. I bent me knees a little to angle my cock for easy entry to her swollen pussy, and as I did I felt the tips of my aunt's fingers on the head as she reached down between her legs to help guide me in. I let go of myself, placing my hands on her hips instead, and let her do the work as I touched the head of my penis to the lips of her pussy. Even that first light touch, without me even poking the head into her, caused a shiver to run right up and down my aunt's spine.
This was going to be good.
I gave a little push, a little thrust, and oh so fucking slowly I inched my dick deeper and deeper into the vagina of my own mother's sister. I was really inside her now, pushing myself hungrily right up to the hilt. The front of my hips slapped against the cheeks of her ass. I pulled back, then thrust again, causing another slap, and another. This whole time the water continued to beat down on us—how long would it stay hot—and a bunch of water would pool up on her angled back as I slapped up against her, only to splash down again at our feet when I pulled back. I maintained this rhythm for a while, but managed to thrust into her increasingly harder with each passing minute, curling my toes and clutching tightly on her hips to maintain control of my pending orgasm. For her part, Aunt Ellen dropped her head down, squeezed her eyes shut and braced herself for some serious pounding, grunting "ungh-ungh-ungh" in time to the slap of my skin against her ass.
To see—and feel—what would happen I straightened my knees a little, causing the angle of my penis to shift measurably within her vagina. This actually succeeded in sinking my cock another half-inch or so further than it had been, and this last remaining length of cock was all it took to launch this sexy older woman through the stratosphere. Her little "ungh-ungh-ungh" sounds, barely audible over the sound of the water, immediately turned into repeated little mini-screams, and with each thrust the orgasm that unleashed itself within this woman's body seemed to increase on an exponential level. It was so passionate, so deeply moving, that it seemed to cross over to my own body, and suddenly I felt my balls begin to contract.
"Aunt Ellen!" I warned loudly.
"NO!" she screamed. "Do NOT stop, Tommy!"
I pounded away but I had about ten seconds left, if that, and she had been so worried about getting pregnant the first time we fucked, so I grunted, "But I'm gonna...I'm gonna—"
"It's okay!" she shouted back. "Just cum inside me, baby! I can't give you up yet! You can cum in me but DON'T STOP FUCKING ME!"
That lustful exclamation was the first time I had EVER heard my aunt use a bad word, and this succeeded in giving me that final push over the edge. Only too happy to obey my aunt, I did NOT stop fucking her, and I fucked her HARD, even as my swollen balls began coughing up their potent contents. My powerful orgasm seemed to time itself so that each blast of thick semen ejaculated from my cock only during my deepest points of penetration: I would pull back, slam it in, then feel a jet of sperm leave my cock...pull back, slam it in, squirt...pull back, slam it in, squirt.
For her part, my aunt just kept screaming, completely engulfed in her most powerful orgasm of the day: "Deeper! Harder! My God, I can feel you in my guts! Tommy, give me your cum if you want but just please DO NOT STOP FUCKING ME!"
As the last of my sperm squirted deep into my aunt's unprotected womb, the post-orgasmic hypersensitivity of my penis caused my body to jerk involuntarily so that I could no longer maintain my deep and penetrating rhythm anymore. But Aunt Ellen was also, finally, beginning to come down from her earth-shattering orgasm, and she allowed me at last to slow my thrusting and lean over against her. Eventually, I stopped my last thrust so that I was still deep inside her, and I reached around and clutched her body tightly against mine. We both breathed heavily, feeling each other's rapid heart beats, basking in the moment.
At some point we realized that the water was finally beginning to cool. We must've been in the shower for well over an hour from start to finish, and our fingers and toes were completely pruned. When my softening penis finally slipped out of her vagina—both of us let out a disappointed groan—I reached over and turned the water off. Aunt Ellen turned her body within our embrace so that we faced each other, and for another several minutes we held tightly, dripping and kissing and calming down.
No words were exchanged between us as we stepped out of the shower and gently dried each other off with a couple of thick cotton towels. While looking down at her fluffy but neatly trimmed pussy, I noticed some of my semen beginning to dribble down the inside of my aunt's thigh. She followed my gaze and seemed only then to remember that I had once again injected a huge amount of sperm into her body, with nothing but odds to protect her from impregnation. She used a corner of her towel to mop up the dribbling fluid then crossed over to the toilet again. I continued to dry off as I watched my naked aunt sit and urinate as she had before. And like before she didn't have any problem whatsoever with her nephew watching her. I was standing much nearer her to her now, and I could even see the stream leave her pussy and splash into the bowl.
That strangely wonderful sensation of just complete and utter openness engulfed me again.
Openness...no, not complete openness, I guess. I had deceived my aunt. She had believed my deflection of the truth, and she was sure it was only Jack who was having sex with Katy. And there was the fact that if I could, somehow, start a relationship with Katy, my aunt would actually support it! Something would have to be done about this....
But not at this moment. My aunt had finished going to the bathroom, her second attempt to purge what semen she could from her body. She wiped herself and flushed the toilet, then moved close to me, whispering, "I feel like I can do anything with you, Tommy...anything."
"I hope so," I replied. "I definitely want to do more things with you."
She looked down, away from me, and said, "I wish we could, sweetie. You are so wonderful. Perhaps we can find a way...no...I don't know...but we're going to have to face reality eventually." She looked up at me at last. "You know that, don't you?"
I let out a long sigh. Then nodded.
We lapsed into silence again while we cleaned up the bathroom. From all the fucking and running around this little room, there was water everywhere, and I used the towels to mop up what I could. Aunt Ellen cleaned our bodily fluids off the counter and took all the used towels and dropped them into the hamper in the laundry room through one of the bathroom doors. I scooped up my clothes and she her torn dress (and loose buttons), and we both walked naked down the hallway to her bedroom. I got dressed back in my shorts and shirt then sat down on the bed while my beautiful aunt picked out a new outfit: another dress, a sun dress of a soft pastel cotton color. To my disappointment she put on a bra and underwear before slipping into the dress, letting me zip her up on the side. She then grabbed her torn red dress and tucked it deep in her closet under some shoe boxes, where it would remain hidden until she had a chance to pull it out again at some future point to sew back together.
During this quiet period of returning to a more normal existence with my aunt, I had a chance to contemplate the Jack-Katy situation a little further. It occurred to me that something would have to be done to fix the situation. I didn't know what my aunt's intentions were, but I knew it would completely disrupt the family if she was to directly confront her children about their sexual union. Even before I had fucked my cousin and my aunt, I truly loved coming here to visit, and I didn't want to see that opportunity disappear. And now that I HAD fucked my cousin and aunt, I most definitely wanted to maintain the status quo if only to possibly continue my sexual adventures.
So, bold action would have to be taken. I would have to come up with something very, very clever. I could no longer act like the kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar. To continue this food theme, just how was I going to be able to have my cake and eat it too?
That's when the obvious question struck me. The question that had to be asked. Because the answer could very well indicate the next course of direction I'd have to take.
As calmly and objectively as possible, I asked, "Aunt Ellen, what if those boxers had been mine?"
She had been brushing her damp hair in the mirror over the dresser. She paused and glanced at me in the reflection. "I don't know," she said.
An odd answer. I pressed on, "What do you mean?"
She turned to face me and leaned against the dresser. "Well, Tom, when I say you are a gentleman and a very sweet boy, I really do mean it. And Katy is such a brat. I was also honest when I said earlier that I wish she could find a boyfriend like you, someone who might rub off on her and help her become more responsible, more considerate."
She seemed to be processing what she was about to say next, so I didn't say a word.
"The truth is," she said hesitantly, "the truth is that I found myself sort of secretly hoping that you and Katy might someday...well, fall in love."
I was stunned. I stared at my aunt, and she saw my reaction.
Continuing quickly she said, "I know that sounds incredible, and believe me, up until recently it was only a vague, completely crazy wish of mine. I think it was more about the fact that I want Katy to settle down and marry a good man someday, and because I admire you so much, Tom, I kept seeing you as a model of that perfect man."
I blushed. I was far, far from perfect, as you, my good friend, already know.
Aunt Ellen stepped over and sat down next to me. She leaned over and kissed my cheek. "This is very strange for you to hear, I know. I'm sorry, Tom."
"No, no," I said with a nervous smile. "It's...okay." In truth, I didn't quite know what to think yet.
She said, "I don't think I originally pictured you ACTUALLY being that perfect mate for Katy. Like I said, you were just the model, the example. But the more I began to think about it...the more I became comfortable with the fact that two cousins could potentially fall in love and be together. I actually did a bit of research and learned that it's perfectly legal in this country and that it's actually more common than you'd think."
"So," I said, "when you found the boxers, and you thought they were mine...."
She nodded, "I thought that perhaps my wish had come true. And ever since I began suspecting of Jack and Katy to be involved, I began hoping more and more that it WAS true, because while our family—and society—could come to terms with cousins being together, it could never ever deal with two direct siblings."
"But when you found the boxers, and you suspected me—or hoped it was me—why did you allow...US to happen?"
Aunt Ellen nodded and gave me a confessing smile. "I guess it makes it even more wrong. It's bad enough that I have betrayed my husband Jerry, but in a way I realized I was betraying you with Katy as well...if you had actually been with her, that is."
I processed this for a few minutes. This was seriously heavy stuff. I could see the cloud of guilt and doubt beginning to hover over my aunt's head again, and I realized I needed to set her conscience at ease somehow. I said, "You have nothing to feel sorry about, Aunt Ellen. We are both adults, and we truly care for each other, no matter what happened. There should be no pain between us."
We took each other's hand and kissed lightly. She said, "You see, Tommy, that's what I'm talking about. No matter how bad we've been, you want to put people at ease. I guess that's what drew me to you...what allowed me to...give myself to you."
"I don't understand," I said.
She smiled again. "It's hard for me to understand, too, but I'll try to explain. You see, the more I worried about Katy, the more I hoped she'd find a great guy like you. And the more I thought about that, the more I began to secretly hope that you and Katy would fall in love."
"But why did you ask me this morning about whether I still liked Katy's friend?"
"I don't know...just nervous around you, I guess. Because that is the third part of this equation, Tom." She paused and scooted even closer to me, looking me square in the eyes. "My secret hope that you would become an intimate part of Katy's life became a strange obsession into you personally...and I began to fantasize about you being with...me."
This was incredible. I said, "How long?"
"I think it sparked two or three years ago, as I watched you develop into such an attractive young man. But I allowed it to consume my waking thoughts only this summer."
"But then...I have to ask again, Aunt Ellen...what if I had said yes, those were my boxers?"
She was quiet a moment, then said plainly, "I would have accepted it. I would have...encouraged it." My eyes went wide. She explained further, "I don't know how comfortable I'd be that the two of you were having actual intercourse...or I would have at least hoped you two would have practiced safer sex than...than you and I, but I would have accepted it."
"But Katy and Jack...."
She nodded and looked down at her lap. "I don't know, Tom. I don't know what I'm going to do about that." She looked at me, hopeful. "It has to stop, that I know."
"But you don't know if they're actually lovers," I said. I wanted to gauge her conviction on this.
She said, "Well, not so much as having seen them in the act, no...."
"And when they're around each other and us, they've never shown even the slightest indication that they're intimate on that level." My statement to this effect was true. Jack and Katy had never so much as hinted, whether accidentally or on purpose, that they had sex together. It was one reason why I'd been so shocked when I saw Jack enter Katy's bedroom with my own eyes, watched him proceed to climb into her bed and fuck her.
Aunt Ellen could only agree with my statement. "You're right, Tom, but even if they're foolish enough to commit incest, they're certainly bright enough to know they'd have to keep it the most strictest of secrets, betraying nothing to anyone."
This is when the kernel of a new scheme formed in my brain.
I said, "Well, maybe this is actually more one-sided than you think?"
She blinked at me. "I don't understand."
Yes, I was developing a very good scheme indeed. There as no better way to test it than to roll right into it. I said, "What if Jack is stalking Katy?"
My aunt recoiled at this, leaning back from me. "What do you mean, 'stalking?'"
"Well, not actually stalking, but...spying, lusting...obsessing over her."
"You mean sneaking around, taking peeks at her?"
"Exactly. Like a voyeur. We all know how soundly Katy's sleeps when she's finally out. What if Jack is taking advantage of this, sneaking into her room, looking at her...perhaps even...touching her?" She stared at me. I pushed further: "Boys can be very strange, you know, very perverted. Maybe he touched her last night, or at least himself, and left his boxers there as some strangely perverted signal, a kinky little gift...."
Aunt Ellen stood and began pacing, clearly disturbed by this. She definitely had different levels of tolerance. It was as if she could chalk up Jack and Katy being lovers to just some childish rush of hormones that needed to be tamed. But the idea of Jack being a sick voyeur secretly peeking at and touching his own sister was something completely hideous to her.
As I said, my good friend, I was far, far from perfect. And I was now ready to launch a scheme that could produce some very wonderful—and sexual—results. It was so genius, in fact, that I had to be very, very careful not to break into a very sinister grin.
With a suddenly renewed strength in self-control and determination, I said plainly to my aunt: "What if I could guarantee that Jack would never spy on Katy again, without causing the slightest scandal in this family?"
Aunt Ellen stopped pacing and turned to me. "How?"
It's possible that at this point the very slightest of grins formed in one corner of my mouth.
"You'll just have to trust me..."
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"Ricky, is your penis...hard?"
These words were the first Janice Davidge had clearly heard when she'd climbed the stairs to see what her kids were up to. She had instantly frozen with one leg raised for the top step, for something of this explicitly graphic nature was most certainly not what she'd been expecting. Just a few minutes before, she had pulled into the garage, thrilled to see that her son's car was there, meaning he was back home.
"Well..." She had heard her son reply, his voice containing a nervous, trembling tone. Then, to Janice's further shock and confusion, she'd heard her daughter say, "Oh, Ricky, don't stop your massage!"
Upon entering the house through the inner garage door, Janice had checked near the front door and confirmed that her daughter, Kristin, was home too: her shoes and backpack were there on the floor. And then she'd heard the muffled voices from upstairs and assumed they were both up there, catching up after Richard's long absence at college. With a warmth of pure affection in her heart, she had kicked off her own shoes and had begun padding up the stairs to surprise them when the uninhibited dialogue had frozen her in her tracks.
Shortly after hearing those first shocking words from Kristin, Janice had heard Richard begin to explain to his sister, "A man's thing...his penis...becomes hard when blood begins to flow into—"
Then Kristin had actually giggled: "Silly goose! I don't mean how does it physically get hard—I learned that already. What I mean is, why? Why is it getting hard now?"
"Well, Kristin, the fact of the matter is, I'm a boy, and you're a girl."
"Duh!"
"Shh, let me try to explain. Even though what we're doing right now is to help relieve you of your growing pains, normally when a boy touches a girl's breasts it is considered much more intimate than when a boy touches, say, the girl's shoulders."
And then Janice had heard Kristin ask, "So because massaging my boobs is more intimate than my shoulders, you're getting hard? Like this is...sex?"
Rick: "Well, not exactly sex...but sexual. If you were just a regular girl, and I was a regular guy, it would be a sexual thing for me to feel your breasts. I love you, Kristin, and you are my sister, yes, but I guess my body...my penis...doesn't always know the difference. I'm sorry."
Somehow finding strength in her legs again, Janice had managed to top the stairs and work her way down the hallway to just outside Kristin's door, for that was where this bizarre conversation had been taking place. At this point, her heart pounding rapidly, Janice still hadn't been able bring herself to peek into the room. So she had listened.
Kristin: "Ricky, I'm being affected too, you know."
Richard: "How so?"
Kristin: "Well, you may have noticed but...my nipples are hard."
A pause, then Richard again: "I noticed."
"But there's more," Kristin had continued. "You see, when my nipples get hard, my...well, I get sort of wet...down there."
At this point, Janice had known she'd have to make a decision, because while this conversation may have started out innocently enough—and judging by Kristin's tone, Janice believed this to be the case—it was now heading to a distinctly sexual place that would see these two siblings, her own 18-year-old daughter and 20-year-old son, crossing a line that could never be recovered.
But the fact of the matter was that Janice had been fascinated. In listening to the conversation, she could clearly tell that Richard, the older of the two and the one who should have been more responsible, was in no way provoking or encouraging Kristin to go any further. If anything it was Kristin who wanted more. Poor innocent Kristin was obviously curious and shy about sexual things, but she was clearly quite comfortable with her brother. It didn't seem to occur to either child that what they were doing could be considered incest.
So Janice had let it continue.
Kristin: "What should I do?"
Richard: "Just...just place your hand all the way around it. Get a good grip. That should do it."
"Ricky, how do I massage your penis?"
"Like this."
"Is this good, Ricky? Am I massaging you okay just like this?"
"Yes!" he had blurted in a grunt. "This is just fine, baby."
At this point, an overwhelming desire to see what was going on had overcome Janice. She finally risked a peek around the doorframe, and there before her had been the most erotic of sights: her daughter, topless, sitting on the bed with one of her tiny hands wrapped timidly around her own brother's penis.
Richard's penis! It was huge! And absolutely perfect. Unbelievably erect. Janice had forgotten for a moment that she had been staring at her own son's cock. Automatically her mouth had started watering, and her vagina had actually clenched in a slight contraction of anticipation. Anticipation? Christ, Janice had thought, did I just get horny for my own son?
Blinking and shaking her head to stay focused, Janice had kept her head around the door, and she had watched the rest of the scene openly, for it was clear the kids were quite distracted by their own actions. After several more moments, Janice had managed to pull her gaze off of her son's cock to study his face. She had realized she had begun anticipating his orgasm—actually wanting his orgasm—hoping to see it erupt soon. What was getting into her?
At this point Richard had been saying, "Listen, Kristin, this is important." He was panting now. "The massage you're giving me is going to cause my penis to ejaculate. Do you know what that means?"
Continuing her steady stroking motion, Kristin had said, "Ejaculate? Is that when a man's sperm comes out?"
"Yes! Yes! Exactly."
"You mean I'm going to cause your sperm to come out?"
"Only if that's okay with you, Kristin. But you need to decide now. Very quickly. Now!"
"Is it going to make you feel better?"
"Yes! But...it will make a mess!"
"Will lots of sperm come out?"
"Yes, Kristin, yes!" His hips started to rise up. His buttocks tensed, his toes began to curl. "Please!" he screamed, "Kristin, please decide whether you're okay with this!"
Janice had been amazed. Throughout this entire episode, Richard had actually kept to his senses and was still looking after Kristin's well-being. Even though the poor boy had probably been ready to cum several minutes ago, he was fighting to hold himself off until he was absolutely sure his younger sister would be okay with this.
Janice had watched her daughter glance left and right. Clearly she had been considering what to do. Finally, understandably, poor Richard had grown impatient: "Kristin! Please! Either stop stroking me or go FASTER!"
But Kristin had made her decision: "It's okay, Ricky. You can let it happen now. It's okay, Ricky!" Janice could see that her daughter had started stroking her Richard's cock faster.
"Oh Jesus yes thank you!" Rick had bellowed.
Janice had watched with open amazement as Kristin angled Richard's penis straight up in her quickened stroking pace, and then the first eruption of his sperm had shot out. There followed what must have been six or seven more very powerful spurts that simply thunderstruck Kristin as the white semen flung and splattered all over the place. It had taken a good thirty seconds for the autonomic convulsing of Richard's spurting penis to settle down. Janice couldn't believe her eyes. And to her even greater surprise, she felt a fresh flush of moisture in her pussy.
Staring at the aftermath, Kristin had simply said, "Wow." Janice, trying to bring herself back into some sort of focus, had studied Kristin carefully at this point, concerned that the girl would fully realize what she'd just done for her own brother. Incredibly, Kristin had smiled and said, "Feel better?"
And Richard had smiled back. "Oh, yes. Thank you."
Kristin: "Gonna have to clean you up now, Ricky."
Richard: "Sure thing."
This was now the moment, when it would become known just who had witnessed this entire episode. Janice, licking her lips and trying to figure out how to handle this on the fly, noticed the extra towel on the floor near her. At the moment Richard turned to see her standing there, Janice held out the towel. "Looking for this?"
Everyone froze in stunned silence for several seconds. So many levels of emotions permeating from everyone's expressions that Janice realized it would be up to her to control whether this would become a horrifying nightmare for all, or something that could be dealt with rationally.
So she immediately stepped forward and said, "Richard, be quiet and lie back," when she'd seen him finally sit up in the bed and open his mouth to speak. "You just stay there," she commanded. And to Kristin, "You come with me."
Meek as a mouse, Kristin pulled her semen-covered hands from her brother's softening penis, which dropped over to one of his thighs with a little wet slap. Slowly, Kristin stood up and reached for the towel Janice was presenting her.
"Let's step into my room," Janice instructed her daughter. Kristin lowered her head and moved for the door while wiping sticky sperm from her hands and forearms. Richard had made a noise of protest but Janice cut him off once more: "No, son, just stay there until I come for you. Stay there." In defeated obedience, Richard did just that, reclining back on the bed, closing his eyes in shame.
Just before heading out of the bedroom with her daughter, Janice stepped forward and bent to scoop up Kristin's now-frequently discarded shirt. In doing so, Janice's head came almost level to her son's midsection as he lay on the bed, the other towel still spread out beneath him. She could actually smell his semen now, its pungent fragrance, and she couldn't help but once again secretly admire at how much seminal fluid he'd produced—it pooled and dripped around his groin and thighs.
Swallowing, Janice turned away from Richard without another look at his eyes, fearing he'd detect the sudden hunger she had for a taste of that fluid—Jesus, what was wrong with her? Never before had she even remotely lusted for her own son, but after witnessing such an open, almost peaceful example of how two blood-related family members could please each other sexually, it was as if something had suddenly been triggered within her, right down to her quivering core. Yet somehow she managed to regain her authoritative composure by the time she joined her topless daughter in her own bedroom. She looked at Kristin, who had sat upon the corner of her mother's bed, her hands folded in her lap, her full breasts heaving with a sigh.
"Put this on, please," Janice said, handing Kristin the shirt. She waited while the girl put it on. She wasn't surprised to see that Kristin had a hard time getting the buttons clasped. Just as Janice's had when she'd gone through puberty, Kristin's breasts were simply growing too fast for her wardrobe to keep up with.
Janice decided to sit next to her daughter. She placed a hand on her shoulder and asked plainly, "Do you realize what you have just done?"
Kristin turned and looked at her, here big blue eyes open wide with pleading. "Oh, Mom, listen, please! It was all my fault. I caused it all. But you have to understand—I know how it looked, what we did—but it wasn't really what you think. I mean—I mean, oh please, please don't be mad at Ricky!"
Janice waited for her daughter to get all this out in a rush. She was amazed that Kristin was willing to take all the blame and defend her brother. She listened to Kristin's explanation of how her breasts had been aching so much and how she had asked her brother to massage her, the way Janice had taught them, to relieve the pain therapeutically. Janice didn't recall ever teaching her children how to massage breasts, but she couldn't argue with the logic of the whole situation, objectively speaking.
Whatever the logic, how the hell had a breast-massage turned into a hand-job? Trying to remain calm, Janice asked, "Then how did you end up...pleasuring your brother?"
Again, Kristin desperately begged her mother to believe that she had wanted to do it, that Richard had actually been reluctant. Kristin had been happy to make her brother feel good. To Janice's amazement, her daughter did not feel the least bit uncomfortable, only concerned that her brother would get in trouble.
But things had to be made perfectly clear. She looked her daughter straight in the eye and said, "Kristin, you are telling me that you are totally an completely okay with the fact that you helped own brother achieve ejaculation."
Kristin nodded.
"And you were perfectly okay with him massaging your breasts?"
Kristin nodded again, then said, "It was very nice, Mom. Ricky is so wonderful, and all he wanted to do was help me. I'll admit, lately I've been much more curious about...sexual things, and it was very nice to have someone I can trust show me his penis."
Janice leaned back a little, studying her daughter's face. Janice had always tried to raise her children in a loving, honest and very open environment. Clearly her daughter had taken this directly to heart so that there was literally now no subject that was taboo, including incest.
After a moment, Janice asked, "You're very curious about sex?"
"Yes."
Janice sighed. "Well, I suppose it was inevitable. I mean, you're eighteen now, and most girls your age these days are already quite sexually active."
"I know, Mom. I've been very good. I've stayed out of trouble."
"Until now!"
Kristin actually blushed at this, looking down. "Yes, until now." Then she looked back up. "I'm sorry, Mom. It's just that this sex thing has been really consuming me lately, although I'd suppressed it pretty well, until now, as you say. But this afternoon with Richard I suddenly realized that I could explore and learn more...with someone I love."
Janice studied her daughter's face again, but there was nothing but total sincerity in her eyes. She asked, "Were you planning on having more of these...sessions with your brother?"
"I hadn't thought that quite far ahead, but now that you mention it...yes. That would be very nice."
"You mean you would want him to teach you more about sex?"
Kristin nodded. "Yes."
Janice thought for a moment. Again, trying to think of this purely objectively, what better way for her daughter to learn more about the "birds and bees" than from a close family member would be utterly and completely trusted? She made a decision.
"Wait here," she said. "Don't move a muscle." Leaving Kristin waiting on the bed, Kristin left the room to go find Richard.
She found him exactly as she'd left him, still lying back on Kristin's bed. The only noticeable change was that he had taken one end of the towel under him and had wiped the semen off his body. That end of the towel now hung down again, moist with his sperm. He had taken the other end of the towel and had covered his penis and one hip. Otherwise he was still quite naked, and Janice couldn't help but note that even while flaccid his penis made quite a bulge in the towel.
Richard made to sit up when she entered, but she held a hand up and he settled back down. She sat on the bed beside him, at his midsection. She could feel the side of her hip touching his, the naked one.
She looked him directly in the eye. "Richard, be absolutely honest with me: did you seduce your little sister?"
He swallowed but matched her eye contact. "Mom, I swear, I didn't set out for this to happen. I know I should've known better, but—"
"That's not what I asked, Richard. I asked, did you seduce her?"
"No, Mom, I swear."
"And are you okay with what you and she did just now?"
He glanced away, thinking, then looked back at her. "I...I'm okay with it. I thought it was wonderful. But only if Kristin is okay with it. I don't want to hurt her, Mom."
Janice studied her son's face closely. She knew him well, and she could see the sincerity in his eyes, just like his sister. He truly meant no harm. It was clear the siblings adored each other. She told him, "You know you have aroused a strong curiosity in her now?"
"Really?"
"Yes. She wants to learn more about sex now."
"Oh...I see."
"With you."
At this Richard sat up on his elbows in surprise. The movement made the end of the towel slip from his hip, exposing his penis. Trying to maintain the seriousness of the moment, Janice refrained from looking down at it, even though she could see the fleshy monster in the corner of her vision.
She said, "Listen to me, Richard. Listen very carefully. I am trying to recover the from the shock of seeing my son and daughter fondling each other in a sexual way, but I am going to try and come to grips with this and help you two deal with it. If I yell at you or try to punish you, or keep you two apart, I know I'll not only risk alienating both of you from my life. You'll also certainly find ways to be together when I'm not around."
"Mom, Kristin and I would never hurt you, you know that."
Janice smiled, again seeing the true devotion and respect in her son's face. "I believe you, Richard. That's why I'm going to suggest an arrangement." She turned slightly, allowing herself to glance, finally, down at her son's penis. It was very nice, even in its calm state. She called out, "Kristin, dear, come in here, please."
Kristin entered and both mother and son looked at her. She was wearing her shirt once more, the buttons straining in front of her chest.
Janice said, "Dear, come over here and sit down on the other side of Richard." Glancing back at Richard, and his crotch, she said, "Honey, why don't you cover that up again. We've all seen it now, but we'll try a bit of modesty while we have this serious conversation."
"Sure, Mom, sorry."
Janice waited until they were both on the bed. She glanced at Kristin, "I was just explaining to your brother that I am prepared to deal with the fact that you want to explore the nature of sex with him, but I must insist on a few ground rules." They waited, and Janice explained, "First, you are never, ever to discuss with anyone else on this planet what you have done...or are about to do. To the outside world, this is incest, plain and simple. Understand?"
They both nodded.
"Good. Second, you are never to do this again without my direct permission and supervision. Whenever you are planning to practice something sexual, I want to always know first, period. Got it?"
They nodded again. Janice's heart began racing, realizing what she'd just authorized, realizing where this would lead for her son and daughter.
"Well I guess," Janice said after a beat, "the next move is up to you, Kristin." She turned to her daughter. "You've seen a man's penis now; you know what it looks like soft, erect, and when ejaculating. What else would you like to know?"
Kristin blinked a few times, a bit amazed. She probably hadn't expected us to jump right into it, Janice thought. But for reasons that were becoming more and more personal, more selfish even, Janice wanted to take advantage of the situation.
Her daughter didn't let her down. She said, a bit quietly, "I...well, I sort of...want to know what it...feels like."
"What what feels like?" Janice inquired.
"You know...it."
Richard knew what she was getting at, because his penis actually gave a slight twitch under the towel.
Janice said, "Honey, if we're going to explore the nature of sex, we had better get used to saying the terms directly, or at least the slang. Are you talking about intercourse?"
Kristin nodded.
"Good. Then call it like it is. You want to have intercourse, or sex. It's okay."
Kristin smiled at her brother, then looked at her mother. "I want to have sex, Mom."
Janice turned to Richard. "What about you?"
He was grinning from ear to ear, and the towel had tented. His answer was obvious.



Janice looked down at it, then removed the towel, exposing his nearly-erect penis. It was beautiful to Janice, and her instinct was to reach out and caress it. She managed a little control and maintained her almost clinical tone: "Good, Richard, you'll be ready again soon. But we need to make sure the two of you are fully prepared for this. Since Kristin is a virgin, it will not be easy for her the first time." She turned to Kristin, "Are you lubricated?"
Kristin said, "I was pretty wet when Richard was massaging me."
"Well, that was a little while ago. I don't want you to get hurt. You need to be as lubricated as possible, with your labia and vagina as engorged as possible for insertion." She paused, then said. "Strip naked and lie down with your brother."
Kristin stood and for what seemed like the twentieth time that day began removing her shirt. Janice envied her. Her own massive breasts were beginning to ache at the eroticism of the moment; her nipples seemed ready to pierce through her own constraining bra and shirt.
As her daughter stripped, the shirt now gone and the socks coming off, Janice watched her son. He was mesmerized by Kristin, which was understandable as he was about to see her completely naked for the first time. In the next minute, both son and daughter were fully nude, and as Kristin went to lie beside Richard, Janice was happy to see that her daughter's bush was neatly trimmed, only a small dark thatch above the visible lips of her vagina. She explained to the kids that this lack of hair would help ease the penetration.
"But first," she instructed, "you two should fondle and kiss. Feel free to explore each other. Do not underestimate the importance of foreplay."
Her kids didn't need to be told twice. They were suddenly all over each other, kissing deeply and desperately. Janice could tell right away that Richard was the more experienced kisser, and Kristin was clearly happy to let him take the lead. He massaged not only her breasts now but also her sides and buttocks and back. She pressed into him and rubbed her body instinctively back and forth against his erection. Janice had to stand and move away to let the two go at it for a while. There was no hurry; she would let them get this out of their system.
After a few more minutes, as if by some mental telepathy, the kids stopped what they were doing and both turned toward their mother, who was standing there, watching and admiring. Richard said rather breathlessly, "Mom...are you sure...are you sure you're okay with this?"
Janice smiled, stepped forward, and rested her hand on her son's forehead. "I am, Richard." She let her fingers slide casually down the side of his face, and in the heat of the moment he instinctively kissed her fingers, sending a jolt of electricity through Janice's extremities and into her very core. She felt her pussy contract for not the first time that afternoon. But right now this was about them, her kids. She pulled her hand back and said, in a somewhat unsteady voice, that if they were ready they should position themselves in the classic missionary position. They complied. In bringing his face level with hers, Richard's hard penis was now resting down between Kristin's thighs, which were closed. They both looked up at her, waiting for permission—or instruction—for the next move.
Kneeling down next to them, Janice said, "Kristin, honey, you need to open your legs."
"Like this, Mom?"
"Yes, and raise your knees a little. Yes, like that, good."
Following her mother's advice as well as her own carnal instincts, Kristin allowed her knees to come up and drift apart, granting Richard unobstructed access to her womanhood. Richard, who'd had sex with a few girls and knew what to do, was already up on his elbows, ready to bring his body up along Kristin's so that his penis could go in.
"Mom," Kristin said, "am I ready now? Am I wet enough?"
"Well," Janice began, then trailed off, not sure how to answer. It was quite likely that her daughter was lubricated enough, but she was clearly nervous. It was up to her mother to reassure her. So she did the only logical thing, she reached a hand between them, brushing along a thigh and stomach, until her knuckles brushed right up against Kristin's opening.
"Ohh!" Kristin cried. Richard was looking down, watching this. His eyes were wide, his face flush. He was absolutely ready himself.
Janice turned her hand and allowed her fingertips to trace up and down along her daughter's labia. She then pulled back slightly, rubbed her fingers together and nodded, "Oh yes, baby, you're quite ready now."
Kristin smiled, but it was a nervous smile. She cocked her head up and looked at the enormous penis now poised just in front of her pussy. "I'm a little scared, Mom."
Richard added, "I don't want to hurt her, Mom."
Janice said, "We'll take it slow, don't worry. Kristin, you'll be tight in there for sure, but with all of the sports activities you've done throughout high school, I would be surprised if your hymen was intact. You'll feel discomfort at first, probably not much pain. But your brother's penis, he'll be happy to know, is much larger than average, so it'll take a little getting used to."
Richard grinned proudly. His poised cock gave a twitch, causing a small glob of pre-cum to drip down.
Kristin whimpered a little, "Help me, Mom. I want this to be perfect."
Janice thought about this for a moment, only a moment. She knew what she wanted to do, and now she had a perfect way to do it. She said, "I will guide you, my children." With that, she turned her hand away from her daughter's vagina and moved it toward her son's penis. At last she was able to do what she wanted: she gently wrapped her fingers around his shaft.
"Oh, Mom!" he exclaimed at the sudden feeling.
"Shh," Janice whispered. "It's okay, dear. It's okay."
For a moment, she allowed herself a selfish gesture. She stroked her son a couple of times, allowing her fingers to explore the swollen purple head, the long thick shaft, the course pubic hair at the base, then back up again. She was suddenly very jealous of what her daughter was about to experience.
"Are you ready?" she asked, hoarsely.
The two kids gasped and nodded. Kristin leaned back and closed her eyes, waiting for the inevitable. Richard looked down, clearly enjoying his mother's hand on his cock, which was about to go inside his sister.
"Here we go," Janice whispered.
Using her free hand to gently nudge her son's firm ass, she guided him forward. He complied and she gently guided the head of his penis up against Kristin's opening. Both kids—and even Mom—let out a gasp at this. Pre-cum had been leaking profusely from Richard's tip, and plenty of moisture was all over Kristin's loins now, so it was with quite little effort that the head slid right in.
Everyone let a soothing breath out, and under Janice's guidance everyone paused, just getting used to the feeling. Janice herself was quite shocked at the fact that in one hand she could feel both her son's cock and her daughter's pussy joined in sexual union. Her hand was wet with their fluids. She slide her hand down, using these fluids to lubricate the rest of Richard's cock. Though it wasn't necessary, she went all the way down to his heavy balls, giving them a loving squeeze.
"Oh jeez, Mom, nice!" Richard blurted.
Kristin opened her eyes and moved her head to see what was going on. She saw her mother still working her brother's cock and balls with her hand, which made her giggle. "That's so cool, Mom!"
They all let out a tension-relieving laugh, but then it was time to go further. Janice said, "Let's make this happen now. Ready to go deeper, kids?" They both said yes, and with another push against Richard's ass, which Janice was now openhandedly caressing, she guided him further, deeper.
For several minutes, they worked their way deeper and deeper together. Now and then Kristin, through gritted teeth, begged them to pause, to hold it, to let her get used to him. "So big," she kept saying. "So big!"
Another few minutes, more gentle nudging, more careful thrusting, and finally, while she had been holding and caressing the base of his shaft, Janice felt that same hand come into contact with her daughter's vagina again. This was it, he was fully in, and it was time to let them achieve total insertion. She slowly pulled her hand back; when she looked down at it, it was slick with bodily fluids.
"There," Richard grunted, "I think I'm fully in you, Kristin. I'm fully inside you now, baby."
"Oh, my Richard! Yes! Yes, you are! God, I can feel you in my guts now! You're so big, so deep!"
Janice sat back on her haunches and watched her kids begin to thrust back and forth against each other quite independently now. "This is it," she told them. "You are now having intercourse, having sex. You are now...making love."
Tears were in Kristin's eyes now, tears of joy. Rocking back and forth underneath her brother, "Yes, Mom...thank you, Mom! This is what I wanted! Thank you—oh!"
Kristin shut up quickly and began grunting in time to her brother's thrusts, because now that he'd achieved full penetration, now that she was somewhat used to his girth and length, his own animal instincts were kicking in, and the boy was picking up a steady pumping motion.
In, out...in, out...in, out....
Although this was a special and magical moment for Kristin, Janice realized this must be the coming true of an outright fantasy for Richard. Everyone knew that a typical guy's Number One desire was to be with two women at once. Although Janice was still fully clothed and not actually engaging in intercourse with them, it was quite the erotic setup to have her reaching in with her hand, caressing his penis, and guiding it deeper into Kristin's pussy. Then there was the fact that they were all closely blood-related. Surely the boy would've cum by now at the sheer magnitude of this situation, but since he had just ejaculated not twenty minutes before, he was clearly able to hold out for a little longer.
Ejaculation? "Oh shit," Janice mumbled under her breath. She couldn't believe she hadn't thought of this before. Her children were having unprotected sex! Up until this moment Kristin had been a virgin; she was not on any form of birth control. There was every likelihood that Richard would impregnate her, his own sister. She knew she should remind Richard to be sure to pull out when he was ready to cum. But she hated to interrupt what was perhaps the most beautiful lovemaking she had ever witnessed, happening right before her. She didn't want to do anything to cut short this wonderful moment for the two of them.
"Oh, God, Richard," Kristin was panting. "It's so huge...so deep, but I think—yes, I think...I think I'm going to be able to climax!"
"Really?" Richard said, thrusting deeply into her. "Your gonna cum?"
"Yes, baby, I think I can. I actually think I'm going to...yes, harder—wait, no—yes, just like that. That speed, baby. You'll make me cum that way."
Janice leaned forward. "That's wonderful, dear. If you can achieve orgasm during your first lovemaking, you are truly special. Just let it flow through you."
"I am, Mom...I am...oh, it is so wonderful! So—so—so—oh...my...GOD!"
With one hard thrust, Richard was smart enough to know he should hold it and let his beautiful sister feel what was truly a deep-penetrating orgasm wrack through her very core. Janice could see her thighs vibrate, her chest heave, her face flush. This was a huge orgasm, and it lasted for several seconds. As it ebbed, and as Kristin's screams turned to sobs and then whimpers, Richard began to move back and forth again, thrusting deep, deep into his sister.
It wasn't long before his own pending orgasm began to well up inside him, and he had the good sense to turn to his mother, a desperate, questioning look on his face.
Easily reading his expression, Janice leaned forward and whispered in his ear, "It's okay, son. Inside her is okay." Being this close to his mother's face, Richard actually turned and gave her a gentle, sensuous kiss on the lips.
"Thank you," he whispered back.
He then turned back to his sister and proceed to giver a vigorous and guilt-free fucking. Janice had already decided that she'd arrange for her daughter to get the morning-after pill tomorrow, just in case. She'd then arrange for her Kristin to go on the pill, or the patch, because it was obvious these kids would want to repeat this act.
"Are you ready?" Richard asked. "Are you ready for me to cum, baby?"
"Yes!" Kristin screamed. She began shaking her head back and forth. "And be quick, baby! I'm going to cum again!"
With sweat shining on their bodies now, the two children, Janice's son and daughter, slammed their bodies together, each desperate to cum simultaneously with the other, quite a remarkable feat for two somewhat inexperienced lovers. Janice could only watch in wonder, and in lust. She had placed a hand on her son's ass again, wanting to feel his movement, their movement, together. With her other hand, she reached up and squeezed one of her daughter's large breasts. Now she was connected to them, as if closing a giant circuit of sexual electricity, experiencing their pleasure through their vibrations and body heat.
"I'm close," Richard grunted, thrusting hard into his sister. "Close!"
Repeating the words she had used the last time she had helped her brother cum, Kristin cried out, "It's okay, Ricky. You can let it happen now. It's okay, Ricky!" This was followed by a high-pitched scream of ecstasy, for she was now erupting into her second massive orgasm.
"Oh Jesus yes thank you!" Rick bellowed. "I'm cumming, sis! I'm cumming, Mom!"
At the very last second, as her children's climaxes converged, Janice slid her hand down from the meaty part of Richard's ass, between his legs, and connected with his scrotum just as she felt it contract, blasting what had to be huge amounts of hot sperm deep into Kristin's virgin womb. Contraction upon contraction wracked both kids' bodies, and as she continued to reach down between them Janice could actually feel their orgasms crescendo.
Amazingly, despite no direct stimulation for herself, Janice also experienced a subdued but definitely pleasurable climax. They had all cum together, mother, son and daughter.
It took a full three minutes for the three of them to come down from their orgasmic high. Richard collapsed on his sister, their naked bodies meshed in sweat and semen and saliva. His chest had pushed Janice's hand hard and flat against Kristin's breast. With her other hand she held firm to her son's balls and the base of his cock, helping to keep it deep inside his sister.
She had done it. She had shown her children now to make love and how wonderful the experience could be. But this was just the basics. She knew her children would be hungry for more, and they would be looking at their mother to teach them more.
After ten minutes of quiet rest, Janice quietly encouraged her son and daughter to go to her own master bathroom, to her oversized shower, and help each other clean up. Once she'd heard them step under the warm water together, giggling and kissing and caressing, Janice made another decision. If she was going to show them the more advanced ways of making love, she would have to show them...personally.
When she stood to go down the hallway to join them, her clothes were left in a neat little pile next to her son's and her daughter's.
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"What if I could guarantee that Jack would never spy on Katy again, without causing the slightest scandal in this family?"
"How?"
"You'll just have to trust me...."
That had been three days ago, between my aunt Ellen and me. Although the general plan itself was now well-formulated in my scheming mind, I had yet to find the right set of circumstances in which to hatch the thing. During this time, in a kind of unspoken agreement, Aunt Ellen had refrained from confronting her 20-year-old son, Jack, or her 18-year-old daughter, Katy, on the suspicion that the two of them were either fooling around incestuously or that Jack was spying on his sister in a very naughty and sexual way.
The truth, of course, was that the two siblings had been sleeping with each other for some time, which I knew for an absolute fact, having witnessed an actual session of their incest firsthand. But that wasn't the whole truth—at least, it wasn't anywhere near the whole truth as far as what my aunt knew. For there was also the wonderful fact that I, too, had fucked my horny little cousin Katy. Unfortunately, Katy, being unable to see my face, had believed it had been her own brother giving her a second dose of cock in the same night, so this incredible truth was known only to me.
Now add to the mix that I, perhaps the luckiest 18-year-old on Earth, have also been having sex with my aunt and perhaps, my good friend, you'll truly be impressed. Or perhaps merely confused. Well, it's your job to catch yourself up on this amazing story. My job was to work out the situation so that I might actually get another chance to fuck my cousin Katy with her not only knowing it was me, but WANTING it to be me!
Waiting for the right time for me to hatch my plan was really tough. For the last two nights I'd had no choice but to pretend to be asleep while my older cousin, Jack, had quietly slipped from the room we'd been sharing only to return 20 or 30 minutes later. He had been in Katy's bed, of course. I was becoming quite jealous, as well as extremely horny, knowing that this boy was blowing his load with the help of his own sister. In the most morbid of ways it had also been a huge turn-on to be privy to their sexual encounters. Knowing what the inside of my cousin's vagina felt like—not to mention what it was like to squeeze her gloriously enormous boobs—only fueled my naked lust.
As what I would consider a very nice consolation, I had been lucky enough to have sex with my aunt one more time in the last three days. Yesterday, there had been a few hours where we had once again had the house to ourselves, and Aunt Ellen had taken this opportunity to reassure me that she had been to the pharmacy to get the "morning after" pill. I learned that the dose was in fact two pills, taken some hours apart, to ensure that any conception that had possibly taken place during our union (I had cum inside her twice in the same day) was destroyed. When she had been explaining this to me, I believe she had been trying to add, "We should've been more careful." But in a huge Freudian slip, these were the actual words to come out: "We should be more careful."
This had gotten me staring at her closely. The shift in grammar implied there would be future encounters. Somewhat nervously, I called her on that. She could only blush and look down. So I immediately moved to her, embraced her, and began nuzzling her neck. In response, she had looped her arms around me and allowed our embrace to turn into good old-fashioned making out.
Making out had turned into frantic stripping and dropping to the middle of the living room floor. To my delight and surprise, my aunt had straddled me and lowered herself right down on me, lovingly caressing my balls and shaft as she'd slid my hard cock into her pussy.
Moving slowly up and down, she smiled down at me. "Yes, my dear Tommy, we really MUST be careful now. Please let me know if you're going to cum, okay honey?"
"Okay," I said, grinning back up at her.
In the suddenness of it all, and feeling this wonderfully taboo pussy clenching my cock, I had not lasted very long this time. We managed to prolong it a few minutes at least: I would give a grunted warning, Aunt Ellen would whip herself off of me, wait a few seconds while staring hopefully at my glistening cock, then climb back up slip my penis back inside her once I'd managed to stave off my orgasm. We accomplished this three or four times, just long enough for her to have a pretty nice orgasm for herself, before the final time when I shouted out, "This is it!"
Aunt Ellen had lifted her pussy off me the final time, then very generously stroked my wet cock furiously with both hands, shouting "that's my boy" as a fountain of thick white semen spewed out of my convulsing cock in several powerful bursts. When I'd finished cumming, we had fun cleaning my semen from where it had splattered on various parts of our body. Best of all, unlike the other times we had fucked, Aunt Ellen did not say this must be our last. I knew now that I could probably have my aunt sexually just about any time I wanted.
But right now I had to concentrate on another member of my family: my cousin Katy. I wanted her too, badly. As a horny and foolish young man, I thought less about actual love and more about pure lust as my mind raced to consider all the variables in my plan. If I didn't pull it off flawlessly, there would be repercussions that would alter the very fabric of this family. Applying my aunt's words of caution to this new situation, I had to be VERY careful.
I had decided that the best circumstance in which to approach Katy with the first phase of my plan required her to be away from the house or work, somewhere isolated so that if for some reason she totally freaked out, screaming and scratching, it would not be around many witnesses. The circumstances were now approaching as I sat musing in the passenger seat of Jack's truck. We were driving to a semi-secret section of the river called Hell's Mouth. I don't know why it was named that, because the locale was quite beautiful. It was a place where the river shifted in a natural elbow. At this juncture, the normally swift-flowing river slowed and pooled into an awesome swimming hole. On one side of the hole several massive rocks jutted out, making for a thrilling but not suicidal 15- or 20-foot diving point.
Jack and I were going to meet Katy and her 19-year-old friend, Shelly, who were already at Hell's Mouth, having come a couple of hours earlier in Shelly's car. Jack had managed to score some booze and snacks, which was probably why we'd been invited to what would've been just a couple of girls laying out.
It took about 30 minutes to drive out from the small town to a point off a county road where it required another 10 minutes or so of hiking to get to the secluded Hell's Mouth. Jack parked off the road and we got out to get the supplies. Almost immediately I heard him shout, "Holy fucking shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"I grabbed the wrong fucking box! Look!"
Following his pointing gesture I glanced at the average-sized cardboard box that Jack had just opened. Inside were about thirty DVD cases. No booze, no snacks.
Trying to look as surprised as possible I said, "What the hell, dude?"
Jack shrugged, shaking his head in disbelief. He worked at the video store in town, and in preparation for this day he had hidden his illegally-acquired booze (he was only 20) in a box that looked like several others. To keep it low-profile, especially from his boss, he had set it in the back office next to another box known to be filled with extra DVD cases. Jack had told me this when I was hanging out with him in the video store for the last 30 minutes of his shift. Just before he left, while he was helping a customer, I had quickly slipped into the back office and switched the two boxes around.
Containing my excitement that this dirty little trick had worked, I said, "Well, we have to go get the stuff."
Jack said, "Okay. Goddammit!." When we both started to climb back into his truck, Jack turned to me and said, "Tom, you should just go ahead and hike on down there. We don't both need to go, and the girls will wonder what the hell is taking us so long."
Paused for effect. "Okay."
I got out and watched him for a moment, driving back up the road, back to town. I could see him cursing and slapping the steering wheel. I would now have a good hour or so alone with the girls before being joined again by Jack. I smiled broadly and turned to proceed down the narrow trail to Hell's Mouth.
The girls were expecting us but since they didn't know exactly when we'd be showing up I decided to make my way down to the swimming hole as quietly as I could. Remember, at the end of this trail, either near or in the water, were going to be two sexy girls in their bikinis. Well, I knew at least that Katy would be wearing her skimpy new black bikini. Shelly was taller, skinnier and more flat-chested than Katy, but she had quite the sexy body, too, so I doubted she'd be wearing anything too modest.
I could not have been better rewarded for my pains against poor Jack. As I made my way through the trees I could see the girls. They were laying out on a little beach-like section at the edge of the swimming hole. They were on their backs on long brightly colored towels.
And they were topless.
With a freshly pounding heart and a quickly growing erection, I approached to within about 15 or 20 yards of them, worried that any closer would alert them to my presence. I kept myself covered behind a thick tree-trunk and some bushes. I went right into voyeur mode, staring and salivating at the sight before me.
My cousin Katy was of course the primary object of my lust, laying there with her soft dark hair spread out, the little strings of her bikini bottoms clinging to her rounded hips, and with her big beautiful perfect tits pointing right up at the blue sky above. I could just make out that her nipples were somewhat hard, perhaps stimulated by the gentle breeze wafting over the water. Her eyes were closed. She was relaxed.
I finally diverted my attention to Shelly, realizing that I was seeing her naked—well, half naked—for the first time. Her bikini bottoms were the color of gold, and as suspected they were no less skimpy than Katy's bottoms. Shelly's hips were more bony and less shapely than Katy's, but her legs seemed to go on forever. Her whole body was long, slender and model-perfect. Above the bottoms her stomach was flat as a table. I knew she had nice little breasts, just enough to push out a shirt slightly, but they looked quite flat when she laid back like this. To remind me they were there, I was pleasantly surprised to see that this natural blond also had very well-pronounced nipples. They too were poking up and saluting the breeze.
I watched them for several minutes, feeling my erection strain against my swim trunks.
I managed to duck just in time when Katy suddenly popped her head up to glance around. As I continued peering carefully through the bushes, I knew she hadn't seen or heard me; I think she was just becoming curious as to where Jack and I were. Because this part of the river was very quiet—there was virtually no wind blowing through the trees—I could just hear Katy's voice when she began talking with Shelly.
"We should probably turn over or cover up," she said. "The boys will be here any minute."
"And won't it give them a thrill," Shelly replied, grinning but keeping her eyes closed.
Katy smiled at her. "I'm sure Tom would enjoy seeing you like this."
Shelly said, "Girl, he wouldn't even notice my little tits if he saw yours first."
They both giggled, then flopped over. I was disappointed to lose sight of their naked breasts, but they both had nice little asses, too. Shelly's was kind of flat, but Katy's was exquisitely rounded. Christ, I wanted my cousin!
For a few more minutes they chatted about pretty much nothing, all the while glancing around from time to time, expecting to see Jack and me, ready to tie their bikini tops back on.
Shelly said, "I should go pee before they get here."
"Yeah, me too," Katy said.
They both sat up and I was very happy to see they didn't reach for their tops. Shelly was the first to stand. She looked around for a moment, obviously contemplating where to go to the bathroom, but with a shrug to no one in particular she turned and stepped a few paces into the water, about knee deep. She started reaching for her bottoms.
Katy exclaimed, "Shelly, what are you doing?"
"Going pee, silly." She pulled her golden-colored bottoms down and I was now presented with a perfectly shaved pussy. I was a bit of a distance away, but I swear I could just make out the lines of her little pink vulva.
I felt my hard cock give an eager twitch. Okay, I wanted Shelly now, too.
She squatted slightly, her bottoms down at her knees, then proceeded to let a solid stream of urine squirt from her pussy and into the water. Katy made a kind of "eeww" sound. Still pissing, Shelly replied, "Oh relax, honey, I'm peeing into a million gallons of water, and the river's moving. My pee will be gone by the time we go swimming in it, and I really couldn't be bothered with hiking into the woods where I could get poison oak."
I could hear the sound of Shelly's pee splashing into the water. I don't know why, but the vivid rawness of this act sent shivers through me. My balls contracted, and I could tell I'd strained the front of my trunks with a spot of precum. This certainly wasn't part of my plan, but I wasn't complaining!
As Shelly's stream continued to jet forth, Katy finally stood up and stretched, allowing her full heavy breasts to giggle fluidly when she brought her arms down. "Well," she said, "why not?"
She marched into the water, near Shelly who smiled at her. To my utter delight I watched Katy peel down her own black bikini bottoms and squat back a little. Shelly was just finishing up a few last little squirts when Katy finally let loose her own modest stream. At this point I was getting frustrated by the leaves of the bush in front of me that were obscuring my view of my cousin's own trim bush.
As she pulled up her bottoms, Shelly looked right at Katy's urinating pussy and said casually, "I thought you were going for the full shave."
Katy followed Shelly's gaze to examine her own very neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair. She said, "I don't know. I think it looks kind of cute with a little hair."
"But boys just love a bald kitty, you know. I think all men are pedophiles at heart."
Katy chuckled, causing her pee to jet out a little harder. I could barely contain myself. My head was swimming. If I had a camcorder, I would be able to make thousands off of selling a video of what was taking place before my eyes.
Continuing in her casual tone, Shelly said, "I'm not sure which guy I should flirt with today, Jack or Tom?"
Katy's stream of urine was beginning to subside. She said, "Neither."
Shelly frowned (as did I). "You're always so protective of your brother."
"Because I know you'd just have fun with him and toss him aside," Katy said, finally finishing up and straightening. "You would break Jack's heart. He doesn't need that distraction just before college."
I considered Katy's explanation. Shelly was indeed known to be quite the tease, so what Katy said had merit. Lord knows, I'd tried all the moves I could on Shelly the last few summers I'd been visiting, including this one, but I'd never gotten so much as a first date. However, I suspected the truth was that Katy saw Jack not just as her brother anymore but as a kind of boyfriend, and she wanted Jack for herself. It was clear by the discussion that Shelly hadn't the slightest clue that the siblings were really lovers.
"What about Tommy?" Shelly asked. My heart skipped a beat.
"Same answer," Katy said, pulling up her bottoms and adjusting one of the ties of material at her hip.
Shelly said, "Hey, you can't protect BOTH of them from me! Not when it's going to be just us and alcohol for the next few hours. It's not like you get to play with them...well, perhaps Tommy."
Katy shot Shelly a look. "What?"
Shelly let out a little laugh. "He's just a cousin. That's legal, right?"
Katy stammered, she actually blushed and looked down. Interesting.
"Well," said Shelly, "If you won't let me have Jack and you don't want Tommy, I might let him get somewhere with me. The poor boy's been after me for years!" Another laugh.
The two of them were still standing there, cooling their feet in the water, still quite topless. Katy smiled at her blond friend. "Wow, what's gotten into you lately? Suddenly you're craving Man."
Shelly batted her eyes in a look of mock innocence. "Who, me?" The innocent expression turned into a seductively sinister grin, and I could almost sense a couple of little red horns sprouting from her skull. "Maybe I'll make Tommy a happy man today. Let him know how good I am at sucking cock."
Katy had been about to admonish her forward friend, but they were both suddenly startled by the sound of cracking wood as a branch on which I'd been leaning heavily had given way under my weight. In my dizzying trance of lust I completely lost my balance and fell straight down ahead of me and into the leafy bush. Trying to avoid crashing on top of my own stiff erection, I flailed around, making even more noise as I disentangled myself from the leaves and branches. Of course I was also 100% busted, so all I could do was stand up and face the music once I'd gotten out of the mess.
Shelly and Katy were still standing there in the water, in shock, only now they were instinctively crossing their arms over their breasts. I looked down.
"Goddammit, Tom!" Katy screamed. "You fucking pervert!"
Shelly shouted, "Where's Jack? Jack, show yourself, you coward!"
Swallowing, I looked up again. In a weak voice I said, "He's not here."
"What?"
I repeated it, a little louder. "He had to go back for something, back in town."
I was toast, I knew it. So much for my big plan. Katy was completely red in the face. Her arms could barely contain her massive boobs. She succeeded only in squishing them heavily into her body, and they swelled out in all directions. Shelly had it much easier, basically just cupping her little titties with her hands. I also noticed that Shelly's initial look of shock and anger had already converted into something more like bemusement, perhaps even a little mischievousness.
"How long have you been spying on us?" she asked, her tone much more conversational now.
I mumbled, "A while."
"I can't hear you. Dammit, Tommy, step over here and explain yourself. How long have you been watching us?"
I approached. My heart was pounding, just as hard as that first night when I'd finally built up the courage to peek at Katy's precious boobs only to nearly be discovered by her brother before that lucky bastard had climbed into his sister's bed and fucked her. I stopped near the water's edge, where there towels and bikini tops were.
"Answer me," Shelly insisted.
"Twenty...twenty minutes, maybe," I said quietly, completely defeated.
Katy's eyes went wide. Shelly said, "Oh my god, you watched us go pee, didn't you, you little perv!"
I nodded. "I'm sorr—"
"Oh no, don't you even BEGIN to apologize. You knew exactly what you were doing. You knew you should've made a noise or called out as soon as you saw us, but you wanted to get your jollies off looking at us naked, didn't you?"
I said nothing. What could I say? I could only stand here and take a beating.
Shelly looked at Katy, then back to me. To my surprise, she actually laughed. "Well, you definitely got an eyeful, and Jesus Christ look at that!" She pointed, exposing one of her little breasts.



I knew what she was pointing at, and I turned as beet-red as Katy when I realized that my cock was still very hard and the two girls were now staring at the tent it was making in my shorts, with the precum stain still quite wet. Being that they were swimming trunks I had no underwear on underneath, so there was nothing to help keep my erection better contained.
"Oh my god," Katy gasped.
Shelly gave an acknowledging nod toward my crotch. "Well, this is quite a situation we're in. Shit, after all you've seen, and what we're seeing now, I don't know why we're bothering to cover up." She lowered her other hand and then placed her hands on her hips, akimbo, and once again there were her little boobs for all to see. Although they were small, they were still a nice fleshy handful, and there were no tan lines, just smooth mounds of flesh peaked by hard pink nipples.
Katy turned to her, still tightly grasping her own flesh mounds. "Jesus, Shelly!"
Shelly said, "What the hell difference does it make? The boy's seen our chests. Big deal. I don't have much to show anyway, so who cares now?"
Katy looked down. "I can't believe this."
There was a moment of silence. I tried to stare without really staring at Shelly's tits. Despite the situation, her nipples were quite clearly hard. Was she...was she getting off on this? I could barely allow myself to even consider it. No matter the situation, I knew it was Shelly who was in charge now.
She said, "Tom, do you realize the royal ass-kicking Jack is going to give you when he gets here and learns you were spying on his sister? And just think of what Katy's parents will say!"
I could feel my master plan falling to pieces right here. I pleaded with them, "Shelly, Katy, please, I am so sorry. It was a stupid immature idiotic thing. No one needs to know about this. I'll do anything to make it up to you. Anything! You own me now!"
It was all I could do, throw myself at the mercy of the court. An all or nothing shot. Already I could tell that Shelly was getting a kick out of the whole thing. But it was clear that Katy was still troubled. Her eyes were still on my crotch, but my erection was starting to fade as my fear grew, and she didn't seem truly focused on it.
Shelly said, "We 'own' you now, eh? I like the sound of that." She turned to Katy. "You know, I think the only way to get back at our boy Tommy here is to make him suffer the same humiliation we did." As she said this, gesturing with one hand, her tits giggled, and despite the situation I found myself growing hard again. I mean, I was now less than ten feet from two young, sexy topless chicks, only one of whom was still trying to cover her upper nudity.
Katy broke from her reverie and turned to Shelly. In a voice that was much more in control, more the tone of confidence Katy normally employed, she said, "What did you have in mind?"
"Hmm." Shelly looked me up and down, smiling as she dwelled on my obvious erection again. She said to me, "Strip."
I blinked. "Excuse me?"
"Strip, Tommy."
I did nothing for a moment. Then to my horror a new sinful gleam sparked in Katy's eyes. She was nodding, as if coming to her own internal decision about something.
"Yeah," she said, "you got to see our goods, you little pervert. Now we get to see yours."
Shelly gave her signature laugh. "That's my girl, Katy! Now you're taking charge!"
They both turned back to me, and as one voice they bellowed: "STRIP!"
For another few seconds I considered the situation. After the initial shock of being caught spying on them, I began to realize that they weren't going to physically hurt me, nor did it seem like they were going to tell anyone. It would be "mutually assured destruction" of reputation if they did, because I could also tell people what I saw them doing. In any case, I was a horny boy in front of two hot girls who were ordering me to strip. If this was a form of punishment I was ready for it. I kicked off my Keens, then my shirt...and finally my shorts, down in one quick swoop.
I stood up straight and let my hands fall to my side. I'm in pretty good shape, tall and slender with a muscular build, so I really had nothing to worry about. My cock was sticking boldly out at a fully erect angle, the tip glistening in the sun as a new drop of precum oozed involuntarily from my urethra.
The women went silent. They both stared openly and unapologetically at my midsection. I knew from the couple of girls I'd slept with that I also had nothing to be ashamed of when it came to the size of my penis. In fact, I could be quite proud. And I was, because just the sight of it had thrown these two women into a bit of distraction. Nice.
I studied their expressions. Shelly's eyebrows were arched, her mouth in the shape of an O, as if utterly mesmerized by what she beheld. Katy's eyebrows were actually furrowed, her face in a kind of considering frown. It didn't seem that she was all that bothered by seeing her own cousin's penis. It was more like she was trying to figure out (perhaps?) the strange sense of familiarity about it.
This staring period lasted about twenty seconds or so. Shelly was the first to recover. She said, "Wow, ask and ye shall receive. That's a pretty nice rod you've got there, Tommy. I'm beginning to regret blowing you off all these years."
"Thanks," I mumbled.
"Don't thank me, asshole. I'm still mad at you! Just trying to think of the best form of torture."
I swallowed. Torture?
Shelly turned to Katy. "What do you think, babe? Is it too much to cut his balls off?"
Katy said, "A nice thought, but too gory. No, I want to embarrass this boy. In fact, I really want to teach him a lesson once and for all. I know he's been sneaking peaks at me whenever he visits. He's always been a little pervert. Haven't you, Tommy?"
My blood boiled at this. I wanted to shout back right then and there that I knew her incestuous little secret as well as the fact that I had also secretly fucked her and was the one who REALLY made her cum, not her minute-man brother! But I managed to bite my tongue. If there was ever going to be a chance of resuming my big plan, I had to keep this information contained for now. Until something really painful or weird happened, I was resolved to endure the girls' "torture."
"I know! I know!" Shelly suddenly blurted. "We're going to do this eye-for-an-eye. Tommy got to see us naked. Now we're seeing him naked. Tommy got to see us go pee, so..."
Katy grinned widely and took over. "Yes! Let's see how Tommy feels about peeing in front of women!" In her zeal, Katy had loosened her grip on her mammoth mounds, and I could now see a good 80 or 90% of her boobs, including at least one nipple.
"Awesome," said Shelly. She nodded toward me. "So, go for it, Tommy."
I looked at her. "Are you kidding?"
"No!" she scowled. "Start pissing!"
"Wait!" Katy said. "Tommy, step into the river here. Don't pee all over our towels."
"Oh, yeah," said Shelly.
In full humility I stepped forward, closer to the girls, and I was now standing roughly between them, only a few feet away, the water coming to the middle of my calves.
"Do it!" Shelly ordered.
I looked down. I was still fully hard, rendering the act of urination impossible. "I can't," I said, truthfully.
"You don't have to go?"
"No," I said, gesturing to my boner. "I can't do it like this."
Katy frowned, "Goddammit, why are you still hard when we're trying to humiliate you?"
Shelly crossed her arms again, not to cover herself (her small breasts and nipples were still quite visible), but to contemplate the situation. She cocked her hips slightly and stared at my pole again. Then she snapped her fingers.
"The fucker is getting OFF on this, Katy," she said. "Guy's can't pee when they're hard." She licked her lips, zeroing in on my cock. "And boy is this guy HARD."
"So what are we going to do?" Katy asked, with feigned innocence.
"The only thing for it," Shelly replied, "is to relieve some of the pressure."
"How?"
"Good question." Shelly finally raised her eyes to meet mine. In that moment, I could feel a very certain impulse: Shelly was enjoying this too. She was getting as horny as me, and she was using this "torture" session as an excuse to have some very naughty fun.
Or, at least I hoped.
She took a step closer to me, close enough so that all I'd have to do is reach out and grab her around the waist if I wanted to. I could smell her hair. My mouth watered.
She looked me right in the eye. In a low, husky voice, she said, "Stroke it."
There was a pause. I was staring right back at Shelly and couldn't see Katy's expression. I knew she had heard but had remained quiet. Shelly said it again, a little more firmly.
"Stroke it!"
But this time I held my ground. "No."
"Excuse me?"
"You heard me."
"But we want you to pee."
"And I need to cum first."
"So make yourself cum!"
"No!"
"Fine, you fucking pervert, I will make you cum!"
Shelly grabbed my cock.
I let out a gasp of mutual surprise and pleasure. In about one second Shelly was already furiously stroking me. It was clumsy stroking at first, because Shelly was still looking boldly into my eyes, not really concerned about her exact grip. Her look was intense. It was as if she was daring me to dare HER to keep going. So I gave her a look right back that said, I absolutely dare you, bitch!
Katy blurted, "Shelly, what the fuck!"
"The boy thinks he has some self-control," Shelly said, her eyes still on mine. "We'll see about that." She gave me a real squeeze, making me wince. She said, "I bet you can't last thirty seconds, though guy."
The challenge was on. I knew I could last at least thirty seconds. Shelly's grip was still somewhat clumsy, a little rough, and there was still the shock to my system of the fact that one girl was suddenly jacking me off in front of another, in front of my own cousin.
Katy.
I finally blinked away from Shelly's stare-down and glanced over at Katy. Instead of the look of horror I'd expected to see on her face, I saw only intense interest. She was watching this sudden sex act very closely. She was even leaning forward slightly, riveted to my pulsing penis, and she'd pretty much forgotten about properly covering her tits, which now hung heavily, obscured only slightly by her slender arms.
Stroked me, Shelly stroked me aggressively. If this had been a regular session of heavy petting, I would have begged Shelly to slow down, to loosen her grip. But of course this was not normal. This was my "torture," and the skinny blond girl stroking my cock had committed to making me cum in thirty seconds flat. Well, that time had come and gone, and I was holding on, well, firmly.
As if she'd also been counting the seconds, Katy said, matter-of-factly, "He hasn't cum."
Shelly frowned and finally looked down. She adjusted her grip, barely able to get her fingers around my shaft, which she began more sensuously massaging, pulling and slightly twisting the skin up and down. "This should do it," she said. She leaned over, and for a breathless second I thought she was going to put my cock in her mouth! But it was only to produce a healthy amount of spit, dropping it right from her pursed lips and onto the fingers she'd momentarily opened from around my cock. She quickly closed her fingers again, and now her freshly lubricated hand went back to the slow, steady corkscrewing motion on my penis.
It was...wonderful. Oh Lord Jesus Christ it was fucking good! But still I fought the urge to cum. At least another minute went by.
"Amazing," I heard Katy say.
Shelly was smiling now. "We've got ourselves a marathon runner here. But I will NOT be disappointed." This whole time, Shelly had been facing me, reaching directly out to stroke me. Now she stepped close to me, her breath warm on my shoulder. Then she was more or less behind me. In this new position she was able to get a better grip that now matched the angle I would be using had it been my own hand. With her free hand she reached around found my swollen balls, beginning to give them a loving massage, perfectly timed with her up and down stroking on my cock.
I let our an audible sigh.
"That's it, my boy," she said. "Now we'll make you cum. But I want to make sure I can see it when it happens." I felt her brush her head against my side. "Lift your arm," she commanded. I did and she quickly stuck her head underneath. She glanced up at me and winked, then looked down at my cock. Unconsciously, I lowered my arm down on her shoulders, letting my fingers trace along her naked side. She didn't object to this.
"Are you watching it, Katy?" Shelly asked. "Can you tell if he's getting close?"
Katy said in a husky voice, "I think he's gotten a little harder, if that's even possible. It could happen any minute."
"Well," Shelly said, "you'd better step to one side then, unless you want a face full of your cousin's cum."
"What?" Katy blinked at Shelly's words, then she realized that she had been leaning forward even further, her face almost in line with my cock, only a couple of feet away. She was leaning on her hands on her knees, her wonderfully fat tits now swinging freely. She glanced up at Shelly's face, then mine, then back to my cock.
She didn't move. "I'm out of range," she said.
We'd see about that.
This was becoming a very fun game for me. I knew that if I'd clenched my prostate and stiffened my legs in just the right way I could cum very quickly, but I was now determined hold out as long as humanly possible. It seemed that the longer I held out, the more Shelly was willing to do. I was going to test her limits as much as she was testing mine. So, for the next two or three minutes, I gave no more indication of cumming than the occasional involuntary grunt in my throat. Copious amounts of precum dribbled steadily from the tip of my cock and onto Shelly's fingers, keeping them lubed. Trust me, holding back at this point was very difficult!
"You've got to be kidding me," Shelly said. "My arm's getting tired! Katy, you wanna take over?"
My heart skipped a beat.
Katy glanced up. "Really?" Unfortunately, she quickly shied from this. We both know, my good friend, that she's by no means opposed to incest, but obviously not in front of her close friend.. She shook her head. "I don't think so."
"Well, then shake those awesome tits of yours at him or something. We HAVE to make this boy squirt!"
"Okay," Katy said. She straightened and puffed her chest out, cocking her rounded hips, making ripples in the shin-deep water in which we all still stood. She looked right at me. "You like what you see, Tommy? You've been trying to sneak peeks at my boobs for a long time, haven't you?"
Stupid with the plateau of my heightened sexual excitement, I could only nod. Little did she know, of course.
"You're a naughty little pervert, aren't you? I'd bet you'd even like to touch my boobs. You would touch your own cousin's boobs, wouldn't you?"
Nodded.
"You'd like to lean right over and nibble on them, I bet."
Nodded frantically. God, I was close now. Had to hold on.
Shelly, her face half pressed to my rib cage, was smiling. "It's working! I can feel him! I can feel it twitching!" I was indeed. It was taking all my willpower to keep from blasting a huge rope of sperm right onto my cousin's body. Oh, wouldn't that be nice!
"You need to do something else," Katy said. "You need to send him over the edge...and soon!" Her voice wavered at this last bit. There had been something different in Shelly's tone, too. These girls were quite conceivably as horny as I was now.
I tried something bold. I said, "You girls must be getting pretty wet."
"You bastard," Katy said.
Giving my cock a good squeeze, Shelly said, "Fuck if you aren't right, you asshole. I'm too fucking horny to make this torture. Let's see what you think of THIS!"
There was some splashing behind me, and glancing down I saw that Shelly had swung around and dropped to her knees in the water, which now lapped up against her crotch. She gripped my cock, aimed it at her face, and thrust her head forward to take about half of me into her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" I exclaimed.
"Oh fuck!" Katy shouted too, equally amazed.
Shelly backed off, coughed, and looked up at me. "Jesus, you're fucking huge. I can't get all of you in my mouth, but what I DO get in will send you over the edge soon. So hang on!"
Back on my cock, Shelly sucked with exquisite talent. If she hadn't been very good a hand job, giving a blowjob was definitely her specialty. What part of my shaft she couldn't get in her mouth she still gripped with her saliva-and-precum-slicked fingers, never stopping her stroking and twisting. I could distinctly feel the tip of her tongue probe knowingly and confidently in just the right sensory spots that would certainly send me over soon, as she'd promised.
Katy stepped forward and squatted slightly to watch Shelly's technique. My blond cocksucker's cheeks were sucked in as she created a vacuum with her lips that seemed strong enough to literally siphon the semen out of me if I didn't eventually ejaculate it on my own.
I reached down and laced my the my fingers through Shelly's soft hair with one hand. My balls began to contract, and this impending signal only served to get Shelly to suck, lick and stroke even faster. But there was just one last thing I wanted to do before I came, and that last thing was just now, finally within my reach.
With my other hand, I suddenly grabbed at the top of Katy's head, lacing my fingers through her hair as I was with Shelly. Before Katy could react, I pulled somewhat aggressively. As she was already leaning well forward, my movement caused Katy to almost fall, indeed she too dropped to her knees, and her face bumped up against the side of Shelly's. In that second, that final erotically mind-numbing second, I let out a powerful cry of ecstasy and allowed my semen-filled balls to cough up their potent contents.
Both pairs of the girls' eyes went wide—Shelly as she felt the first blast of cum shoot directly down the back of her throat—Katy as she realized that her head was next to, was touching, her friend's so that my convulsing cock was only a couple of inches from her.
In recoil, Shelly pulled her mouth completely off my cock, but I was only just BEGINNING to cum, and no sooner had Shelly pulled her head back to catch her breath than my second heavy blast of white sticky semen shot right into her face, with a third hitting Katy square in the eye as Shelly's pumping hand pointed the tip of my cock away.
"Ochggh!" Shelly grunted as my sperm gurgled in her mouth.
"Oh god!" Katy squeaked, squeezing her eyes shut at the onslaught of sperm.
"Fuck yeah!" I roared, continuing to spray: another rope against Katy's throat, another hitting Shelly's shoulder, and yet another splattering on her cute little tit.
To my amazement, even though she apparently hadn't wanted to actually ingest any of my cum, Shelly still wanted to SEE it because she kept her eyes open this whole time, and she never, never let off the steady stroking of my cock.
It lasted another twenty or thirty seconds, and toward the end I was losing pressure so that the last remaining squirts of semen fell harmlessly into the water around us, gently drifting away in little white clouds.
At last Shelly let go of my softening but still twitching penis, at which point I dropped to my knees into the water with them. I had loosened my grip on their hair and had slid my hands to each of their shoulders. Unconsciously they accepted this; I was steadying them, steadying myself. Katy was reaching up and trying to get a large glob of my sperm out of her eye, not caring about the two or three other ropes of the sticky stuff that clung and dripped from other parts of her body. Shelly was swallowing over and over, making sure she'd cleared her mouth of any more man-juice.



For several moments, we all kneeled, there. Cooling off, breathing. Presently Shelly began to giggle softly before eventually throwing her head back and letting loose with her habitual full-throated laugh.
"Holy shit," she said. "Now that was something you don't do every day!"
Katy peered at us with one eye. "Did we just do that?"
Shelly kept laughing, nodding toward my half-softened cock, which was flopping around between my legs, touching the water. She said, "I hope that teaches you a lesson!"
I grinned. "Remind me to spy on you two more often!"
We all laughed. What a sight we were, a naked guy kneeling in the water with two topless women. It was an image that would remain burned in my memory for ever.
Katy, having regained the use of both eyes, splashed some water on her neck and chest, washing my cum from her body. She then glared at me, "Tommy, if you ever, EVER breath a word of this to ANYONE, I swear...."
"Don't worry," I said, then added cryptically, "I'm good at keeping secrets, Katy. Trust me."
She looked at me, not knowing what I was hinting at, of course. But then we both looked quickly at Shelly when we heard what she said next.
"Well, since we're keeping secrets from what's going on right now, there's just one more thing I need to get out of the way."
Katy said, "You don't still want Tommy to pee in front of us, do you?"
"Well, that would be fun, if a little weird, but no. That's not what I'm talking about."
"Then what?"
That sinister grin spread across Shelly's face again. "Remember what Tom said a little earlier, when he thought he was being a real cock-sure bastard?" Neither of us said anything so she continued, looking at me, "You said we were wet. You were hoping that, weren't you?"
I nodded. "Oh yeah."
"Well, I am. I'm so fucking wet and HORNY right now I could fuck a bull."
"Jeez, Shelly," Katy said, grimacing.
"Relax," Shelly said, "No bulls are around here. Though that cock of yours, Tommy...but no, we won't go that far today. Instead, I have another form of...punishment...for our naughty little boy here."
I matched her grin. "Name it."
"Well, it'll be easier to just show you." Shelly stood, then bent over as she pulled down her bikini bottoms and stepped right out of them. My jaw dropped. Katy put a hand to her mouth, but she was done trying to admonish her friend, nor was she very shocked by anything that happened at this point.
Shelly stepped toward me and when her perfectly shaved, unbelievably smooth pussy was only about an inch from my face, she looked down her long thin body and said, "Lick it."
Swallowing, I pulled my eyes from her vulva and looked up at her. "Really?"
"Yes. It's your turn to make ME cum, big stud."
I didn't need to be told twice. I moved my head forward, opened up and stuck my tongue out as far as it would go. My first couple of licks were somewhat clumsy and too eager. I was also a little apprehensive at what she would taste like. But in fact the taste was surprisingly neutral. She was very wet, her labia was slickly coated with her own natural lubrication. I liked it.
"That's it, Tommy, lick my little kitty. She needs a good tongue."
I pressed my face more firmly against her pussy and reached up, getting a good grip on each cheek of her ass with my hands. Her ass was very tight and toned, not as fleshy and round as Katy.
"Oh, fuck yeah," Shelly said, letting her weight come down on me a little as stood there in the water, her legs spread wide. "Don't be shy with that clit, Tommy. You know where it is, don't you?"
I certainly did—it was hard to miss being quite swollen and perfect for a nibble. Shelly to sighed loudly and flexed her thighs. You may recall, my good friend, that when I had secretly sucked my cousin's pussy the other day I had freely admitted to being only amateur at best when it came to cunulingus. But so far I was lucky, or Shelly was just too fucking horny, because it wasn't long before I felt—and tasted—a fresh gush of girl-cum as the skinny blond above me cried out at the top of her lungs in pure, powerful orgasm.
"Oh, fuck, Tommy! FUCK! I'M CUMMING!"
I didn't let up. If she could cum once, she could cum twice. Despite getting rather sore in my neck at this awkward angle, I kept up just the right amount of pressure on her clit and probed just deep enough with my tongue to bring forth another powerful orgasm only a minute or two later.
"Oh...OH GOD! Here we go...here we go AGAIN!" After this only cries of pleasure belted out of the girl's strong lungs. Then, whimpering, I heard her say, "Katy...Katy...I hope you don't mind. It's just too good...just too good.
I had to, just had to see what Katy was up to. It was only too awesome that she hadn't turned and fled at the first sight of my cock. But she'd stayed through the whole thing, including my ejaculation onto her face and body! Now I was returning the favor for her good friend, Shelly. Could this have been too much for her?
No, it wasn't. When I backed my face away from Shelly's juicy pussy to glance over at Katy, I was completely shocked, amazed and turned on to see that my beautiful, voluptuous cousin had stuck a hand down the front of her skimpy bikini bottoms and was apparently fingering herself at the site of Shelly and me. She was deep into it, too, by the way her naked chest was heaving, her breath coming in spasmodic heaves, and her eyes narrowed into oblivious slits.
I wanted to stare longer, but Shelly had reached down to forcibly turn my head back to eating her out. "You're not done yet, stud! I like to cum in threes!"
So I went back to work, nibbling and licking and sucking this girl's young and naked and swollen cunt. She panted loudly and passionately, completely lost in her own fury of lust. I roamed her slender body with my hands, feeling her ass, her stomach, her back, her ribs, even up to her pointed little tits—everywhere I could go, because this was just too good to last and I wanted to remember it with every possible sense.
It wasn't long before that familiar flexing began in Shelly's thighs again. I was still seated in the shallow part of the river bank, my ass getting scratched by pebbles and sand in the waist-deep water, with this tall blond straddling me, and my cousin jilling herself not three feet away.
Flexing her thighs, Shelly began to cry out, her third and most powerful orgasm building to an explosive crescendo. I could also hear Katy whimpering into her own self-induced orgasm. A familiar sound was coming from her and it killed me not to be able to see her. This is also the moment when I made the mistake of trying to shift my head to a more comfortable angle. This caused Shelly to lose her balance. Her pussy slid off my face and down my chin, and in my effort to keep her from falling completely back, I clutched at her ass with my hands, forcing her crotch to slam into my chest before sliding straight down.
Straight down until her pussy splashed into the water and pressed heavily against my cock, which had become fully erect again in the heat of this sexuality.
"Ohh!" Shelly exclaimed, both at the sudden coolness of the water on her hot cunt and the girth of my erection pressing against her labia. Shelly looked down at me and smiled. "Oh yes," she grunted hungrily. With one hand she gripped my neck, and with her other, she reached right into the water, fishing for my cock. She got a grip on it and quickly angled it toward the opening to her pussy. As she was straddling me in the water now, she had but to lower all of her weight down on me to enable my penis to enter her.
She did, and I entered, and suddenly I was in heaven.
"Oh CHRIST that's big!" Shelly shouted, moving herself up and down a couple of times to get used to my length in her. "Oh, yes, baby...oh, Tommy, yes...God just drive it into me, baby!"
It was really her driving herself on top of me, but I certainly helped by gripping her slender waist and pulling her downward. Down, then up slightly, then down, moving in a pattern of pure fucking. The water around us gushed and splashed and rippled. Our hair was getting wet. My ass was more or less numb now having been on the river bed for so long, but the pleasure engulfing my cock easily offset that sensation.
In this position, when I wasn't leaning forward and nibbling Shelly's erect nipples, I could now glance over at Katy at my leisure. To my disappointment, she had stopped playing with herself, but she was at least still transfixed on the live sex show now unfolding in front of her. Still on her knees in the water, Katy was now leaning forward again, watching, studying. She had a very intrigued look on her face.
"How does it feel?" she asked Shelly.
"Good...fucking...GOOD!" Shelly grunted back. She let her head roll back as she bounced in the wavy water on top of me. As she came down, I tried to fuck up, and soon we had found just the right way to move against each other so that we achieved maximum penetration.
Shelly reached out a wavering hand. "Katy...Katy..."
Katy reached out and took Shelly's hand. "I'm here, baby."
"Please...please," Shelly began pleading as we continued to fuck. "Please don't be mad at me, Katy. I just...I just have to have this...have to have his cock now."
"It's okay, Shelly," Katy said. "I'm here. You have him now. Enjoy it, baby."
At this moment, I discovered something amazing: Shelly had been holding BACK. Now, with some strange morbid form of permission from her friend, Shelly threw her entire being into fucking me beyond all comprehension. Her grip on my neck tightened, her thighs clutched mine more fiercely, and even the inside of her cunt suddenly began gripping my cock like a vice grip.
Had I not already cum mere moments before, I would have instantly flooded my cousin's friend's pussy with a huge load of semen. But in reality, it only gave me a few extra minutes. This was just too fucking good to be true, and soon my cock would realize this and become eager to spit a fresh load of sperm.
As if sensing this, Shelly jerked, twisted and bounced her body in any way she could to instinctively hasten the arrival of her own orgasm. She clenched her cunt against my thick cock even tighter, if that was possible, and began grunting and screaming out.
"Fuck me! Oh, fuck me, Tommy! Make me FUCKING CUM!"
I think she had started repeating that, but as the deeply centered, earth-shattering orgasm began erupting through her body, her words digressed into incoherent gurgling, whimpering and even crying. As Shelly's whole body became wracked in violent orgasmic contraction, tears streamed down her eyes, and all at once her body went stiff as she let out one last silent scream at the pinnacle of pleasure.
This was all it took to send me over the edge as well, and without bothering to ask for permission I let my balls contract and my body jerk as I too came violently, spurting jet after jet of hot heavy semen deep into this woman's vagina, blasting it into her womb, to her very core.
Together, we rode a wave of mutual orgasm, her cunt clutching me, my cock spewing its seed, our screams joined as one, and even Katy cried out, feeling our pleasure just by her near proximity.
Then down...down and down...our bodies relaxed and our pleasure subsided. I remained inside Shelly, holding her tightly. She, in turn, clutched my neck tightly, pressing my face into her naked chest. When I pulled free and looked up at her, she leaned down and kissed me for the very first time that day. It was a nice kiss, a soft kiss, with our tongues exploring each other with a tenderness we had failed to exude on one another during our animalistic act of carnality.
When our kiss finally broke, Shelly looked down, down into the water, where our bodies were still joined. In almost a whisper, she said, "Tommy...you came inside me."
I swallowed. "Yes. I'm sorry. It was just too—"
"Shh, it's okay. I'm surprised at myself. I've never even let a boy enter me without a condom, let alone cum inside me. This was just too...intense."
My well-exercised heart began to flutter again, realizing that for the second time this week I had ejaculated into a vagina protected by no contraceptives. I was really playing with fire here. But Shelly, though noting the fact by what she'd just said, didn't seem to worry too much at the moment, because she remained planted firmly on top of me, with my cock still quite deep inside her.
After a few moments of post-coital silence, Katy finally spoke up. "Listen, you two, Jack will be here any moment."
Shelly glanced over at her, then nodded. Turning back to me, she said, "I don't think I'm quite done with you, young man. I may want this again soon." She emphasized what she meant by "this" by flexing the inside of her pussy at that very word.
"Any time, anywhere," I said, smiling at her.
At last, Shelly lifted her body from me, and my softening penis disengaged from the folds of her vulva. We both looked down as the head popped out, under water, and a visible stream of semen floated away from between us. Eventually we stood, using each other for support, and we stood there for a moment, completely nude, soaking in the moment.
Katy had somehow managed to put on her black bikini top, and she was holding both pieces of Shelly's own gold bikini out to her. I had to walk a few paces to the shore to get my swim trunks. I had barely managed to fasten my shorts around me when the sound of Jack's voice could be heard calling out from somewhere within the woods.
"I'm here!" he was calling out. "You guys still down there?"
"Yes!" we all called back.
I turned toward Shelly and Katy. They had glanced at each other and then turned toward me. We all then gave another mutual nod of some kind of understanding: what happens at the river stays at the river. Perhaps I would have a future encounter with Shelly, perhaps not. What was done was done. The thing is, I was NOT done with Katy. The question was, how could I reinitiate my plan? How could I make this girl mine while keeping my promise to my aunt?
As Jack emerged from the woods, clutching his box of booze, Shelly and I instinctively started walking up the embankment to greet him and help with is much-anticipated box of booze. I was stopped, however, by the firm grip of Katy's hand on my arm—the first time she'd really touched me all day. As Shelly moved away from us, I turned toward Katy.
There was a serious look in her eye. And her voice was tinged with acid when she said quietly, "Don't think this was just some cheap thrill, Tom. You still did something very wrong today, and I really do own you for that."
She couldn't have set herself up better, and I realized I had my moment to strike. As casually as possible, I glanced down at her grip, then back up to her eyes.
"Perhaps we can negotiate," I said. "Or I won't tell you how much your mother knows about you sleeping with your own brother."
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Despite the fog rolling into San Francisco bay on this chilly December evening, I felt warm and invigorated as a lustful surge of blood flowed through my body. With singular determination, I ignored the scenic sights of Fisherman's Wharf as equally as I did the panhandlers on the corners, walking briskly and eagerly up from the transit station to a certain building about three blocks away. This certain building contained a small one-bedroom apartment, and within this apartment a beautiful 18-year-old girl was waiting. Waiting for me, a very horny guy not much older than 18 himself. And when I arrived, or hopefully soon after I arrived, this beautiful girl was going to give me perhaps the most incredible and generous Christmas gift any girl could possibly give a guy: her virginity.
The girl's name was Pam, and we had been dating for about three months. We had met on the first day of registration at a large university in another big city, never mind which. There we were, random bodies in a throng of confused and excited college freshmen all trying to figure out what books to buy, where classes were and all the other chaos a freshman must endure. I was going one direction, Pam another, and our collision sent books and backpacks scattering across the floor. After hurried apologies, we'd finally gotten a look at each other and that was that. Classic boy-meets-girl. We got to talking, realized we were both new to the school, and it wasn't too long before I worked up the courage to ask her to coffee.
From that day, I'd say we fell instantly and crazily head-over-heels in love with each other. Everything just clicked, and to be honest I was all to eager to finally find myself in a "normal" relationship with a girl who was not a relative. I had just moved on from a rather torrid summer affair with my sexy little 18-year-old cousin, Katy, and also—amazingly—her mother, my aunt Ellen. While from a sexual standpoint it was one of the most incredible experiences of my life, the three of us knew that any normal, ongoing relationship was simply out of the question, so to finally have a pretty girl on my arm who wasn't related to me was wonderfully refreshing.
The funny thing was, in getting together with Pam, I had to almost completely throw back the clock of sexual maturity that I had so swiftly evolved into with my carnal experiences with Katy and Aunt Ellen. You see, Pam was a virgin. An honest-to-God virgin in the 21st century. Of course, I hadn't known this when I'd first met her, but after a couple of dates, when the after-dinner make-out sessions started becoming more and more heated, she'd breathlessly and almost apologetically informed me that she had never gone all the way with a guy.
Now, she'd told me this while straddling me on my bed in my dorm room, her skirt hiked up, her panties wet and bunched around her pussy, with my raging hard-on desperately bulging within my pants and grinding against her covered labia. To say I wasn't, well, "deflated" by this news would certainly have been a lie. But even in this heated moment of passion, I actually found myself admiring this girl more.
A virgin. The girl grinding on top of me was a virgin. I took a deep breath and reconsidered the picture before me. Pam was blond, petite and sweet. She was very skinny but still had a nice subtle flair to her hips that stood atop long, very long legs. The breasts I had been allowed to feel up over a shirt and bra were small but very pert, with nipples that seemed to want to pierce right through all the shielding of satin and cotton. Probably the most striking thing about Pam was, interestingly enough, her mouth. When amused, Pam would spread the widest, brightest grin I had ever seen, flashing beautiful, neat white teeth. A hint of dimples and flashing brilliant blue eyes accented this wonderful smile and completed a perfect package of sweetness, sexiness and mischievous innocence all at once.
I was hooked.
But as indicated earlier, I was no virgin, far from it. Actually, for this day and age I could be considered a late-bloomer too, having lost my virginity only very shortly after my 18th birthday. Since that time I have been with just four women, including my brief and incestuous affairs with my cousin and aunt. And as puberty continued to pump enough hormones through my body to drive an elephant crazy, I knew that I definitely had a stronger sexual appetite than most guys. It was pretty much all I thought about, all the time. Oh, I know what you're thinking: ALL guys think about sex all the time, especially teenage guys. Well, just let me someday tell you more about how I nailed my own first cousin and aunt, then I think you'll get a better idea of just how far I was willing to go to get what I wanted....
That said, I wanted Pam. Badly. But I also realized how much I actually cared for her. It was incredible. From Day One we had been two peas in a pod, hardly separated except to go our separate ways to our own dorms to bed at night. In the first week of school we'd hastily rearranged our schedules so that we had almost all the same classes. We clicked perfectly on every level, and I couldn't complain.
What cheered me up even more was the fact that Pam wanted me too. She had told me as much after waiting for the initial news of her admitted virginity to sink in. "I just felt it was fair to tell you, Tom," she had said, looking lovingly down at me and caressing my face. "I just never gave into the pressure of giving it up to some guy just to be cool, all through high school. And as the years went by and I realized I could wait until someone truly special came along. Someone like you, Tom. But...just not quite yet."
Then we had kissed. Not much else we could do after that speech. And although I went to sleep that night with a serious case of blue balls (even after masturbating and blasting a load of cum nearly halfway across the little room), I slept deeply and happily, because Pam had also promised with all her heart that her Christmas gift to me would be her virginity....
* * *
All girls seem to develop their own strange rules about when and where and to whom and how they're going to finally let a guy put his cock in her, and often there is no rhyme nor reason to it. As guys, all we can do is try to be in the right place at the right time. For Pam, even though she had decided to let me be the first guy to make love to her, the first barrier that needed to be broken before hymen was her age. She wanted to be officially an adult, 18 years old. Well, her 18th birthday had been a week ago, and finally we had arranged for the time and place for the next barrier to be broken: a certain little apartment in San Francisco, three blocks up from Fisherman's Wharf.
The apartment belonged to Pam's college roommate, Kelly. Kelly, much wilder and infinitely more worldly than quieter, more innocent Pam, seemed to have any amount of money she needed, whether from her rich parents or her collection of wealthy part-time boyfriends. She seemed to maintain a lifestyle like a slightly scaled-down version of Paris Hilton. For example, just for the two-week winter break, Kelly had somehow secured a fully furnished one-bedroom apartment here in a trendy section of San Francisco, and she had invited Pam to share it with her. I had been enjoying most of my winter escape with my parents back home, but I was dying to see Pam again, especially since I'd missed her birthday, and I had counted the days and even the hours before I could be on the flight that would take me to San Fran where I'd get the next 96-hours with my girlfriend. I assumed I'd be staying in the apartment with the girls, perhaps crashing on the floor, but I'd worry about that later. I had other things on my mind!
In what seemed like a blur of hugs and kisses and squeezes, I'd rung the buzzer, been let into the apartment, and thrown my bag somewhere. And the blur continued for some time. Finally, both of us gasping for air, Pam and I broke our embrace to take a look at each other at last. I was clad casually in cargo pants, a loose button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and an old, worn leather jacket. Pam was barefoot in tight hip-hugger jeans and a wonderfully thin white tank-top hinting at the black bra beneath. She also wore a soft wool sweater with the zipper open to keep the chill of the night off, but with one side sliding down to expose a pretty alabaster shoulder and collar bone.
"Where's Kelly?" I asked, hoping only for one answer.
Pam smiled at me. "She's out for the night." Perfect answer.
I stepped toward her again, "So...hungry?"
"Mmm...only for you, baby."
When she was my arms again, her body became lithe and eager; she pressed solidly against me, pushing her pelvic bone directly against the erection that had formed in my pants almost as soon as I'd walked in the door. I responded greedily, groping and squeezing her ass and breasts and any other fleshy body parts I could find. As we sucked each others tongues and petted heavily right there in the middle of the living room, I couldn't help but let out a giddy chuckle. I had been under some silly old-fashioned romantic notion that our first love-making session would be slow in building up: candles, soft music, perhaps a bottle of wine....
No way, we were getting it on. NOW. As if to squash any remaining doubt in my mind—or hers for that matter—Pam suddenly pushed me backward into the corner of the oversized L-shaped couch. And there, standing over me with that huge and now seductive grin, Pam said, "You just sit and watch, big boy. And stay hard."
"Oh, that won't be a problem," I said, quickly shucking off my jacket.
I realized in that moment that some groovy sensual music—Portishead, I think—had been playing in the background, and to its pulsating beat Pam began to strip down before me. First the sweater dropped to the hardwood floor, and this was quickly followed by the tank, peeled right up her skinny little body. Her small breasts were shielded by the tiny black bra. With a wink, Pam reached back and undid the clasp. It was to be a night of firsts, beginning with this one: I was now looking at Pam's boobs for the first time.
With only a twinge of guilt, I couldn't help but compare this moment to the first time I had seen my cousin Katy's boobs, about six months before. I couldn't help but compare because for the rest of my existence I would compare ANY woman's breasts to those of my cousin's. Why? Oh, dear reader, you just have to trust me: they were quite possibly the biggest most perfect breasts on the planet. They were the stuff of legends....
But I was NOT comparing Pam's much smaller titties negatively. No way. Pam was simply adorable, as were her breasts. They were just enough for a nice handhold, as pert as I had imagined, and neatly peaked by sharply protruding pretty pink nipples. I would very much enjoy sucking on those babies in a few minutes.
Pam, her inner vixen suddenly unleashed, gave her own nipples a nice pinch, groaning erotically at the sensation. She looked at me. "You like?"
"Oh, fuck yeah. I like!"
"Then I'll show you some more...but get those fucking pants off first. And that shirt."
Happy to follow orders, I quickly stripped off my shirt and wiggled out of my pants and socks. I was now sitting there showing off a nicely tented pair of boxers to my horny girlfriend.
"Ooo," she cooed. "That's nice. My boy's got a nice body. My turn to show off."
She turned her slender back to me and began to unbutton her jeans. I licked my lips, half-expecting to feel saliva running down my chin. Torturously slow, Pam began to gyrate her hips in small circles as she began to work the tight jeans down over her rear. As they came down, I took in the sight of one of the most perfectly proportioned asses I had ever encountered. Soft white firm flesh made up each cheek of that beautiful ass, the crack itself teasingly covered by skimpy black thong panties.
Pam glanced back at me, putting her finger to her mouth and giving me a playful "uh-oh" look. "Is this too much for my big boy? Should I stop?"
I gave my cock a squeeze through my boxers. "Baby, don't EVER stop!"
She grinned. "That's what I thought." And with that, she got her fingers into the strings at her hips and began to push downward, slowly, oh so fucking slowly, until at last, in glorious detail not three feet from my hungry eyes, my girlfriend Pam exposed her completely naked ass to me.
I swallowed, fighting to keep from jumping up and biting right into that ripe flesh. I stayed right where I was. Pam had a plan, all of it worked out in her head to make this special for both of us, and I instinctively knew that for what was to transpire I was to obey her every command.
In time with the music, Pam bent over, rubbing her hands up her long, smooth thighs. In her position, I could see right between her legs to a perfectly shaved pelvic mound. My God, I could make out the swell of her labia, and I could swear, I could fucking swear, I saw a glint of moisture right along her slit. When she turned, I was able to confirm that my girlfriend was completely shaved down there. Her entire vaginal region was baby-smooth and ready to be consumed. I felt a swell of pride, honor and complete satisfaction for the fact that I would be the first man to enter that glorious zone.
Pam saw exactly where I was looking and looked down at herself as well. She said, as she traced a finger along her slit, "My big boy's been so patient, waiting for this...I can't wait to give it to you."
I swallowed again. "Pam...you're so beautiful."
She smiled, that wonderful grin, and slowly sank to her knees in front of me. "Thank you, Tom. I feel so comfortable doing this in front of you. It's so liberating." Then she began running her fingers up my thighs. "Now...let's see what's going to be inside me soon...."
She eased down the top of my boxers, and I shuffled my hips a little to help her progress. Presently, my cock was exposed to her, in the naked flesh, for the first time. Pam actually paused, and I watched as she blinked in what I could only describe as surprise. She finally said, "Oh...my fucking God, Tom...it's HUGE!"
I could only grin, proudly.
Pam finally got my boxers all the way off, and we were now 100% naked with each other. Reluctantly, and with almost holy reverence, Pam slowly and gently tried to put one hand around my shaft. Her fingers just barely touched once her hand was all the way around it. I moaned, as did Pam, who said, "Jesus, Tom...I sensed that you were big when I felt you through our clothes, but...you really ARE my big boy, aren't you?"
Again, I could only grin. It was quite difficult for me to form words at this moment.
Pam gave me a gentle stroke, and then another. Even this slight movement was enough to produce a couple small pumps of pre-cum that drizzled down from the head of my cock and onto one of her fingers. Pam leaned forward and gave the pre-cum a testing taste with her tongue, sending shivers through my body. "Mmm," she said, licking her lips. "My first taste of boy. Oh, this is so exciting, Tom!"
"Oh yes...Pam." I felt drunk, stoned, completely out of my wits.
Pam got her other hand around my cock and stroked slowly, lovingly. "There are so many things I want to do with you, Tom. I want to suck you, taste you...I want you to suck me, and taste me! But first I must uphold my promise, I must give you my gift. Are you ready to receive my gift to you, Tom?"
"Yes. God yes!"
"You're surprised, aren't you, baby? You knew I was a virgin, but you didn't know I would make this so wonderfully kinky for you. How do you like it?"
I could only groan half-mumbled words. "Pam...oh please...."
That wonderful smile again. "Okay, let's see if we can do this. I have no idea how I'm going to fit that monster in me...but there's only one way to find out...."
She got up from her knees and made as if to straddle me. I had a feeling that this wasn't going to be the easiest position at first, but again, this woman was in charge right now. If she wanted her first penetration to be while she was on top, then so be it! But somehow, in the haze of lust that was consuming my entire being, I remembered that a certain degree of responsibility was called for. I reached over for my pants, to get at my wallet. I got it out and was feeling for the condom wrapper when Pam's hand gently stopped me.
"It's okay," she said softly. "Knowing that this day was coming, I went on the pill a few months ago. We'll be safe, and when I feel you inside me for the first time I want to feel ONLY you...every vein, every degree of heat from your flesh...."
And with that, Pam finally got up on her knees on the couch, straddling me. I placed my hands on her naked hips. Her flesh felt warm, but she had goose bumps. Was she nervous? Just cold? Probably both. But further logical thought was abandoned once I felt her lower herself gently along the length of my penis, pressing it into my own belly. With a seemingly practiced talent, Pam gently slid her pussy up and down along my length. I felt her vaginal lubrication oozing its moisture all over my cock and into her pussy lips. Jesus, once I was in there I didn't think I'd be able to last that long.
Pam seemed to read my thoughts. She stroked her fingers in my hair, still sliding back and forth, getting us both wet and ready. "Baby," she said, "when it happens I don't want you to worry about anything. If you cum quickly, it's okay. I understand. I don't know how long I'll be able to take your size in me the first time anyway."
I nodded, feeling relieved. It always seemed to be the case with me, the first time in a new pussy was always too much. It was no marathon. With time, however, with the other women, I was pretty proud at how long I could last....
Now Pam was raising herself up again, reaching down to grasp at my cock. She aimed it upward, touching the pre-cum-lathered head against the entrance to her wet pussy. She said, "We shouldn't have to worry about a mess, either. Four years on my high school gym team took care of that. There's no way a girl's hymen can last after the first couple of falls against the balance beam. So get ready, my sweet boy...here we go...."
Down, slowly, slowly down...Pam eased her weight down, and I began to feel the head of my cock squeeze tightly into her pussy. An inch, perhaps two...and then a pause. I looked up at Pam; she had her eyes squeezed tightly shut. Her teeth were clenched. My teeth were clenched, too, for that matter. I fought for control and waited, letting my girl take her own time, get used to the fill, the girth of my cock. It was exquisite.
"Oh, that's tight," she groaned softly. "Oh, my big boy...please be patient with me, oh please...." She eased down just a bit more, taking me about a third of the way in. She rose up a little to let the lubrication work its way around us, then gently back down again, back to that third, and then another pause. "Oh...it's so good, Tom. Just...really...really tight...thank you for being patient...oh, thank you, Tom...."
Patience had nothing to do with it. I had to fight every carnal fiber in my body from the urge to thrust my hips up and jam my cock right up to the hilt inside her tight cunt. I clutched tightly at her hips, hanging on for dear life.



"Okay," she panted, "a little more...just a little more...."
Down, down again, a little more, a very little more...and it now felt like we were about halfway there...yes, a glance down between us showed half my cock already gone inside her. Wonderful. Beautiful. She rose up again, and I knew the next drop would take even more in...just seconds now, there she goes...starting to lower ever so slowly down again, and then—
The door to the apartment flung open and a cheerful voice called out, "Watch out, Pam I'm—oh, my God! Wow!"
Pam and I froze in mid-fuck and whipped our heads around and there was Pam's roommate, Kelly, standing near the door, her hand still on the handle, a huge grin of surprise and excitement on her face as she stared at the two naked lovers. One second later, Pam whipped her body off me, causing my erection to flop out of her pussy and make a wet thwack against my belly, and she curled into kind of a ball against my side. I could only feebly drop my hands to my cock and balls, but there was no way I could completely hide my entire engorged member that way.
Kelly slammed the door shut and dropped her purse. She swayed a little, I could tell she'd been drinking. Despite being only 19 it clearly wasn't a problem for her to get into clubs and bars and get guys to buy any number of drinks she cared to consume.
She said, "Oh, Pammy, I'm so sorry! I thought you guys would be in the bedroom."
Pam's only response was to nuzzle her head into my shoulder, still overwhelmed with surprise and embarrassment. I could feel my own cheeks burn red with my own level of embarrassment, but I also realized that my penis hadn't softened in the least. And there, staring openly at it now, was Pam's roommate Kelly.
Kelly was Asian and carried many of the attributes typical to her racial background: smooth olive complexion, straight dark hair (long and in pig-tails at the moment), and seductively narrow eyes. She had a small nose, wide cheekbones, and a mouth that seemed to enjoy pouting childishly or with mischievousness. She was taller than the average Asian girl, perhaps five-foot-five, and she was very slender, giving the appearance that her lithe legs simply went on forever.
Tonight she was wearing a simple black shift of a dress, one that was barely held up by spaghetti straps and hung low, very low, across a pair of small but perfectly rounded breasts that never needed a bra to defy gravity on their own. The bottom of her skimpy dress seemed to stop at the very top of her thighs, flaring nicely at her muscular hips. I got the sense that if she would simply bend over a few degrees when facing away from me, I would very easily see the point where the bottom of her ass joined in a loving embrace above what I could only imagine was a wonderfully tight pussy.
In the few other times I'd encountered her before, Kelly was never one to stand on formality, and with an alcoholic buzz dissolving her inhibitions even further, she was now quite blunt: "Pammy, he's beautiful. My God, look at that cock!"
Pam's head finally shot up. "Kelly!"
"I'm sorry, honey, but just look at that thing!" Kelly shifted slightly on her four-inch stiletto heels, causing one of her spaghetti straps to drop down her shoulder, in turn causing her low-cut dress to drop even further, until I swear I could just barely begin to make out the top of her areolas. She made no move to fix her dress. Instead she licked her lips and murmured, "He's as big as one of my black boys."
"Oh my God!" Pam groaned, reburying her head in my shoulder. Instinctively, I raised and arm and put it around her, only then realizing that I'd just exposed more of my cock to Kelly's hungry gaze. Hmm...perhaps I...wanted to do this? Well, she was already seeing 98% of me. Might as well as give her the other couple of bits of flesh.
I dropped my other hand to my side. My hard cock twitched.
Kelly's jaw dropped. "Oh, Pammy...you are soooooo lucky!"
Pam whimpered.
Kelly unabashedly approached us and dropped down on the couch next to me, on my left, opposite Pam whose naked form was balled up against me on my right. In this sitting position Kelly's insidiously short cocktail dress rode up to within what could only be a half-inch of exposing her crotch. As I automatically wondered if she was even wearing panties, I was suddenly fully aware of her immediate presence...her scent...her flesh as her knee inadvertently grazed against my leg. Interestingly enough, Kelly seemed to ignore my naked presence as she reached across me to stroke Pam's hair.
"I'm sooooo sorry," she said soothingly. "This was your special moment. This was your special gift to Tom. My timing is horrible."
Mumbling into my shoulder, Pam said, "You promised not to be home until after midnight!"
While listening to Pam, Kelly's gaze moved down my body, past my flat, muscular stomach, and right to my cock. I was still incredibly hard, pre-cum drizzling into my belly button. I was amazed that we were all sitting here like this, making no move to cover up. The tone was as if Kelly had accidentally walked in on Pam watching a movie, perfectly innocent. But it wasn't innocent! I had barely had half my cock inside my girlfriend for the first time, ready to take her virginity, but I couldn't quite declare victory. And goddammit I was fucking horny!
This was torture!
Kelly looked at me and winked, then put on a soothing face again for Pam. "I know, baby, I know. I had every intention of staying out...but Darryl was beginning to turn into an asshole. Well, an even bigger asshole than normal! Kept trying to show me off to his homies like I was some piece of meat, even suggesting that they should ALL get a taste of me. The nerve! So I walked out on the fucker!"
From my shoulder, Pam's muffled voice, "Okay...."
Kelly leaned further in, her face now only a couple of inches from mine, and she continued to stroke Pam's long, blond hair, curling it back behind her ear. She said, "I want you two to finish what you started, Pammy. Don't worry about me."
Pam's head raised a little. She glanced automatically down my body and managed to smile slightly at the fact that I was still quite erect. I glanced down her body, enjoying the fact that she too was still totally nude, totally sexy, and hopefully still as totally horny as I was.
Pam asked, "What're you going to do?"
Kelly grinned. "Just watch."
My cocked twitched again.
Pam's brow furrowed. "Watch?"
Kelly leaned back, still grinning. Her movement caused the top of her dress to slide even further down, now completely exposing her right nipple. I couldn't help but notice this, of course, but when Kelly caught the direction of my gaze, she casually slid the top up a little and said with a giggle, "Easy, big boy, feast on your own girl's titties for now."
I was speechless. I don't think I could've spoken if I tried. My mouth was dry, my head spun. It was if even more blood was draining from my skull and down into my already painfully hard cock. I felt like I would literally explode if I didn't ejaculate in the next few minutes.
"Come on, Pammy," Kelly continued. "This is a beautiful moment. Enjoy it. I would be honored to be part of it."
Pam took on a puzzled look again. "Part of it?"
Kelly grinned again and raised her hands. "Don't worry, I'll keep my hands off." She glanced down at my dick again. "Well, I'll try to...."
"Kelly!"
"Okay, okay!" Kelly chuckled. "I promise, I'll stay out of the way. But you have, you have GOT to let me watch. Please, Pammy, pleeeeeeeease!"
She sounded like a little girl begging for another ride on the pony. Despite the situation, all three of us laughed, and things suddenly became strangely more comfortable. The initial shock of being walked in on during the act of intercourse had worn off, and a warmly erotic aura was beginning to take shape again. Pam slid her hand up and down my chest and abs, just allowing her hand to graze my dripping cock.
She said, "Is this okay for you, Tom?"
I tried to speak, "I...er...."
Kelly said, "Come on, Tom, it'll be fun! Really kinky!"
Pam leaned in and kissed my cheek. She said, "Kelly is my best friend on the planet. She's like my sister. Somehow I now feel a bit better knowing that she'll be here to see you sink yourself fully inside me."
"Jesus," I stammered. "How can a guy say no?"
Both girls giggled, "Hurray!" Pam gave me a tight hug around the neck and straddled me once more. Kelly climbed more fully on the couch, still quite close to us, and drew her knees up with her legs tucked under her so she could now face us directly. I got a momentary glimpse up Kelly's little dress, but it was deeply shadowed in there, couldn't tell if there were panties or just a really dark, thick bush.
My attention, however, was quickly diverted right back to the hot skinny blond who was once again lowering herself onto me. Instead of grabbing me by the shaft and guiding me in this time, Pam gyrated and angled her hips back and forth a couple of times until she'd maneuvered her pussy right against the head. She lowered her weight a little, and I began to feel a wonderful sensation of my cock squeezing slowly into a tight, wet opening.
When Kelly next spoke her voice sounded much louder, but this was because she was now leaning over, almost leveling her head with where my cock was sliding into Pam's pussy. "This is so beautiful, Pammy. You're actually going to do it. Your first man!"
Pam tried to turn her grimace of discomfort into a smile. "Thank you, Kel—whoops!"
I slipped out, my cock once again slapping against my belly. How I was going to endure this torture much longer was beyond me. But oh such exquisite pain!
Kelly said, "Oh, baby, let me help, please!" Before Pam could respond, Kelly reached right between us and grasped the shaft of my cock with an expert grip. Pam began to utter a protest, but Kelly put her other hand on Pam's shoulder, making soothing sounds. "It's okay, baby. Kelly's gonna help. This is all for you." Then she gave my cock a squeeze and said to me softly, "And for you, too, lucky boy."
In my haze of lust, I glanced over at Kelly again. Both spaghetti straps had now dropped off her thin shoulders, and both of her little breasts were quite fully exposed to me as the dress hung down. But Kelly only smiled at me before looking back down at her hand on my cock, determined to help her roommate fit it in.
Pam grunted breathlessly, "Fine...okay, Kel, just...just get it in me...now...please!"
"You got it, Pammy," Kelly responded. Still grasping me firmly with one hand, Kelly gently nudged Pam down with her other. "There you go, sweetie, slowly now...ease down on him. Get it in there...."
A couple of inches went in easily enough, and in another moment we were about a third in, and then that famous halfway mark. Here Pam froze again, biting her lip. She began to tremble.
"Oh, Tom," she whimpered. "So...big. So big...oh, Kelly, he's so big."
"He is," Kelly said in a gentle voice. "He's very big, and this is your first one, honey, so just try to absorb it. Sink down a little more...there go you...a little more...just let your pussy flex around his shaft. Don't clench up."
How I could keep from blasting my cum right then and there was a miracle for the history books. Here I was, not just taking a young woman's cherry for the first time, I was doing it with the aid of this woman's totally hot Asian roommate who was helping by personally guiding my cock into my girlfriend's pussy. And the talking, this completely erotic talking! Words could not describe my sense of pleasure in this moment.
Further and further my cock disappeared deeper and deeper into Pam's vagina. As Pam sank down onto me, Kelly's grasp loosened from a full tight grip to no more than a couple of fingers as there was less exposed shaft to hold. I started to realize that, at this point, there was no need for Kelly to hold me, I was quite deep enough inside Pam. But if Kelly wanted to keep her hand there, I sure the fuck was NOT going to protest.
In fact, as Pam was now almost fully impaled onto my penis, her crotch touched down against Kelly's hand, which flattened and then cupped around my balls, sending a new shudder of pleasure racing through my body. Kelly herself groaned in satisfaction when she sensed my reaction. Slowly, reluctantly, she slid her hand back, providing no further obstruction for the final plunge. When Kelly pulled her hand back, it glistened with the combined fluids of both Pam and myself. Staring right at me, Kelly licked at this hand.
"You're on your own now, kids," she said, licking her lips.
With a final intake of breath by both Pam and myself, my girlfriend finally dropped all of her weight on me, driving the last half-inch of cock fully into her tight pussy. We both groaned and clutched at each other, holding tight and allowing the moment to last. We heard Kelly cheer and clap. Pam turned to her, a tear running down her cheek.
"Thank you, Kelly," she said. "This is wonderful." She turned and caressed my face. "You, Tom...you are wonderful."
I managed a smile back. "This is...a wonderful gift, Pam...thank you."
Kelly sniffled back tears of her own. "This is so adorable, you two. It's so erotic and sexual and...beautiful!"
Pam smiled at me. "Let's see what we can do now."
Slowly up...slowly down...Pam began to move her body, taking me in and out of her with her gentle movements. It was sensational, just amazingly wonderful. I knew that my orgasm was about to burst beyond my control, and my instincts demanded that I match Pam's downward movements with strong upward thrusts, but I somehow managed to regain control of my instincts, determined now to let this exquisite torture to last as long as possible.
I reached up and traced my fingers along Pam's breasts and nipples before grasping them fully. She sighed and moaned between grimaces. She assured me that she felt no pain; it was just very, very tight. I heard Kelly shifting on the couch again, and when I looked over I was shocked to see that she had allowed her dress to drop completely to her waist, exposing her entire naked upper torso to me. What's more, she was pulling the hem of the dress up, finally revealing to me that yes, she was wearing panties, but they were so incredibly skimpy that she merely had to pull a thin piece of black material aside to expose the naked lips of her fully shaved pussy.
"I'm sorry," she was saying. "You just have to let me experience this pleasure with you."
When Pam saw what she was doing, she only smiled. "It's okay, Kelly...please pleasure yourself. Please share the gift that we are all enjoying."
Pam's sentence was hardly finished before Kelly had driven two or possibly even three fingers into her pussy, and she vigorously played with herself, watching through narrowed, lustful eyes as Pam and I continued fucking in front of her.
"Oh...oh, Pam," I moaned by way of warning. I was too close now. The point of no return was approaching.
Pam began panting more and more loudly. "It's okay, baby...it's okay. I think...yes, I think I'm...I think I'm going to cum too!" She sounded surprised. But it was a very pleasant surprise, and then she was shouting. "Oh, fuck yes! Tom! My first time with you...and I'm gonna...I'm gonna—"
Kelly shouted, her own moans of pleasure filling the room. "Yes, Pammy! Cum for him! Cum for Tom! I'm cumming too!"
Pam screamed out, "Yes! It's happening! Oh my God, it's so gooooooood!"
As tight as Pam already was, it suddenly felt as if a vice-grip had clamped down on my shaft; this was the feeling of Pam cumming above me. And with Kelly's screams about her own orgasm splitting my eardrums, I finally felt my own balls erupt and blast forth an enormous load of white-hot semen, deep, ever so fucking deep into my beautiful girlfriend's womb.
Spasms...convulsions...screams of ecstasy. For several seconds we all succumbed with apoplectic pleasure as our nervous systems became overwhelmed with pleasure. When I was able to open my eyes, I looked down to see my white sperm oozing out from Pam's pussy and around my cock and balls, for there was no way her little cunt could contain that much spunk at the same time as my cock. When I looked up at Pam she was smiling down at me, her face now shiny with sweat. Still breathless, she mouthed "Thank you" to me, and I leaned up to kiss her tenderly before sinking back.
Pam allowed her body to drop completely onto me. My cock was still fairly rigid in its post-orgasmic state, and it remained fully impaled within Pam's cunt. She put her head on my chest and we both turned to watch Kelly who'd leaned back against the armrest of the couch. Her legs were spread, and we could both see right up to where her wet pussy dripped with her own lubrication. Christ, what a sexy sight.
Sensing the attention on her, Kelly allowed her eyes to flutter open, and she raised her head toward us. She grinned. "Hi, guys." We grinned back at her. She looked down at her own body. "Shit, I should take this dress off before completely I ruin it." She sat up and wiggled out of the thing before carefully folding it once and setting it on a side table. I studied her long slender body. It was flawless. Just amazing skin, wonderfully proportioned. Her breasts protruded sharply outward no matter what direction she was facing, up or down, and her nipples seemed perpetually hard. I continued to stare as Kelly flicked at one of the strings of her flimsy panties. She said, "These are pretty useless now too, aren't they?" In seconds, they were off as well, and there were now officially three 100% naked people on the couch.
Pam shifted slightly, wincing as she did so. "I'm sorry, Tom," she said. "It's...beginning to hurt a little now."
"Oh, I'm sorry," I said, coming to my senses. I helped lift her gently as she worked her hips off of mine, and for the third time that night we all heard the sound of my cock slapping against my stomach.
"You're still kinda hard," Kelly said. "Impressive."
Despite what we'd all just been through, I blushed. "Thanks."
Pam scooted back over into the corner of the couch, pulling me against her. She seemed to ponder something for a moment, glancing between Kelly and me a couple of times. But finally she reached a hand out and beckoned Kelly to us. In the next moment, I found myself relaxing on the huge couch with my arm around Pam on my right, and Kelly on my left. For their part, they both turned in toward me, each symmetrically sliding a leg up my thighs until their knees touched on either side of my now semi-flaccid cock. For my part, I'd managed to allow my hands to rest gently on one breast of each girl.
In a dreamy voice Kelly asked, "So, Pammy...how was your first time?"
"Wonderful," Pam replied, her tone equally drowsy. "Just wonderful. I love the feeling of Tom's cum squishing inside me, keeping my thighs wet."
"Well," Kelly said, "when you're ready for more, just let me know. I still need to teach you how to suck a man's cock!"
Pam giggled as she began to doze. "Oh...I can't wait...."
"Neither can I," I finally said and the two girls tightened their embraces around me. With such powerful orgasms having flowed through us, it was easy and even quite relaxing to doze off with them.
In fact, we did actually mellow into an after-sex nap...but only a short one. It wasn't long before I was awake and re-aroused at the fact that I was reclining between two hot naked chicks! I could hear the gentle breath of each girl as they dozed against me. I tried not to stir, but Kelly must of sensed that I was awake, because she lifted her head to look at me.
We smiled silently to each other. She leaned forward and kissed me. I kissed back, and our tongues twirled together. I very much enjoyed kissing Pam, and her lips were always happy to receive mine, but Kelly was a girl who REALLY knew how to kiss. It was as if she could channel raw sexual energy into me with just her lips and tongue. I was disappointed when Kelly broke the kiss only minute later, but I knew there was something more to come because she was smiling at me.



We both glanced at Pam, but she was still in a light sleep, her cute little mouth slightly open. Her first act of intercourse had really taken it out of her. When I turned back to Kelly she had already turned away from me and was looking down at my cock. It was almost fully hard again. Kelly seemed to nod to herself and then began lowering her head down my torso, one of her pigtails trailing lightly along my skin.
As her face got closer to my penis, Kelly reached up with one hand and grasped my shaft lightly. It was enough to draw the last required amount of blood into my loins to make me fully rigid. Kelly smiled at this, glanced back at me, winked, then turned and went to work.
She teased me at first, allowing only her warm breath to flow over the tip of my cock. I could almost feel an electric current crossing from her moist lips because she was getting them so damned close to my erection, a matter of a couple of millimeters! All the while she was slowly, very slowly working the skin of my shaft around with her hand. Then the first touch of the tip of her tongue connected, just the slightest glancing flick, causing my cock to give a strong involuntary twinge.
"See that?" Kelly murmured quietly.
I was about to answer to the obvious when I was surprised to hear Pam's lustful voice.
"Yes, that was amazing."
I turned to look at her, my heart pounding. In a complete twist of ironic morality, I suddenly felt a twang of honest guilt at letting another woman touch me sexually. Because she'd been asleep it had been as if Kelly and I were on our own. But of course we weren't and I was being an idiot. Nevertheless, it was a relief to see that Pam had in fact been aware of what was going on for several minutes now, and as if to confirm for me that what was going on was okay, she leaned up and kissed me.
"Enjoy it," she said softly. "Kelly's going to teach me how to pleasure you, Tom."
"That I am," Kelly said, turning back to my cock.
She went back to her teasing again, a light rub here, a gentle kiss there, a quick lick thrown in, all around the highly sensitive tip and underside of the head. With Pam and I both studying closely, Kelly spent a good ten minutes or so just barely brushing her lips and tongue around my cock as her hand continued it's gentle massaging. At this point I was in full plateau again, flexing my cock from time to time and causing fresh amounts of precum to bubble up from the tip. Kelly enjoyed tasting these fresh samples but allowed most of it to drizzle down between her fingers, lubricating my entire cock.
With my left hand I reached out and began stroking Kelly's back, allowing my fingers to linger down along the crack of her ass as she remained bent over, servicing me. Kelly's ass was firm and soft at the same time, just a model of perfection. The tone of her skin was darker than mine, and definitely darker than Pam's.
My right arm was around Pam, who was resting her head on my chest and watching Kelly perform. I was able to trace the fingers of my right hand up and down Pam's side, lingering on her right breast as lovingly as I was lingering along Kelly's ass. It was almost too difficult to process the pure erotica unfolding before me—and on me.
"And now," Kelly said, "to reward our boy for enduring all my teasing."
She now began to allow her mouth and tongue to linger around the head of my penis. It was as if she was determined to suck me in only a fraction of an inch at a time. If I hadn't cum a little earlier this evening, I think I would've ruined the lesson now by spewing a massive load in her face. Fortunately, I was able to hold out, and as Kelly said, it was definitely rewarding.
Finally, the fractions began adding up and soon I was encountering the amazing, completely experienced performance of a girl who really, REALLY knew how to give head. I looked down and watched the girl work. Her head was now steadily bobbing up and down on my hard shaft. Her pig tails swayed. As was readily admitted by both girls earlier tonight, I was a pretty good size down there, but Kelly was managing to engulf a good three-quarters of my cock into her mouth with each downward bob. For the rest she expertly used her hand, allowing her saliva and my precum to keep my cock nice and moist. The combined sensation was as if Kelly was able to get her entire mouth around me, and I...was...in...HEAVEN.
From time to time, Kelly would raise herself completely off of me to explain her technique to a very attentive Pam. But to keep me 100% stimulated, Kelly never stopped the up and down corkscrewing motion of her hand on my shaft.
After another several minutes, Kelly asked, "Pammy, are you ready to try?"
"Yes! Please let me!"
Still pumping me with her hand, Kelly backed her head away a bit and said, "Come on down here, girl." Pam obeyed and Kelly kept guiding her. "For now just see if you can get your mouth around the head—I'll keep stroking him like this. There. There you go. Yes, it's going to feel a little weird at first, but I promise you he'll enjoy it. Won't you, Tommy?
"Oh, yes!"
"I hope so," said Pam, lifting herself off me for a moment. "I promise I'll practice as much as I can and do it really well for you, baby."
"You're doing just fine," I assured her. "It's wonderful."
Pam smiled at me, then turned back to her "practice." In truth, her inexperienced attempts to suck a few inches of my cock into her tiny mouth were a little clumsy, but I was already unbelievably stimulated and hovering just this side of an orgasm, so I was in no way complaining. Besides, to add to the mental and physical stimulation of all this, there was still Kelly using her hand on me. She had even shifted somewhat so she could use her other hand to begin massaging my balls, too.
On and on, up and down, my marathon blow job continued. Kelly was mindful of her roll as a teacher and did a great job of coaching Pam the whole time. A little lighter here, a little bolder there. Work your tongue this way, now see if you can use your hand. On and on. But before I could get quite far enough for my autonomic nervous system to trigger its orgasm Pam stopped sucking me and leaned back, working her jaw up and down.
"I'm sorry, baby," she said. "You're just so big. It's like sucking on the bottom end of a Coke bottle."
I chuckled and stroked her face and hair. "Baby, trust me, it's okay. I feel SO good right now."
Kelly said, "Pammy, I can finish him off for you if you'd like. Or are you ready to try making love again?"
Pam said, "Mmm, I can't wait to be able to make love with Tom for hours and days at a time. But I'm just...a little sore still."
I held my breath for a moment. If I wasn't going to get to fuck Pam again, then I was hoping desperately that Pam would allow Kelly to make me cum with her mouth. Lord knew, it wouldn't take long, not with my level of arousal or Kelly's highly talented tongue.
But Pam surprised me by offering something even better: "Kelly, you should experience Tom...inside you."
Both Kelly and I said, "What?"
Pam reached out and touched both of us, smiling. "We've all experienced so much together. And Kelly, you really taught me some great techniques to make Tom feel so good. I can't wait to have him to myself again sometime soon so we can continue to explore one another. But you deserve to feel good, too. Even though Tom's cock is the first I've felt inside me, I just know it's a very, very special cock."
Kelly licked her lips, and I was pleased to see she was open to the idea. But she shook her head. "Pam, what we've done so far is definitely nice and kinky, but I think you deserve your boyfriend's cock for just your own wonderful pussy right now. You don't have to let me have him."
"I know," said Pam. "But I gave it some thought. I mean, look at what we've shared so far. And if we ever get into a situation like this again, there will always be that curiosity between you two. I'd rather you share that experience now, with me here, with all of us feeling the magic of this evening." Pam looked at me directly and said, "Consider this just another part of my gift to you."
Kelly and I looked at each other, then back to Pam. Again Pam leaned forward and kissed me, then she leaned over further and kissed Kelly. In the eroticism of the moment I wondered hopefully if it was going to be a really sexual kiss, but it turned out to be only one of affection. As Pam backed away, she took Kelly's hand and placed it on my cock once more.
"Take it, Kelly. Feel it. Enjoy it."
"Oh, Pammy," Kelly said, tears in her eyes. She looked at me. "May I, Tom? May I feel your wonderful cock inside me?"
"Yeah, baby. It's all for you."
Kelly didn't nee to be told twice. She immediately swung her leg over my middle, assuming the same position Pam had been when I'd taken her virginity earlier. Kelly lowered herself down and reached for my cock, aiming it up at her pussy. She paused just as the tip of my penis was touching her smooth moist labia. She looked at Pam, who nodded. Then she looked at me.
"Here we go, big boy."
Down, down she lowered herself onto me, and I was pleased to feel that she was incredibly well lubricated. Being much more experienced with sex, Kelly was able to sink down directly onto my hips, quickly burying me inside her to the hilt.
"Oh, fuck!" Kelly cried. "That IS huge! My God!"
Pam actually squealed with delight and clapped her hands. "I told you!"
Kelly wasted no time in pumping herself up and down. She grunted, and through clenched teeth she said, "You like that, Tommy? You like this Asian bitch fucking you now?"
"Oh, fuck yeah!" I shouted.
This wasn't going to be gentle and loving like it was with Pam. This was going to be a serious fuck. Perhaps Pam would record this as another "lesson." This is how you fuck a boy's brains out.
For my part, I simply did my best to hang on and hold out for at least a few more minutes to experience this amazing Asian beauty while it lasted. I clutched her hips and steadied her bouncing body, feeling a jolt of pleasure with each downward thrust of her hips. Before long, Kelly stopped bouncing and began grinding, leaning her shoulders forward and really getting into the rhythm.
Somehow during this whole thing I managed to glance over at Pam, who was once again studying the scene with open interest. She was staring directly at Kelly's hips, amazed at how the experienced teacher could gyrate her body in such an erotic way. I couldn't wait for Pam to learn this technique, because it was absolutely working. I could feel the tell-tale tightening of my scrotum as the sperm in there began signaling it's pending release.
"Getting...close," I grunted. I wanted to give Kelly at least some kind of warning in case she didn't want me to ejaculate inside her. I would've been surprised if this naughty girl wasn't on some kind of birth control, but at least no one could say I was inconsiderate.
Kelly didn't disappointed me. She said, "You just shoot that cum inside me when you're good and ready, Tom. I certainly am not—oh God here it comes—I'm certainly not waiting—not waiting for YOU!"
Kelly bellowed out a deep throated full-bodied scream of pleasure, and I felt her cunt contract tightly around my cock. She was awash in her own powerful orgasm, and there was no way I would survive this without one of my own. As Kelly shoved her hips heavily down against mine I unloaded my second massive load of sperm into my second girl of the night.
"Oh yes, baby!" Kelly screamed. "I can feel that hot cum up in my guts!"
I was cumming. Kelly was cumming. Pam was cheering! The seconds turned into a minute, then two, before we finally started settling down. Kelly slumped against me and threw her arms around my neck, kissing me and panting heavily into my ear.
"That was fucking great, Tom. Pam is going to seriously enjoy your cock for a long, long time, I just know it."
"I will," Pam cheerfully chimed in, sitting next to us, still quite naked and adorably cute as she sat cross-legged on the couch, facing us, letting us see her pretty pink pussy.
I was simply speechless. Two girls at the same time. It just didn't get any better than this. I couldn't believe how open and willing Pam was about this. I was definitely falling in love with this girl. Hell, if there was the chance of more scenes like what had just played out tonight, I could fall in love with BOTH girls. Of course, equating hot sex with true love wasn't exactly very smart, but one thing was simple: I WANTED them.
Kelly, however, wanted something else right now. Glancing down at our sweaty, sticky bodies she said, "Kids, we need a shower."
Pam nodded. "That sounds nice."
I merely smiled. More naked time with the girls? If you insist.
Kelly began pulling herself off of me, and we both let out a gasp of playful disappointment when my penis finally dropped out of her pussy and flopped back onto my belly. A sizable glob of my cum oozed out of her and drizzled warmly onto my thigh.
In a bit of a daze, we three naked lovers padded into the bathroom. Pam went over to turn on the water. Kelly said, "I'm sorry, guys, I sort of had to pee since I got home."
Without further ceremony, Kelly sat on the toilet and let out a stream of urine mixed with semen. Pam and I semi-discreetly averted our eyes, though I found this strangely intriguing. It reminded me that I had now seen a number of women pee around me in the last several months. My aunt, my cousin, her friend...and now Kelly. Was it just coincidence?
The bathroom was surprisingly large for a city apartment, with a huge tub/shower combination. Pam had a nice warm flow of water blasting into the tub from the showerhead. I stepped over to where Pam was testing the water with her hand. I embraced her from behind, enjoying the feeling of our naked skin touching. She cooed softly to my touch.
When Kelly was finished with the toilet she joined us, and together we stepped into the tub. For a few minutes we allowed the water to cascade down on us, each helping another get nice and wet. I reached for the soap and shampoo, and Kelly and I first washed, soaped and rinsed Pam. Then Pam and I washed Kelly. Eventually the two girls joined forces to lather me up, and I basked in this attention, hoping it would never end, even if I turned into a wrinkled prune.
Not it was as if we HAD to remain touching, we felt compelled to remain in continuous physical contact. It was sensual but not overtly erotic at first. In fact, it was beautiful. But as the girls rinsed the soap and shampoo from my body, my penis began to react. Despite having had two orgasms in the last hour, I was between the two women in the massive shower/tub, naked and wet. The funny thing was, I honestly hadn't even realized it. It wasn't until I saw Pam staring quietly down at my crotch that I realized what was happening.
We all sat down in the tub, letting the water rain upon us.
Cuddling in the tub with the ladies, I didn't want them to think I was doing this purely for sexual reasons. I truly and deeply loved these women now, and I wanted to be here to protect, be a man for them.
I was completely erect again. For some reason, I felt compelled to say, "I'm sorry, Pam. Just ignore it."
She leaned over to my and kissed me gently. "It's okay, Tom."
Kelly leaned forward as well, kissing my neck. "You're wonderful, Tom. You too, Pam."
We all embraced again, our hearts swelling. But my penis was swelling, too, although I really did try to will the thing back down. It was no use, but then Pam and Kelly reached down at the same time and began to slowly stroke my penis, intertwining their fingers over the shaft. They smiled at each other, then at me, leaning against each other as they pumped with just the right amount of pressure. After a few minutes I said, "I love you both," as I ejaculated.
The girls rinsed the semen from my penis and their hands, and a few minutes later we all got out of the tub, helped each other to dry off, then climbed into bed, snuggling into each other's nudity and warmth, and drifted off to sleep.
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SUNDAY MORNING
Fresh out of the shower, I used a washcloth to wipe the condensation off the bathroom mirror, wondering if I could still make eye contact with my own reflection. What had transpired over roughly the last 36 hours would change my life forever. And not just mine. There could be no going back. Could I live with myself? Could I continue doing what I had just done?
As I began to ponder this existential line of thought, I felt a pair of soft slender hands graze along my naked midsection from behind. One hand reached up along my still-wet chest; the other reached lower and gently circled its slender fingers around the shaft of my long, flaccid penis. I looked down and watched that little hand, and my penis began to thicken once again.
Could I live with myself? Yes.
Then I felt the girl press her moist naked body against me from behind. I caught her reflection as she peeked around, her hair still as wet as mine from the shower we'd just shared.
My daughter smiled at my reflection, and I smiled back.
Could I continue doing what I had just done? Yes.
But I should back up, my friend, and start from the beginning...
LAST MONDAY
Very shortly after my daughter Cait had turned 18, my wife and I began discussing how we needed to have certain "parental conversations" with our only child. Yes, it seemed a little late in the game considering our daughter was already well into her teens, but we justified our procrastination by the fact that Cait had been home-schooled throughout her elementary years, then had attended a prestigious all-girls private boarding academy for high school. With such close monitoring and "protection" from the temptation of the public school system, we had turned out an extremely bright and very capable young women. Intellectually she was light-years beyond any other girl her age. But in the "ways of the world" she was shockingly innocent.
My wife Heather had attended every one of our daughter's gynecological examinations over the years, and she was 100% sure Cait was still a virgin. And we had very good reason to believe that Cait had never so much as kissed a boy let alone done anything remotely sexual with one. You may think, my friend, that we kept a short leash on Cait during her home-schooling and boarding school years, but the fact was that we actually gave her as much freedom and privacy as we could. We simply didn't want to subject her to a questionable education from the public school system. And Cait has always been open and honest and quite close to us. Never had there ever so much as a hint of rebellion or otherwise typical teenage resistance toward either Heather or me. But now Cait was 18. She had been accepted into a top-tier university, and reality was setting in: our little girl would be moving out soon.
"Adam," my wife said as we were getting ready for bed for the night, "we still need to cover a few things with Cait before she's off to college."
"Like what?" I asked, pretending not to know what she was talking about, as if that might prevent the inevitable.
I had just finished brushing my teeth and was stripping down for bed. I always sleep nude. My wife was wearing her typical "pajamas" of just panties and an old soft t-shirt. She was sitting up in bed, looking up at me from the puzzle she'd been doing on her iPad. I enjoyed the domesticated view. I loved my wife very much, and at 42 she was still quite beautiful. While she no longer had the thinner 22-year body I had married, she kept in pretty good shape and still had large glorious breasts, which I still enjoyed staring at when I couldn't feel them.
"Oh Adam," she giggled, blushing. "This is an important topic. I can't have it with you standing there completely naked! Get into bed." I grinned and slid under the covers beside her. She closed the cover over her iPad and continued, "We need to talk to Cait about what to expect in college. In the real world."
"Like what?" I asked again. I kind of knew what she was talking about, of course, but I knew I could no longer be childishly naïve.
"You know...like boys...sex...and drinking."
I grimaced. "You don't think she's aware of those things, my dear?"
"Of course I know she's aware of those things, darling! But, well, I feel obligated to give her a very specific and serious talk about it." She sighed, then continued. "I'm realizing that we kept her from facing the reality of such temptations with the education we've given her. When she starts up college she'll suddenly be surrounded by literally thousands of kids her age, half of them boys! The novelty of that, plus the ease of getting booze or drugs at college parties, may overwhelm her."
I reached up and stroked my wife's hair. "Cait's been very easygoing and trustworthy all these hears, honey. I don't think you're giving her enough credit. I'm sure all we have to do is discuss this over dinner tomorrow, remind her that the next phase of her schooling will be much different, full of temptations, but that we love and trust her to make the right decisions. She will respect that."
Heather looked down for a moment, then back up at me. "We do fully trust her, Adam, and I'm sure she knows that already. But think about how we behaved in our college years. Both of us came from pretty stable family situations, white picket fences and all that, and yet I know we both went a little nuts in college! I know about the girls you slept with before we started dating, and we were both drunk off our asses more than once!"
"And look how we turned out," I insisted, lightheartedly. "You're one of the top realtors in the state, and I'm a vice president in my company! There is no reason to think that Cait will be any less successful, and we can't be so naïve as to think she'll never be curious about tasting a beer or doing one of those disgusting Jell-O shots or kissing a boy!"
Heather thought about this, absently nodding a little to my logic. But she still had her mind set on something. She said, "I acknowledge that Cait will experience this in college. And we can assume that she's very curious about it. But I think we can de-mystify it a little before she moves out. We need to sit her down and give her a lecture about the risks and dangers of sex...and drinking or drugs."
I chuckled, "You want to give our daughter the "Birds and the Bees" speech?" It seemed a little silly now that Cait was 18.
But Heather was quite serious: "Yes. The Birds and the Bees...and Booze." I raised my eyebrows, and she continued. "It's the Twenty-First Century, and she's 18, so I'm not suggesting we need get as basic as explaining what a penis and a vagina are for. But we need to ensure that she's fully aware of the finer details of sex, especially unprotected sex, in the real world."
"Okay," was all I could really say at the moment. It was weird to think how that conversation would go. And oddly enough, I felt me penis stir just a bit. Well, I was now thinking about sex, and it had been a few days since my wife and I had last made love. So I was naturally becoming aroused. However, it was a good thing Heather had asked me to get into bed before discussing this. I didn't want her to think I was getting an erection caused by a theoretical a sex-talk with my own daughter...
"...so she can get it out of her system."
I blinked. "I'm sorry, what?" I'd zoned out for a moment, not realizing Heather was still talking.
"I said, I think we should go ahead and let her try drinking. Here at home. In a controlled environment so she can get it out of her system."
"Really?"
"Sure. Let her have a beer, some wine. Hell, make her one of your martinis if you'd like. If she wants to know what it's like to get drunk, she should do it here, where we can keep an eye on her."
I laughed. "That would be hilarious."
Heather couldn't help but smile as well. "It would be amusing to see our prim little straight-laced daughter get tipsy. But in a way, I almost want her to get really drunk, so she can get sick, wake up with a lousy hangover, then decide that such stupidity is actually no fun!"
I shrugged eventual agreement. "I suppose it would be fun to kick back and sip a martini with Cait in the den. Like a right of passage for her."
"Good," Heather said. "You can do that this Friday."
"Why then?"
"Well, it's a Friday night, so the two of you can sleep your hangovers off all weekend."
"I suppose that makes sense—wait," I looked at her. "What do you mean 'you?' Shouldn't there be a 'we' in that?"
"Adam, you know I have my real estate training retreat in Palm Springs this weekend."
"Why don't we just wait until we can all be together?"
"Because I know I would just cry my eyes out watching Cait get drunk. I'd be a party-pooper."
It was my turn to sigh. But I supposed it would be an interesting way to bond with my daughter. So I nodded. "Okay, I guess."
Heather smiled. "Oh good. Then go ahead and have the sex talk, too."
"Excuse me?"
"You know I'd break down trying to do that as well." Indeed, Heather's eyes were already welling up. "It just breaks my heart knowing our little girl is growing up and will soon be dating boys."
I thought about it for a minute. Having a drink with my daughter and discussing intercourse with her. My dick jumped a little, and I gave an embarrassed cough.
"Baby," I grunted, "Um...I really think you should be present for that particular conversation."
"Oh, you'll be fine, honey." She lightly bumped my shoulder with her first. "You know Cait's always been a daddy's girl. She'll listen to you, whereas she'd probably get shy and just roll her eyes at me. Besides, I have to do the hardest thing of all."
"Which is?"
"Tomorrow I'm taking Cait to fill her prescription for the Pill."
Again, my dick twitched. Why was it doing that?
I stammered, "Why the hell would she need that?!"
My wife said, "Insurance." When I just stared at her, she said, "I trust our daughter to make good decisions. But again...I know what we did in college. You just make sure you give her a good detailed speech about sex. And go ahead and let her raid your fancy little bar in the den. Get the mystique and the allure out of her head, and I know it'll have an impact."
With that, she leaned in and gave me a light kiss. "You're a good father, Adam. You'll take good care of our daughter."
Our conversation was now concluded. She kissed me again, and I kissed back. A moment later she was slipping out of her panties and t-shirt. She was pleasantly surprised at how rock-hard I was when she climbed on top of me, and probably a little disappointed at how quickly I came inside her just a few minutes later. But for some reason, I was just incredibly, inexplicably aroused that night...
FRIDAY
Earlier in the afternoon, Heather made her good-byes to catch her flight to California. She'd be returning Sunday evening. Cait may have been a daddy's girl, but of course she loved her mother very much and did not like the idea of not having all three of us together for the weekend. I had two ways to cheer her up. First, I was preparing one of my specialty dishes for our dinner that evening: roasted rack of lamb. Second, I was ready to offer her a drink.
"Cait, honey," I called from across the house, "can you join me in the den?"
"Sure, Daddy," I heard her muffled voice from her bedroom.
When she came in she was predictably wearing her favorite outfit for a night in: soft short shorts, and a cotton tank top. For some reason, I was suddenly realizing that she rarely bothered to wear a bra around the house, and tonight was no exception. For some reason, I was also noticing that, like her mother, Cait had developed some very sizable and well-rounded breasts.
It was time for a drink.
"What's up, Daddy?" Cait asked. "Dinner smells good. Lamb?"
"Yep."
She giggled. "Awesome! You know how much I love your lamb!" She even bounced a little on the balls of her feet, causing her breasts to—
Yes, definitely time for a drink, my good friend!
"Honey," I said, "You know how Daddy likes to occasionally enjoy a traditional cocktail before dinner?"
"Of course."
"How would you like one too?"
Her eyes went wide. "Really?"
"Sure," I said. "It's about time you try it, since I know you'll be tempted to in college."
"Oh, Daddy!"
"No, no, don't deny it. You know it's true. And, really, it's okay, honey. But your mom and I thought it would be best for you to try it—to experiment—to satisfy your curiosity in a safe environment. What?"
She was giggling again. "MOM said I could drink?"
Her amusement was catching and I grinned. "Yes, believe it or not." Heather was a wonderful woman but a bit on the conservative side, fairly mild-mannered, so I realized it was quite a shock for Cait to hear that her straight-laced mother was cool with her drinking.
I started fixing a classic gin martini, fairly dry. I did the whole dance: shaking it, straining it into a frozen martini glass, then adding three olives. Although Cait had seen me make myself a drink any number of times, she was suddenly enraptured by what I was doing. It took on an all new level of interest for her now that she'd be able to have a drink too.
I held my glass to my lips and took a sip. "Ahh, nectar of the gods." I gestured her with the glass. "Want one?"
"Sure!"
I was about to make a second martini, but I had a sudden thought. "Cait, why don't you take a sip of mine first. See if you like it."
"Okay." It was cute to see her pad over to me in her bare feet then stand on her tippy toes, as if she had to drink it from my taller level. I lowered the glass a bit and she reached up, holding her hand over mine to guide the glass. She took a good sip.
And proceeded to gag and cough and back away quickly. "Yuck! Oh god, Daddy! How can you DRINK that?!"
"One sip at a time," I quipped with a grin. My hunch was correct: a straight gin martini is definitely NOT a beginner's drink. "Let me make you something sweeter and a little milder. I promise you'll like it."
She scrunched up her face at me for a bit, her beautiful nose still itching a bit from the blow of 94-proof Bombay Sapphire. But a moment later she smiled again and nodded. I brought out the ingredients for a classic Cosmopolitan. While still made with vodka, a hard alcohol, it would be much sweeter and milder than my own drink, and since it came in a martini glass my daughter and I could still have our more or less matching cocktails together.
I garnished her Cosmo with a very thin slice of orange, and handed it to her. Cait took a very, very tiny tentative sip...then another...then a much larger sip. She looked up at me, her eyes wide with astonishment. "That's amazing, Daddy! It's really, really good!"
"Awesome," I said, trying to sound cool like my daughter.
She emulated me in return: "Nectar of the gods!"
It was all so amusing, and I was quite tickled to be offering my little girl her first real drink. I raised my glass and she instinctively raised hers. "Cheers!" we both said simultaneously.
We moved to couch and kicked back side by side, sipping our cocktails and bantering over the sounds of Ella Fitzgerald, Dean Martin and Louis Armstrong via Pandora piping through the house's integrated sounds system. Mostly we discussed her pending move to college at the end of the summer, what dorm life would be like, whether she should trade in her car for a scooter (No!), and how Mom and I would cope without her. I liked how this conversation was going, because it would make it easier to carefully work toward the Birds and the Bees, or at least I hoped it would.
We finished our cocktails about the time dinner was ready to be served up. Cait was particularly giddy and giggly after just one drink, but of course this was only the beginning. As we sat in the dining room for dinner, I opened a nice bottle of Cristom "Mt. Jefferson Cuvée Willamette Valley" pinot noir, pouring a glass for each of us.
"Really, Daddy?" she asked, watching me pour.
"Might as well, kiddo," I said. "You enjoyed your first pre-dinner cocktail. Only fitting that you enjoy a fine wine with your meal."
"Then by all means," she replied, doing her best impression of a character from Downton Abby, and taking her glass.
I raised mine for another toast. "Here's to my beautiful daughter, Cait. Yesterday a fresh graduate from high school, today Daddy's even more beautiful college co-ed!"
Cait blushed, and her eyes got a little moist, but she returned my toast, keeping her glass up. "Oh, Daddy, how could a girl ask for a better father. I love you!"
"I love you too, pumpkin."
We clinked glasses again and proceeded with our meal. The lamb was delicious, if I do say so myself, and the sides of roasted zucchini and red creamer potatoes with rosemary complimented the main dish superbly. It was all washed down freely with another couple of glasses of wine. By the time the dishes were cleared and thrown into the machine we also had an empty bottle on our hands. That translated to about two very full glasses of wine each. For me, that's pretty routine and absorbable. For Cait, it had her cheerful and chatty at an almost nonstop pace. To my relief, I could already tell she was going to be one of those cheerful and perpetually happy drunks, not a sulking brood like some people can get. Interestingly enough, Cait's mannerisms and speech patterns seemed to be reverting slightly, like when she was a much younger and even more affectionate girl of 13 or 14.
When the table was cleared Cait asked what we were going to watch on TV, a routine go-to on any other regular Friday night. However, tonight I had my mission so I suggested we retreat back into the den where the couch was actually more comfortable than the one in the living room, but more importantly that's also where the bar was.
I strolled over to the bar, and Cait hopped on the couch, tucking her legs under her rump and watching me with a particular glow. I knew she was quite buzzed, but beyond that she seemed to be looking at me in a whole new light. Her look was open, direct, and what I could only describe as dreamy. I leaned against the bar and returned her gaze. I could not help but realize that my little 18-year-old daughter was unbelievably beautiful, and I found the innocence of her youth as intoxicating as the drinks we'd been consuming.
"Cait," I managed to say, "I want to have a little talk with you. It's...well, it's definitely a grown-up talk, so if you don't mind I'm going to have myself a little after-dinner drink."
She smiled. "This is all so sophisticated, Daddy. First a pre-dinner cocktail, then wine with dinner, and now an after-dinner drink!"
I grinned at her observation as I poured myself a couple of fingers of Glenfiddich 18, "neat." I glanced up at her and said, "You've gone this far, ready to go the distance?"
"Sure!"
I got a second glass and dropped a couple of ice cubes into it. If any of my buddies saw me pour pricey 18-year-old single-malt scotch over ice rather than serving it neat they'd probably slap me in the face, but straight whiskey of any kind is rather potent to one who hasn't acquired the taste for it, so I made this sacrifice for Cait's portion.
I walked it over to her and said, "This is 18-year-old scotch, fitting for my 18-year-old girl."
Cait giggled again, causing prominent parts of her to jiggle. Why was I suddenly obsessed with looking at my own daughter's breasts? I suppose it was a byproduct of the anxiousness I was feeling about the "speech" I was going to be giving to her shortly. I now had no choice but to view my daughter as a sexual creature, a grown woman who could now have intercourse. I could close my eyes and instantly recall my cute little Cait as an innocent 13-year-old, running into the house screaming for Daddy to fix her scraped knee. Someday she would be screaming in ecstasy because a man's penis would be inside her...



"...but I can get used to it."
I blinked and refocused on her. "What?"
"I said, it's got kind of a funny taste, but I think I can get used to it." As if to prove it, she took another sip of her scotch.
I nodded in approval then went to sit next to her on the couch. As I sat, Cait seemed to lean away from me slightly, but it was only so she could untuck her legs and drape them over mind. She leaned back on a pillow and watched me, waiting to hear what I wanted to talk about. I glanced down at my glass to gather my thoughts. In a moment the glass moved out of focus as Cait's legs came into clarity. They were smooth and shapely, and I felt their warmth against my thighs through my jeans. Instinctively, as a caring father, I put one hand on her knee. It was as if I was touching my daughter for the very first time. Like I was touching a young, beautiful and sexy young woman for the first time.
I took another sip of scotch and said, "Cait, you know that college life will be unlike anything you've ever experienced in your life, right?"
"Of course, Daddy."
"That's one of the reasons we're giving you permission to drink tonight. And just you know, we can continue to drink until we both get nice and drunk."
She chuckled, "I think I'm halfway there already."
"Me too," I admitted. "But the point is, it's our way of helping you get one curiosity out of your system. No matter what kinds of rules of prohibition they try to put in place on college campuses, there is always booze. You'll go to a party and before you know it perfect strangers are shoving drinks in your hand left and right. You'll be tempted to fit in, to show that you can live a little..."
Cait leaned forward a little and place her hand over mine that was still on her knee. "Daddy, you don't have to worry about that, I promise. I intend to have fun in college, but I have no interest in going crazy like that."
"Good," I said. "But...but there are other things we're worried about."
"Like what?"
I patted her knee and took another sip. "Well, between homeschooling and an all-girls boarding academy, you...haven't really been around boys all that much."
Cait frowned. "Boys...I've heard of those creatures." When I glanced at her she broke out in a huge grin. "Jeez, Daddy, I think I can handle being in a classroom with both girls and boys now!"
"It's not the boys in the classroom your mother are and I are worried about, Cait. It's the boys in the dorm...in the quad...in the—well, in whatever social activities you do outside of class."
"What are you trying to say?" she asked. "I'm not supposed to interact with boys at all?"
"No, of course not," I said. "You can obviously interact with boys; it's just that your 'interactions' with them are likely to lead to activities other than conversation."
"Like what?" she asked simply. I looked at her. She studied my face for a moment, then her own took on a look of surprise and then mirth. She gave a quick giggle and said, "Oh my god, Daddy, are you trying to give me the Sex Talk?"
"Well..."
She laughed openly and straightened, swinging her legs from my lap, barely giving me time to clear them with my glass. As if suddenly a seasoned drinker, Cait gulped down the last of her scotch, set her glass down on the coffee table, then swung the other direction, into me, clutching my arm and side and stifling her giggles between my shoulder and the couch.
Her amusement was contagious, and I found myself grinning, but I managed to clear my throat and say, "Honey, I'm serious."
She looked up at me and wiped away a tear from her eye, still coming down from her giggles. "I'm sorry, Daddy, but this is just so cute."
"I'm sorry?"
"I mean, it's so cute watching you try to work up the courage to talk to me about that. Mom must have put you up to this, you poor thing."
I shrugged, taking another sip. "Would you rather be having this conversation with your mom?"
"Oh no," Cait insisted. "She'd be taking this way, way too seriously, and she'd probably just want to scare me with the threat of STDs or something."
"Well," I said, "that is part of what we should be discussing."
Cait's growing inebriation seemed to be causing her to exaggerate her emotions and movement. With sort of a sideways jump, she scooted her body directly next to mine so we were sitting side-by-side, touching shoulders, hips and legs, completely to one side of the couch. She reached up and turned my head toward her by the chin. She was giving my a teasingly serious look, but it was hard for her to keep down her grin.
"Daddy," she said, trying to sound serious though her eyes still twinkled with mirth. "I seriously hope you don't think that by now I know everything about the 'Birds and the Bees.' You can't possibly be worried that I know nothing about how babies are made or what the dangers of promiscuous sex are!"
"Well—"
"I may have been home schooled, Daddy, but I didn't grow up in a cave!"
We looked at each other and both broke out into open laughter at the absurdity of it all. I leaned forward a bit and kissed her forehead. I said, "Okay, I don't think we need to have a full-on biological lesson about the mechanics of mating. Obviously. But I guess you should look at this as an opportunity to ask your old man anything else you might be curious about when it comes to sex."
"Like what?" she asked. I suppose she was looking for context.
"Maybe you have questions about sexuality in general? Maybe you're curious about what boys think about when it comes to this sort of stuff. Maybe there's something about sex you've always wanted to know but couldn't find in books, or online."
"Hmm..." She frowned in conversation, glancing down at the drink in my hand. She reached out and took the glass, then she surprised me by tilting it back and swallowing the last gulp of scotch I had in it. She screwed her face up a little, surprised no doubt that my straight whiskey was more potent than her previous iced-down version. I chuckled at her, then took the glass and set it aside.
"Don't make fun," she said. Her buzz was clearly kicking in. Her words sounded just a bit thicker. "You said I can get drunk, and I plan to!"
Smiling, I said, "And I won't stop you."
"But only on one condition," she said.
"Name it."
"You get drunk with me!" We both laughed. "I'm serious! If you get to see what a fool I become when drunk, I get to see it in you too!"
"Don't move." I said. Playfully, she actually froze in place as I got up, grabbed the bottle of Glenfiddich then sat back in my original spot next to her. I re-filled both of our glasses with straight scotch, handed her a glass, and as we clinked I said, "Here's to being foolish." After a couple of sips I put my free arm around her. She leaned further into me, resting her head on my shoulder when not sipping her drink. We were silent for a few more minutes, and I began to wonder if my poor daughter had already overdone it. Was she about to pass out?
But she said, "You really will answer any question I ask? Now matter how graphic?"
"That's the deal," I said.
"Hmm..." She pondered again. "Then let's jump right into the deep end." She took another sip then said, "Do boys really get 'blue balls?'"
I took my own moment to take a sip. It was a graphic question, yes, but certainly something I could handle. I resolved myself to remain as neutral and objective as possible. If I acted any other way I was afraid she'd shy away from asking further questions.
With a perfectly calm tone I said, "That phenomenon does exist, yes."
"I read that boys get blue balls if they've been sexually stimulated for a long time but haven't been able to, you know..."
"You can say the word," I encouraged.
"Cum."
I glanced at her. I don't know why I was expecting her to say something more like "climax" or even "ejaculate." But the slang of "cum" would work just fine.
I said, "It can become very uncomfortable for a boy if steady sexual stimulation takes place for a long time without him being able to release...to cum."
"Does it really hurt?"
"It can be very uncomfortable, but it's never really as bad as a boy might make it out to be. It's just accentuated by his eagerness to cum."
"So would it be mean to do that to a boy? I mean, if I end up making out with a boy for a long time, and there's a lot of heavy petting, but I don't want to go all the way, is it mean to stop?"
"Absolutely not. You should never go further than you want. The boy will probably beg you to help him or something, but he'll get over it in a few minutes if you insist on stopping."
"Help him...you mean jerk him off? Give him a blowjob?"
I swallowed and realized my mouth was getting very dry. I cleared my throat and said, "That might be something the boy asks for, but again, you don't have to do anything you don't want to. And this sort of gets into the heart of the 'Sex Talk" I wanted to give you. The boy may try every trick in the book to convince you to pleasure him, but you don't have to do it."
"Unless I want to," she said simply.
"Unless you want to," I confirmed, since that was quite true.
"I suppose if I liked the boy, but didn't want to go all the way with him, I would do it. Give him a hand job, I guess."
"That would be very generous of you," I said, "but if you want to make it clear that you're not ready for the next step, better to let him calm down on his own."
She giggled. "Since he would probably just run home and masturbate," she said.
I giggled too. "Very likely."
"Do guys really masturbate as often as most reports say?"
"That would have to be a yes."
"How often do you masturbate, Daddy?"
I nearly dropped my glass. I carefully set it aside and looked at her. She glanced up at me.
"I'm sorry, Daddy, but you said I could ask you anything."
"I did, pumpkin, and you can. I was just surprised that the question was about me personally, not in general."
"Oh, I see." She paused. "So, does that mean you won't answer it?"
I tried to maintain my neutral tone. "Yes, I'll answer it, honey." I actually had to think about it for a moment. "I'd say I probably do it a few times a month, maybe slightly more often."
"Really? I read that lots of guys jerk off several times per week!"
"That's probably true in general, but I'm fortunate enough to be married to a woman who meets my sexual needs."
Cait turned slightly to look at my again. As she did so her elbow leaned down on my thigh. It seemed to be only then that I sensed my penis was not entirely flaccid.
She asked, "You have lots of sex with Mom?"
"Yes."
"How often?"
"About two or three times a week."
"Wow. Is that a regular amount?"
"Actually, I'd say that's pretty frequent for a couple who's been married as long as your mother and me. We both enjoy sex very much."
"So why do you still masturbate?"
I smiled at her. "Because it feels good."
"You'd rather use your hand than Mom's body?"
"I didn't say I prefer my hand, only that it feels good. Sometimes I'm in the mood and Mom's not around...so, I have a little fun with myself."
"Will you masturbate this weekend since Mom's not here to take care of you?"
For some reason, thinking about when I could next masturbate got the blood rushing, and I felt an erection really coming on. I was worried my daughter would feel it if her elbow moved slightly in the wrong direction. What would she think about her father having an erection at this precise moment? It was a scary thought.
I maintained my policy of perfect honesty and said, "Yes, I'm sure I will masturbate."
Cait lifted her elbow off of my thigh, which was good because it had been dangerously close to the stiffness in my crotch. But she did this only so that she could lean back and rest her head on my lap.
"Sorry, Daddy, I'm getting a little dizzy from the booze."
I swallowed, mouth dry again, and tried not to react as she got comfortable. She had been sitting on my right, so as she laid down on my lap her body was now lying perpendicularly to me, and her right ear was now closer to my crotch as her elbow had been.
"It's okay, my dear," I said, hearing the thickness now in my own voice.
Picking right back up where she'd left off, she asked, "Do boys think it's weird if girls masturbate too?"
"No, I don't think so."
"Good, because I like to masturbate."
"That's good," I found myself saying automatically. "It's healthy. It's normal."
Looking up at me, she said, "I'm glad you think so, Daddy."
Gently, I reached out and stroked a lock of her soft hair from her face. She smiled at me.
She asked, "Do you think you will masturbate when you go to bed tonight?
"Probably."
"I probably will too." Then she giggled. "How funny is that image: you and me both going to bed and masturbating!"
My cock throbbed and I wasn't sure if she'd felt it.
"That would indeed be funny," I managed to say.
She giggled some more. "We could leave our doors open and see who could cum the loudest!"
I laughed. "What would the neighbors think?"
"I would just shout, 'Don't be alarmed! It's just two people masturbating because it's healthy and natural!"
"You little smartass!" I chided mockingly, and without thinking I reached down to her belly and started tickling her, something I hadn't done since she was a very young girl. Cait immediately began squealing and squirming, and as I tickled her I could very clearly feel the back of her head pressing back against my erection. Because of the sudden movement and the fact that my daughter was now clearly drunk, I don't think she really knew what was bumping up against her head, but in any case it was short-lived because she began "fighting" back, launching a major tickling counter-offensive.
The tickling became epic and we were all over the couch before tumbling onto the floor. The whole time she was still teasing about who would be the better masturbator: "I bet I can cum louder than you, Daddy!" And she started doing her best recreation of Meg Ryan from When Sally Met Harry.
Never one to give up on a challenge I shouted back, "I'll cum like a goddamned animal! I'll blow a hole in the ceiling!" I began bellowing and howling in my own pathetic attempt of an exaggerated orgasm.
As we rolled around the floor the tickling continued. We were both red in the face, tears streaming, mock orgasms being verbalized at the top of our lungs. At one point I sat up on my knees and raised my hands like claws, indicating I was going in for the Double-Sided Rib Tickle Attack. Cait screamed in mock horror and curled up into a defensive ball as my hands came down. I had expected that my hands would collide with her back, but at the last second she twisted the other way, and in the very next second my two hands were very firmly clutching my own daughter's sizable breasts.
We froze.
I stared at her. She stared at me.
To my amazement, however, Cait in her drunken haze seemed to consider this all still part of the game. She burst out laughing and said, "Oh, yeah? Two can play at that game!" And with that, she freed one of her own hands and very firmly and directly gripped my crotch, catching much of my shaft in her little hand.
We froze again. And not just because of surprise this time. It was because I was fully erect.
And she knew it.
The laughter and the giggling died instantly. The room became very quiet save for Frank Sinatra very ironically crooning the lyric "Why don't you take all of me" over the sound system.
Still gripping me, Cait whispered, "Daddy...you're...you're hard."
I gulped, and I felt like my stomach was turning inside-out. We had gone too far.
"Cait," I stammered," honey...I'm sorry."
"Are you hard because of...because of me?"
I looked into her beautiful innocent face. "It's the situation, I guess," I said in a weak voice. "I mean...lots of sex talk..." I trailed off, pathetically unable to think of anything else to say.
Cait broke her gaze from mine only to review our current situation. Amazingly, I was still gripping her breasts. She was still gripping me crotch.
I saw her lips start moving, but I couldn't hear her.
"What is it, honey?" I asked.
Her whisper got just a little louder, barely audible: "I want to see it."
"See what, honey?"
She answered by giving my cock a distinct squeeze. I felt my eyes go wide, my jaw slacken, until I was staring at her open-mouthed.
"May I see it?" she asked, more directly this time.
Every fiber of logic in my brain fired up in full Red Alert, telling me as a father to get up and walk out of this room right now. Right goddamned now. But there was also the little boy, the little boy with blue balls who was desperate to cum.
"Do you know what you're asking?" I said, gaining a degree of authority back in my voice.
She didn't hesitate: "Yes."
I straightened up again, and only as I did this did I finally release my grip from Cait's breasts. They swayed and wiggled back into a resting position, still pert and sizable despite her being on her back. Cait let out a little sigh as I released my grip.
I was on my knees again. I straightened a little more and Cait's grip on my crotch went away. She stared at me, and I stared at her. It was if our minds were locked together, melding into a commitment that would change the very scope of our existence together. I almost didn't even register my own hands reaching for my belt. It came off smoothly, and I was unbuttoned in the next instant. It was at the sound of my zipper that my daughter finally broke her gaze from my face and toward my crotch.
I pushed my jeans down a little, revealing my black brief underwear, clearly bulging with my engorged cock. Here I paused one more time. There was still a point, right now, to back away. She still hadn't seen anything.
"Please," she whispered.
Oh Jesus...
I put my thumbs into the waistband of my briefs and began to pull down...down and a little further until now very clearly before my own daughter I had just exposed the purple head of my stiff penis. Cait never took her eyes off it, and I moved my own gaze from her face to her chest. Her large breasts, hardened nipples clearly defined under the soft cotton, were moving up and down faster as her breathing quickened.
I continued to pull down, down a little further, and a moment later I could feel the slightly cool air of the room making contact with the full shaft of my erect cock, as well as the full swollen roundness of my testicles. I dropped my hands to give my girl full visual access from the thing that had helped conceive her 18 years ago.
"Oh my god," she said softly. "It's beautiful, Daddy!"
It was at this point, my good friend, that I lost all lingering sense of control, and I was suddenly on top of my daughter, clutching her tightly and crushing my mouth to hers. Despite her inexperience and virginity at any form of lovemaking her instincts as a woman took over, and for several minutes we made out like two of the horniest most desperate lovers in the world. It took only a few minutes for Cait to figure out how we could best intertwine our tongues, and as I clutched and kneaded her breasts for the second time I felt her hands roam lower down on me. With my pants and underwear down around the middle of my thighs she had unfettered access to my ass, cock and balls, and she explored vivaciously.
The whole time, in those brief half-seconds where our mouths were not closed around each other, I could hear her gasp, "Oh, Daddy! Oh, Daddy!"
Ever eager to have my way with this girl, complete animal instincts taking over, I leaned up again, gripped the edges of her flimsy tank-top, and ripped it into two large shreds. My girl's young breasts seem to explode from under the material, and with only the slightest pause to take in their massive beauty, I dove in with my mouth, taking her hard nipples between my teeth and drawing yelps of astonished pleasure from Cait.



Despite never having done anything like this before I could feel Cait desperately trying to match my physical passion with her own. She finally got another solid grip on the shaft of my penis and begin to stroke quickly, clumsily, no doubt trying to mimic what she'd seen in a pornographic Internet video or book. I was so worked up that it felt like the heat from my cock would burn her tender little palms, but I managed to allow her to experiment with masturbating me for a little while.
When I lifted myself up yet again, Cait sighed with disappointment that I was no longer stimulating her breasts, both of which were shiny with my saliva. But there was something I now craved even more than those glorious mounds, and I was going to have it. I quickly stood and shucked off my pants and briefs completely. Towering fully naked over my daughter, I watched as she pulled a lingering shred of her shirt away from her shoulder, then reached down and tucked her thumbs into her little shorts. Having expected that I was going to have to tear those shorts off as well, here was innocent Cait doing it for me, swooping off her shorts and panties in one move.
There was only the slightest sudden moment of hesitation and shyness as she gently cupped her hands over her mound. I kneeled back down and gently pulled at her wrists. There was no resistance, and I was now gazing hungrily at the fully shaved and perfectly smooth vagina of my teenaged daughter.
We exchanged glances. She knew immediately what I intended to do, and as a gesture of permission she parted her knees. I paused only long enough to give her a very loving look, then dove down between her legs with my face. I'm quite convinced that Cait was already in orgasm the moment my lips and tongue first got around her swollen clitoris. It would be the first of many orgasms as I absolutely devoured her perfect pussy.
If it was going to be me who would introduce this beautiful creature to sex, I was determined to make it as pleasurable and as long-lasting as possible for both of us. I carefully and meticulously brought my daughter to the brink and back at least half a dozen times before her second, third, and even fourth orgasm. As I clutched her body I could feel a fresh warm film of sweat on her skin as she writhed, mewled, yelped and screamed with each climax. And when she might be thinking it couldn't get any better, I began tentatively probing her pulsating pussy with my fingers.
I brought her to another couple of climaxes before I finally began probing carefully around the area of her hymen with my finger. It was only partially intact, a further indicator that she did indeed enjoy masturbation, perhaps even using a toy of some kind when she did it.
But I wanted to give this young woman more than a toy now. I wanted to give her me.
With as much patience as I could muster, I very gently and slowly began to dial back my ministrations on Cait's vagina. I didn't want to just suddenly stop and break the current we had flowing between us. Gently, gently, I eased back, and her writhing settled somewhat. I began to lighten up with my mouth and tongue to the point where I was now just planting small gentle kisses on her pink swollen labia.
Finally, I lifted myself once more and began crawling up along her body, planting light kisses along the way. When my face was even with hers she surprised me by reaching up and pulling me toward her. It was either through innocence or lack of concern, but when Cait tasted my tongue again she was tasting the remnants of her own juices and she didn't mind one bit. This caused my raging cock to pulse against her thigh, and with that pulse Cait's eyes opened again.
She stared at me at point-blank range. While matching her stare and watching for any signs of doubt, I lifted my hips, centering on her. Again with no hesitation, only pure affection, Cait opened her legs, and this time instead of my mouth meeting her pussy, it was the head of my cock coming into contact with her opening.
We paused, drinking in the moment. And then, as if we were still in the midst of the discussion, I heard her say...
"Show me, Daddy. Show me what it feels like."
We were aligned perfectly, and between the copious amounts of orgasmic fluid from her pussy and the steady ooze of pre-cum from my cock, our flesh was lubed up perfectly for Cait's journey into womanhood. She gave a little gasp as the head of my penis popped just inside, and I hesitated. I knew my cock was of considerable length, a good few inches longer than the average man's penis, and this young virgin was going to have to take all of me for the first time.
I continued to push. Deeper, slowly...deeper. Then back out again slightly...then back in again gently...working it very carefully deeper each time.
When I was still just partially inside her I felt what I had been expecting, the resistance of her hymen. Even at this partial penetration I felt like Cait had a small fist inside her pussy, squeezing me hard; it was so incredibly tight inside her. But I kept going.
We locked gazes again. Each of us wanted to be watching each other when the moment happened, and it did. With another sudden almost-popping sensation I felt the head of my penis break through, and as my little Cait cried out in a combination of pain and ecstasy, I leaned down and kissed her, mentally willing her body to relax and absorb my girth, stretch to my size, receive my length...
I let several moments go by. Her whimpering died down and I experimentally probed further, deeper into a vagina that only seconds ago had been virginal. Now it was filling with the incestuous cock of the man who had helped conceive it, and I didn't care. I was making this young woman mine, period.
My earlier session of oral sex had really helped prepare Cait for this. Having peaked in orgasm several times, her body was flooding with the endorphins necessary to dull some of the pain of first-time intercourse. (The alcohol was certainly helping too!) She was also very relaxed and seemed quite mentally accepting of what was going on, and who was doing it to her, and this all helped her body take in more and more of me until I finally felt the tip of my penis come into contact with her cervix. It seemed as if I still had another inch or so to go before all of my cock was in her, but for now, for this first time, it would have to do.
I moved out a little. I moved in a little. Out, and in. I began a steady rhythm.
I began making love to my daughter.
Cait closed her eyes and let the new sensation of sex wash over her. I felt her hands lightly grazing my naked hips, feeling the movement of my body back and forth against her. She kept one foot squarely on the carpet but sort of half-hooked the other around the back of me knee, and I wondered if that would become her standard way of receiving a man's body.
For my part I tried to focus on not pounding her too hard. I had pretty much been on the edge of climax since the moment I entered her, but I'd had just enough booze myself to provide enough self-control to make it as perfect as possible for my new lover. I also didn't want to overdo it. This poor girl was going to be sore later no matter what, and the longer I remained inside her this first time, the worse it might be. There was a part of me that wanted this to continue for the rest of the weekend, hell, for ever and ever if possible, so it was important to pace things.
So I began to speed up my movement a little, content finally on bringing on my own desperately needed orgasm. As it was Cait's first experience in intercourse I knew it was highly unlikely she would be able to cum like this. And since I'd already stimulated her to climax several times with my mouth, I felt no real selfishness on using her body for my own pleasure now.
I sped up further. Cait opened her eyes.
"I'm sorry, baby," I said softly. "Are you in pain?"
"Just a little," she said, "But it feels amazing too."
"Are you sure? Should I slow down?"
I was going to have to pull out of her to ejaculate anyway. Perhaps I was pushing things too far. Perhaps I should just pull out now—
"No, Daddy," she said. Her calling me "Daddy" while I was inside her actually brought me closer to the edge. "It's okay," she continued. "You're wonderful."
"Thank you, baby. You're utterly amazing."
I continued moving. I continued making love with my daughter. I was getting closer and could feel my heart begin racing.
Apparently Cait could feel it too. "Are you going to cum, Daddy?"
"Very soon, yes, my girl."
"This is so beautiful, Daddy. I can't wait to feel you cum."
"Oh, Cait," I exclaimed, "I love you so much!"
"I love you too, Daddy! Please cum for me."
I began thrusting very quickly now, and probably a little too hard, but I was getting very close, and I could only hope my poor little girl could take it until I pulled out and came. I began thinking about her breasts again, which were currently crushed against my chest, and I knew that when I came I wanted it to be all over those perfect globes.
"Daddy's gonna cum soon, baby," I grunted. "Get ready."
She was grunting right along with me. I felt the first tell-tale tightness in my balls, both of which were eager to spew a good solid load. It was already bad enough that I had certainly deposited a lot of pre-ejaculate into Cait's pussy. But the risk of pregnancy would of course increase by quite literally the tens of millions if I actually ejaculated inside her.
"Close, baby, close!" I warned, squeezing my eyes shut.
"Do it, Daddy, let yourself go!" With that, she suddenly clasped both of her heels behind my thighs, pulling me even tighter against her.
"Baby, I—"
"Yes, Daddy, cum inside me! I can't wait to feel it!"
I was beyond logic now, beyond sense. My own daughter was begging me to cum inside her. And I was too far gone, too far in the moment, to deny my baby girl what she wanted.
"I'm cumming!" I roared.
"Yes, yes, Daddy! And I'm...oh my god, I'm CUMMING TOO!"
"Oh god, baby!" I cried desperately as with one final powerful thrust I bottomed out against my daughter's cervix and absolutely exploded inside her.
"Daddy, I'm CUMMING!"
She screamed into my ear as I groaned like a dying animal into her neck, and together daddy and daughter climaxed with astonishing timing. As I felt a torrent of semen blast through my shaft, I could also feel her vaginal walls contract even tighter as her once-virginal body instinctively milked the life-creating seed from my body. We held each other tightly, and the throbbing and ripples of orgasm continued to wrack us. It seemed to take several full minutes for the sensation to subside. Throughout it I was absolutely flooding her, and I could feel the warmth of my own sperm as it oozed out from her tight opening still gripping and quivering around my penetrating shaft.
Finally we managed to pull our heads apart a little so we could kiss. It was a natural, deep and loving kiss. A kiss of lovers. Of new special lovers.
"My sweet girl," I whispered. My head was spinning.
"Oh, Daddy," she whispered back, still panting. "I didn't know...I had no idea it could be so good."
"It was magical," I said. I had never felt so complete and fulfilled with an orgasm in all my life. Even when I conceived this very girl beneath me it had only been one of a thousand nights of otherwise routine pleasure with my wife. But now, in this moment, I felt powerful, perfect. As illogical and taboo as it was, it also seemed absolutely fitting that I, as this girl's father, was the one to introduce her to the art of lovemaking. And I had ejaculated inside her, filled her with my seed, claimed her as my woman.
"What was that, darling?" I asked, realizing she'd been whispering again.
"I'm sorry, Daddy, but...it's beginning to hurt a little again. You're so...big."
"Oh, my poor thing, I'm sorry!" I lifted myself to my elbows and began to ease back. It seemed like my cock, still fairly hard, was only barely able to come back out the way it had gone in, she was so unbelievably tight.
We both let out distinct exclamations of disappointment when the last couple inches of my cock finally slid out. I sat back on my haunches and looked down at her. Already my semen was beginning to ooze out of her; I had clearly filled this virgin to capacity. I was able to find one of those shreds of her tank top and bring it to her swollen womanhood, helping to catch some of it before it reached the carpet. Cait extended her hand and took over the duty of holding the rag to her pussy. It got soaked very quickly. At one point she lifted the rag to see what our mixed fluids looked like. Not surprisingly, there was a little blood mixed in with my semen, but it did not appear bother Cait at all.
I was simply astonished at how suddenly, openly and willingly she had accepted her introduction to sex. And this was on top of the fact that she'd just given up her virginity to her own father!
Suddenly exhausted, I sat back on my butt and leaned against the front of the couch, still quite naked, my legs spread out in front of me. I took in the sight of my equally naked daughter. She was still on her back, but she was propped partially up on one elbow while she "mopped" at her pussy with a second shred of shirt. The way she was angled, her legs were pointed my way, and I brushed against one of her smooth legs with my toe. She glanced at me and smiled. I then noticed that I was in reach of the coffee table with the bottle of scotch and our two glasses. I poured myself a finger of the fine brown fluid and sipped, resuming my gaze at my new lover.
Cait suddenly blushed, as if only just now becoming aware that she was naked in the living room with father, never mind the hot round of sex that had just occurred. Still holding the rag to her pussy, she sat up and shuffled over until she was sitting next to me, matching almost my exact position up against the couch, both of our nude butts on the carpet.
She looked at my cock. It was more on the flaccid side now, but still quite impressive as it rested along my thigh. "I can't believe that fit inside of me!"
"Same here," I said, taking a sip and grazing her upper thigh with my free hand. She responded by leaning over and kissing my shoulder (in this seated position my upper body was much taller than hers).
"Is sex always this messy?" she asked.
I couldn't help but chuckle slightly. Her tone was right back to the cheerfully curious tone it was when this conversation had first begun.
"There will be less blood," I said, trying to also resume my original role of the night.
"I figured that," she said, looking down at moist crotch, "but your cum. There was a lot of it, Daddy!"
"I was pretty worked up, baby," I admitted. "Sometimes there's not as much cum. Sometimes most of it stays inside you. Just sort of depends on the situation and position. But in general, sex is usually pretty gooey for the girl when the man finishes inside her."
"You definitely got me gooey!"
I grinned. "If we use a condom most of the mess stays in that, so definitely less gooey."
With a start I realized that I'd just phrased that last statement such that an implication of future sexual activity with my daughter was assumed on my part. But the assumption did seem to be mutual, because Cait's unhesitant response was: "I don't mind you cumming inside me, Daddy. If that's how good sex feels, then it's totally worth it!"
God, I loved this girl! But a certain degree of fatherly logic kicked in.
"Cait," I said, trying to sound serious despite being totally nude, "it's nice that you don't mind me—wouldn't mind a man—cumming inside you, but you have to realize that if you intend to start dating guys in college, and become sexually active with them, sex with a condom is definitely a must. You never know who that guy's been with, no matter what he claims!"
"I know, Daddy. Even if I wanted to sleep with another guy, which I don't, I wouldn't be as free with him as I am with you. I know I can totally trust you, right Daddy?"
"Of course, baby," I said. I know that sounds unbelievable, my friend, but it's true. Yes, I had just had sex with my own daughter, but to my credit Cait was the first person I'd slept with other than my wife since we'd gotten together. Over 20 years with the same woman, I'd say that was a rare feat these days.
Coming back to my senses, I lectured Cait a little more. "There's another issue we have to deal with, my dear. Be sure you stay on the Pill even if you use condoms with other guys that you may have sex with in the future. They've been known to break and...what?"
She was looking at me funny. She said, "Um...I'm not on the Pill, Daddy."
I blinked at her, and with each blink burned on to the back of my eyelids was the image of my cock ejaculating inside her unprotected womb.
"Excuse me?"
"I'm not on the Pill."
"But I thought Mom took—"
"Our appointment got bumped because my OBGYN had to perform an emergency C-section on some woman." I stared at her. She continued. "Mom said we'd take care of that after she got back."
"Baby," I said, "Do you realize what we've done?"
Cait glanced down, blushing again. When she looked up her eyes were misted. "I'm sorry, Daddy, but I wanted to feel it. You looked like you were having so much pleasure, I didn't want you to stop. Please don't be mad at me."
"Oh, Cait..."
"I'm sorry, Daddy," she repeated. "I just...it's just that it was my first time, and I wanted to experience every aspect of it as naturally as I could. It would have seemed unnatural for you to have pulled out of me."
Even in her desperate pleading excuse I found pure eroticism in the moment. My penis actually flexed a little, which Cait noticed, and I hugged her naked body to mine.
"It's okay, baby. Really. I'm glad I got to cum inside you for your first time. It felt amazing."
She sobbed a little in her relief that I wasn't mad. It was surreal. I had practically raped my own daughter, taking her virginity, and here she was concerned that I was upset with her!
"You know," she said, her voice somewhat muffled in my chest, "I know how the Morning After Pill works. Don't we have two or three days for it to still be retroactively effective?"
I pulled back a little starting at her in astonishment. But she was grinning.
"What are you trying to say, Cait?"
"Well, I'm just saying that as long as we go get that Plan B thing by Monday, we can do it as much as we want all weekend long until Mom gets home."
"Cait, I..." I stammered, and my cock became erect almost instantly.
"And you know what else that means, Daddy?" she asked.
With a hoarse voice I whispered, "What, baby?"
"It means you can cum inside me as much as you'd like!"
SATURDAY MORNING
(...continues with the second of this three-part series. Watch for it!)
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Author's Note: To my friends and fans, my sincere apologies for taking so damned long to continue the saga of Katy's Boobs. For years you have been patiently yet eagerly clamoring for me to continue this series and reveal whether or not Tommy will succeed in his little scheme. To date, he's done pretty well with the ladies, but at last we will learn whether or not he'll be able to openly enjoy being with his cousin Katy and her glorious boobs!
*****
Being pinned against the wall of the storage shed behind the house by my sexy 18-year-old cousin Katy would've been, under different circumstances, quite wonderful. But at the moment the mood was far, far from sexy. Katy's eyes raged as she glared at me, her face only an inch or two from mine.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" she growled.
Her sudden move to pin my much larger 18-year-old male frame against the wall had been surprising and had startled me, but I had actually been expecting a moment like this to hit, so it was easier for me to be cool and calm despite her rage. And her rage was perfectly understandable: she wanted to know how I knew, and how much her mother knew, about the fact that Katy and her 19-year-old brother Jack regularly engaged in incest...
The rest of the afternoon at the river had been quite amusing from my point of view, because I was the only one who knew the truth about everything from every perspective. After the frustration of having had to go all the way back into town for the secret stash of booze, Jack had returned rather enthusiastically, no doubt looking forward to relaxing for the rest of the hot day drinking cheep booze, splashing in the refreshing water, enjoying the sight of two sexy girls in bikinis. I barely managed to suppress a perpetual grin as I watched Jack's puzzlement about the mood of the group he encountered.
Shelly, Katy's age, was dozing lazily on her towel, soaking up the sun and basking in the after-glow of having achieved multiple powerful orgasms. When she occasionally shifted her position, she would glance my way, give a knowing grin, then close her eyes and doze some more. She couldn't be bothered with drinking any of the booze Jack had brought, and the couple of times he'd attempted to engage her in conversation she'd given him only monosyllabic responses, clearly indicated she had no desire to chat.
And Katy. My beautiful, voluptuous cousin Katy. As cold as ice at the moment, she was sitting on her towel, back straight, staring straight out over the natural pool at this part of the river. She barely acknowledged Jack's existence when he'd shown up, not even bothering to move or say anything when he offered a bottle of Smirnoff Ice.
Thoroughly confused by the divergent moods of these two girls, Jack finally turned to me with a "what the fuck" look. For my part, I was grinning wider than the Cheshire cat, and I happily accepted and drank down whatever cold alcoholic beverage Jack had to offer. I had recently cum twice, and with eager desperation, so I was damned thirsty, and the Ice, though way too sweet for my taste normally, was a refreshing nectar.
Yes, I was the only one who knew the truth about everything. I knew the truth about Jack's sexual relationship with his own sister. I knew the truth about who had really been the one to make Katy cum that one night (me!). I knew the truth, of course, about my own new sexual relationship with my wonderful Aunt Ellen. And I knew the truth about why Shelly was so content and Katy was so cold, while poor Jack could only pout about what he'd hoped to be a more lively afternoon.
Because everyone from their various perspectives on the different situations had to maintain a semblance of normalcy, we remained at our private little river beach for another 90 minutes or so. Succumbing to her own natural thirst, Shelly had eventually stirred and enjoyed a bottle of something, finally managing to make a little small talk with Jack and me. Katy had turned toward us and had given the occasional word of reply whenever Shelly threw a comment her way, but my cousin very pointedly avoided eye contact with me. After the bombshell I had recently dropped on her, it was understandable, but if I played my cards right, I would work things out in the end.
Eventually we packed up and headed back. Naturally I drove back with Jack, and the girls drove together in their car. I could only imagine the mood and/or conversation between them. Once Jack and I were on the road he turned to me.
"What the hell did you do?"
I glanced back at him, trying to mask my bemused expression. "What do you mean?"
"That wasn't a river beach party. It was a fucking funeral. I don't understand!"
"Well, I had fun," I said smugly.
"Why was Katy so pissed off?"
"Was she pissed off?"
"And Shelly looked like she was stoned." He kept giving me sidelong glances as he drove. "So what did you do?"
"I don't understand."
"You did something, or said something. Why was it so weird there today?"
I shrugged. "Everyone reacts differently to threesomes."
Jack jerked his head toward me, causing the vehicle to swerve suddenly before he corrected. For a full minute he stared more at me than the road. I grinned coolly back at him. Finally pulling his eyes away and back to the function of driving, he muttered, "Fine, don't tell me. Who cares?"
We'd made the rest of the drive in relative silence, and Jack, Katy and I got home in time to get cleaned up and sit down to dinner with Jack and Katy's parents. Shelly was now back at her place, and I presumed she was now contemplating the fact that I had ejaculated inside her. Would she race off to the drug store, as Aunt Ellen had done, to get the Morning After Pill? Fucking Shelly was awesome, and I would welcome any future opportunities to fuck her again, but I certainly didn't want to be tied to her by a baby!
Shortly after dinner, when once again I'd been the only one graciously helping my Aunt Ellen in the clean-up, I offered to take the trash out. It was just after I'd dropped the bag in the bin that Katy had made her ninja approach and pinned me to the wall.
She was still glaring at me, waiting to find out "what the fuck" I was talking about, referring to what I'd said to her earlier at the river, just before Jack had arrived. I'd had no choice: Katy had threatened to more or less blackmail me about the impromptu threesome I'd just had with her and Shelly, so I had been forced to defend with and indication that I knew what she'd been up to with her own brother. That counter-punch was really a one-two blow, because I'd further indicated that her mother, my Aunt Ellen, knew something about it too.
As calmly as I could, I replied. "If you'd like to hear what I have to say, you'd better start learning to stop bossing me around or slamming me up against walls." She digested this, quickly realizing I held all the cards, then slowly relaxed, dropping her arm. "Thank you," I said. "Why don't we go for a little walk."
We were dangerously close to being within earshot of someone in the house, so it was a good idea to move further away. It also gave me an extra few moments to further prepare how I was going to articulate the plan I had in mind. The plan had a very selfish and sinister goal, and if I didn't handle it perfectly it would certainly all blow up in my face.
After several paces of silence, Katy was actually the first to speak up again. "Just what do you think you know about Jack and me? How could you be so perverted to think that I would do anything with my own brother!"
This was the "Proof of Life" moment. I'd been expecting it. Very casually I said, "I know that you don't want him to cum inside you."
Katy froze. I continued one more step, then stopped and turned, adding, "You also get annoyed that he always wants to cum too soon." As the dimness of the evening settled around us I could see Katy's face go pale, her eyes go wide. "Shall I go on?" I asked.
I gave my cousin two full minutes to stand there, frozen, her breath shallow as her pulse quickened. This of course caused her enormous breasts to lift and fall sensuously on her heaving chest. I had her dead to rights, and she knew it. She was clearly mortified. It actually took her three attempts to hoarsely croak out in a whisper.
"How...how did...?"
"How did I find out?" I finished for her. She nodded. "It was an accident." Well, in a way it was an accident. Sure, I'd snuck into my sleeping cousin's room with the expressly perverted purpose of peeking at her incredible boobs, and it had only been bad timing that my other cousin Jack, Katy's sister, had chosen to also sneak into Katy's room. I'd had no choice but to slide under Katy's bed, and from there I heard, partially saw, and to a certain extend feel it (semen on my face, remember?). But of course I couldn't reveal the truth of how I'd really discovered Katy's incestuous relationship with her brother, so I made up something about having woken up to use the bathroom, discovering semi-hushed grunts and groans from her bedroom, and let her imagination do the rest.
"Tommy..." I heard her say. I studied her a little closer. Her eyes were very moist now. Her rage was completely gone, for a while replaced by shock, and now what appeared to be agonizing embarrassment. She was fighting from breaking down all together.
"Tom...Tommy," she began again, dropping her gaze humbly to the ground. "Please don't think I'm a freak."
I'd never heard that tone coming from my otherwise domineering and often bitchy cousin. She was broken, desperate, and completely at my mercy for whatever torture I wanted to inflict upon her, forever. But this wasn't about torture, it wasn't about revenge. It was nothing more complicated than trying to fuck my cousin again. So I switched gears.
"Katy," I said, as gently as I could. "I'm not going to stand here and tell you that I didn't find it weird and shocking to discover you and your own brother having...I mean, being together in...in that way. But I don't think you're a freak." She glanced up at me, and I continued. "It's really none of my business, and if you couldn't already tell from earlier this afternoon, I've got kind of a thing for you too!" I paused, then added, "I guess if anything I'm actually a little jealous of Jack!"
Katy blinked at me. She sniffed and wiped her wet eyes. I let her take a moment to register the fact that I was not going to torture or blackmail her after all. While clearly still processing this, I heard her ask, still in a weak whisper, "Jealous?"
I swallowed and nodded. "Katy, I think you're absolutely beautiful, and just simply the sexiest girl I've ever known. I've always been attracted to you, but of course I could never say anything, because I'm your cousin. But...well, now that the cat's out of the bag about you and your brother, what's the point in trying to hide that fact any longer?"
"Tommy, I..."
"It's okay, Katy," I said quickly. "I don't expect you to feel the same way, and I'm not going to assume that just because you fool around with one family member that you're automatically going to fool around with the other. But after all I've seen...and all you have seen—Shelly and me doing it right in front of you at the river—I figured, well...why not be perfectly open about everything from now on!"
Believe it or not, part of what I'd just said was true and heartfelt. It was refreshing to be able to tell Katy to her face that I cared about her and wanted to be closer and more open with her. But of course there was still the miracle of a secret that it had been me, not her brother, who had been inside Katy to give her that powerful orgasm the other night. And this was all in addition to the other big secret that I'd been regularly fucking Katy's mother, my aunt!
I was still an outright bastard for what I was attempting to do here. But don't the best villains have a bit of heart at times?
Katy stepped a little closer to me, peering into my eyes. She was probably trying to better gauge just how genuine I was being. I met her gaze with the most open and honest expression I could manage. I simply channeled the fact that I was still utterly attracted to Katy and enraptured by her eyes and face whenever I looked into them. Apparently it was enough for Katy, because she suddenly lunged against me, embracing me in a big strong hug. She lifted to her tippy-toes as she buried her face in my neck and started to sob in relief. I held her for as long as she needed. Some minutes later she loosened up and backed away, but still held my arms with her hands.
"Thank you, Tommy," she said. "This is all just so embarrassing still. I'm trying not to lose it."
"It'll be okay, Katy," I replied. But I needed to nudge her to the next step. "You just need to be more careful if you're going to have a physical relationship with Jack."
She took her hands from my arms and wiped her eyes, shaking her head. "That won't be a problem. That is done. There is no way I'm going to keep that up. No way!"
Inwardly I smiled at this. In an unexpected little side-triumph, I'd broken her up with her brother.
Katy continued, "It could just as easily have been Mom or Dad who caught us, and that would just be the end of our lives!" She shuddered at the thought, but then she suddenly realized the other thing I had indicated earlier that afternoon. With wide eyes, she said, "But what about Mom? What does she know?"
Katy was at the next step. Excellent.
"She doesn't know anything for sure," I said, stating a semi-truth. "But there's still a chance she will confront you or Jack."
"Oh, my god, why?"
I supplied a bit of logic: "Katy, it's one thing for a mother to worry about her teenage daughter having sex in the house. It's a whole different thing to worry that said sex is between siblings!"
"Oh, my god," she groaned again. But a light went off and she suddenly looked at me. "Wait a minute. How would you know what Mom is thinking, suspecting?"
Another careful step: "Because I think she's equally suspecting that it may be me you're sleeping with." Katy shook her head, confused, and stared at me for further explanation. I said, "She obviously didn't hear the same encounter I did, otherwise there'd be no doubt in her mind. When she confronted me she mentioned something about hearing some vague whispers and moving about the house in the middle of the night, more frequently than one might expect for the occasional occupant of the house rousing from bed to take a leak."
"I think I'm going to be sick," Katy said. She was realizing just how reckless she'd been with Jack at night. I was convinced now that, had I not discovered the two of them myself and set up this whole Master Plan of diversion and seduction, the siblings would definitely have been found out by a parent. And that would of course be disastrous for the family.
Trying to keep her on track, I continued my story. "One afternoon Aunt Ellen—your mom—began circling around an odd series of questions for me. It became clear that she was curious to know if I had a thing for you."
Recovering slightly, Katy asked, "Well, what did you tell her?"
"I started with instant denial, of course, being embarrassed that she was even bringing up the topic. But for a few moments she got a little firm with me, demanding to 'know the truth,' adding that she'd been hearing things at night. Feeling defensive I kept up with my denials, and that's when I saw your mother's attitude suddenly change."
"Chang in what way?" Katy was hanging off my ever word. I was pleased with how easily my tale came out.
"Well, she sort of looked like how you looked just a few minutes ago: shocked, pale, frightened."
"I still feel that," Katy exclaimed. "I don't know how I'll get to sleep tonight."
"When I saw your mother get like that, I suddenly began to put it all together. I knew, of course, at that point that you and Jack were...well, you know. And I realized from your mother's perspective that if I was being honest about having never been with you, then that only left your brother. I suppose another suspect could be your father, but his alibi is of course being in bed with your mother every night."
Katy paced in a small circle. She said, "I can't see how Mom would be able to accept me being with any of you. But I suppose being with my cousin would be the lesser of evils between my brother or father."
Another step.
"Exactly," I said. "Your mother even tried to encourage a confession from me by indicating that she would be more understanding if it turned out we were 'kissing cousins' or whatever."
With a surprised tone, Katy asked, "Mom said it'd be okay if you and I got together?"
Oddly enough, my cock swelled at what Katy had just said, but I'm sure she was just asking this objectively at this point. I said, "Well, you know your mother; she's pretty conservative. I don't think she'd ever be fully okay with her teenage daughter in a sexual relationship with anyone, but two cousins could potentially be accepted into open society. Two siblings? No way."
"But still, you said Mom was offering to let it slide if it was...well, you and me."
"Not exactly," I said, realizing I had to push a little further. "When she started to indicate that, I realized that I had an opportunity to help deflect the truth about you and your brother. I didn't want to be too obvious about it, but I allowed her to begin getting more suspicious of you and me, knowing that, as we've established, it'd be the lesser of evils."
"You did that for me, Tom?"
I smiled sheepishly at her and glanced down. "Well, I told you, I...care for you deeply, Katy, and I didn't want you to get hurt."
She hugged me again. "I don't know what to say."
"It's okay," I said, enjoying her embrace. "I'm just sorry we had to get all of this out in the open in the way we did."
In a very mild tone, Katy murmured, "I'm sorry too, Tom. I was just so freaked out."
"I know. And it's okay," I said again.
Katy looked up at me, our faces suddenly close. "So...what the hell do we do now?"
I swallowed; I had to get this just right. "Well, you already said that you'd quit messing around with Jack. That will certainly help. But...if you want to ensure that any further suspicion about you and him is completely gone, we have to...well, we have to convince your Mom somehow."
"How?"
Here was the moment.
I said, "She needs to...catch us."
Katy stared at me for a long moment. "Catch us?" she asked. I nodded. "You mean like...in the act?"
I shrugged, trying to keep my growing erection being discovered by my cousin, who was still half-hugging me. "Well, pretty much, yes." Katy let go and backed away a step. Seeing her clear hesitation, I quickly added, "I don't mean arrange for her to walk in on you riding me or anything that graphic. I just mean, well, it could be snuggling in bed together after hours...or perhaps in an intimate embrace in the laundry room, or—"
"Or out here," Katy said.
I blinked. "Excuse me?"
She was nodding. "Out here. Right now. We've been out of the house for a good twenty minutes, maybe longer. You went out with the trash and I followed, and now we're walking around in the back yard, alone."
I'd been hoping to arrange something a little more physical, of course, but this was a start. I said, "I suppose you're right."
"Here," she said, taking my hand and walking me almost to the center of the back lawn. "Make sure we're visible from the house in case Mom is peeking through one of the windows." After guiding me she kept her hand in mine. "I've already hugged you a couple of times. And we're holding hands. This will look good."



It certainly felt good.
With a hopeful tone I said, "In case she hasn't even noticed us out here, we'd better plan to be 'caught' doing something in this house later, too."
"Oh yes," Katy said, her brow now clearly creased in thought. "We'll set that up."
My heart pounded and my penis swelled at the thought of what we could "set up." But I suddenly thought of a complication. I said, "You know, Jack could be sneaking peeks at us, too."
Katy scoffed, reverting back to her more normal conceited manner. "To hell with Jack. That's over, and there's not a goddamned thing he can do about it, obviously."
I grinned. I'd successfully clock-blocked the poor bastard at the river, and now I'd pretty much just made it permanent.
"Obviously," I said.
"Come one," Katy said, "Let's go back inside. We'll give Mom another show later."
Inside the house, my uncle was in the living room, reading a Tom Clancy novel. Jack was in his room, surfing the Internet on his laptop. Aunt Ellen was still in the kitchen, fussing about with putting dishes away, resetting the dining table, etc. If she'd seen any of Katy and me in the back yard, she made no indication of it. Katy muttered something about needing to call Shelly and disappeared into her own room. I approached my aunt.
In a whisper, she asked, "You two were out there a long time."
So she had noticed. Excellent. Another step.
"We're getting along a lot better now," I replied quietly. "In fact, I think she's starting to see me as something a little more than...just a cousin."
Aunt Ellen glanced over at her husband, who was still quite engrossed in his novel, then back to me. There was a curious mixture of emotions on her face, and I could understand why. We had recently become secret lovers, she and I, and despite the pleasure and passion we'd given each other, and despite the fact that I really did love her, we both knew our sexual relationship could never go on indefinitely. To my utter amazement, it was toward my own cousin Katy that Aunt Ellen was wanting to steer my affections—and lust. In the bizarre logic of it all, my aunt considered this a far less taboo situation than the thought of Katy and Jack, brother and sister, having a physical relationship.
"I'm...I'm glad to hear that," she said at last. She touched my face for a moment, probably realizing that she would probably never get more physical than that with me again.
I advanced yet another step: "There's a way you can help the situation along."
"How so?"
I moved with Aunt Ellen to the kitchen sink, and we made as if to wash and dry some pots and pans together, something we've been seen doing more than once. With my voice volume barely over that of the running water, I said, "Without exactly telling me directly, Katy indicated that she's worried that you may suspect that something funny's happening between her and Jack."
"Well," Ellen said somewhat flatly, "she's right."
I nodded and continued, "I think the best way to ensure that she'll never mess with Jack again, and, in turn, reassure her that having a relationship with me is okay, would be for you to..." I trailed off. Was I pushing it too far?
"For me to what?" Aunt Ellen was asking.
"You need to...catch us."
Her eyebrows raised. "Catch you?" In a moment it dawned on her, and her face went into an expression of surprise, and then she actually blushed. Composing her self, she asked, "How exactly am I supposed to do that?"
"Tonight," I said, becoming quite presumptively bold now, "I will visit Katy in her room. I will encourage her to let me, I don't know, snuggle with her or something. As long as it's intimate. And then you can walk in on us."
Another mix of emotions swept over my beautiful aunt's face. She wore her emotions on her sleeve, so it was easy to read her. In their own unique waves I read envy, annoyance, hopefulness, even a little eagerness. And eventually she started nodding.
"What time?" she finally asked.
"About an hour after everyone's gone to bed."
* * *
A little after midnight I felt a profound sense of déjà vu. As on that first fateful night shortly after Katy's 18th birthday, when I'd snuck into her room with the sadistic purpose of seeing her boobs, I was once again rising slowly, very slowly, from my futon in Jack's room. Earlier I'd heard Jack really tossing back and forth, most likely from frustration over whatever Katy had told him, definitely something about not being allowed to sneak into her room tonight or ever again. Fortunately, like his sister, once Jack nodded off he was pretty much dead to the world. It was time for me to make my move.
Dressed once again only in boxers, I quietly made my way into Katy's room. I approached her bed, allowing my eyes to work in the near darkness, listening to her breathing. I expected it to be heavy, deep, as it always sounded when she was completely asleep. But instead of breathing I heard her soft whisper.
"Tom?"
"Yes," I said, suddenly nervous.
She let out a sigh of relief, which calmed me. I guess she'd been worried that Jack would have persisted in sneaking into her bed again. In an almost soundless voice she asked me about the guy, and I informed her as quietly that Jack was sawing logs like nobody's business.
"What about Mom?" she asked.
"I'm pretty convinced she'll come in here if she hears noise," I said.
"Then we'd better make some." My heart started thumping. "Come here," she added.
I climbed onto the bed, finding some space next to Katy. She was under a single sheet; it was a hot night. I found myself pausing, suddenly unsure of how to continue. How far was Katy willing to go in order to "sell" to her mother that she and I were an item?
Katy spoke up first, whispering, "I guess you'd better get under the covers with me. If Mom walks in now it could look like we just fell asleep talking."
"Okay," I heard myself say.
She lifted the sheet and I got under there with her. I felt her warm naked legs touch mine. Ironically, I had already fucked my cousin, but she'd thought it was her brother, so I had to remain very tentative as to how I would snuggle up against her. In the dark, however, I ended up touching her in various places as I settled in, and I could tell that she was in her typical night-time outfit: panties and a t-shirt. No bra. Katy was less shy about things, and I felt her reach back and slide her hand along my thigh, hip and naked ribs.
"You're just in boxers," she whispered. I swallowed, wondering if I'd pushed things a bit far. But she added, "Good. This will help sell it."
We then lay there for several minutes. She was probably wondering, as I was, just what specific physical things we should be doing, and for how long. We would eventually have to make a little more noise.
"I should probably be a little more...exposed." Katy said. I wondered what she was referring to specifically, but I got my answer: she shifted around and lifted her shirt over her head, dropping it to the carpet. There wasn't as much moonlight coming in tonight through the window as there had been that first fateful night, but just knowing that Katy was topless again, exposing her massive, wonderful breasts was enough to get my blood boiling.
I grew a erection. Katy felt it push against her rear.
"I supposed that's inevitable," she murmured. But she made no move to distance herself. "Put your arm around me," she instructed. I slowly reached around and she took my hand and pushed it so it rested along her torso, just below her breasts. The deliberate movement by her reminded me that we were hear to play a scene, but we were far from being lovers.
Several minutes went by, and I held her. I felt her steady rhythm of breathing, the warmth of her skin, the "pain" of sporting a permanent erection that continued to press into her ass cheek.
Katy spoke up again, and when she did, her voice was a little louder. She was beginning to allow our sounds to attract her mother. "I still can't believe you fucked Shelly." My only stunned response was physical: my cock twitched. Katy continued, "And I'm still pissed that you were spying on us before."
"I'm sorry," I managed to croak.
"Did you really see us do everything?" she asked. "You really saw us going pee?"
"Yes."
"Did that...did that actually turn you on?" Again I didn't answer verbally, but again my cock twitched, and Katy said, "My god, Tom, you really are quite the perv, aren't you?"
"It was stupid of me, Katy, I'm sorry."
I felt her shrugged. "No, I suppose what you did was typical. Boys have spied on girls from caveman days. What was stupid was Shelly getting all porn star on you after you got caught."
I grinned in the dark, and I didn't mind my cock twitching yet again. It was definitely an amazing experience. I reflected for a moment of the image and feeling of Shelly riding my cock right there in the river, but my reverie was broken by Katy actually pushing her butt back against me. It was the first time she'd moved her body against me. It was enough to adjust the angle of my cock slightly, and I felt the head and then shaft poke out of the slit of my boxers and settle against Katy's panty-clad bottom.
She said, "Do you think she's prettier than me?"
"I'm sorry?" My throat was dry.
"Shelly. Is she prettier than me?"
My poor cousin Katy. Despite this whole situation, me here in her bed with her, hoping her mother would walk in on us, she was as self-centered and self-conscious as ever.
"No," I said truthfully. "You are both beautiful girls, but I have always considered you much, much more beautiful."
Katy twisted her neck a little to face me in the dark. "Really?"
"Katy, you're the sexiest, most beautiful girl I've ever known. I mean it."
She wiggled her ass against my cock. I sighed with pleasure. I let my arm work further up her body, so I was in essence "supporting" her large breasts on them even though we were on our sides.
"You're sweet, Tommy," she said. I held still. Being called "sweet" was not exactly what I wanted to hear at the moment, but she went on. "I've always been kind of a bitch to you, I know. And Jack isn't exactly Mr. Nice Guy. But you've always been sweet. And gracious. I've seen you with Mom."
My heart skipped a beat upon hearing this, but I quickly realized she meant in general, not specifically.
"...helping her with the dishes," Katy was saying. "Some yard work. Always willing to earn your keep whenever you visit here."
If you only knew, I thought to myself. If you only know the things I've done to your mother to "earn" my keep...
Katy said, "I can see why Mom would like to see us hook up. Obviously I can never have a romantic relationship with my brother, and the few other boys I've dated have been all been idiots." She paused, then added, "You've been wanting to do that for a long time, haven't you?"
I'd begun massaging one of her massive breasts.
"Yes."
She giggled. "Well, you've got your hard dick practically about to poke a hole through my panties, so I shouldn't be bothered by you squeezing my boobs."
"They're amazing, Katy," I breathed in her ear.
She smiled with a light sigh, then shifted slightly, exposing her mounds more fully to me. "Have at 'em, cuz. You can play until Mom catches us."
I didn't need to be told twice. Despite the pleasurable feeling of having been able to press my cock against her ass, it was, after all, Katy's Boobs with which I'd been obsessed from the time they'd first formed on her chest. I shifted to a position that straddled my cousin, and I began to knead and massage and squeeze her glorious tits like it was the last time I'd ever get to do so. Katy watched me in the dark and lightly giggled at how childishly and selfishly I was enjoying the feel of them, the bulk of them, the firmness, the...everything!
After a few minutes Katy said, "Well hell, I should get a little fun out of this too!" And with that, she reached down and wrapped one of her small hands around my cock. "Let's see what Shelly had so much fun playing with this afternoon." I practically came right then, it was such a shock, such a wonderful shock, but I managed to keep it together.
"I can see why Shelly enjoyed you," Katy purred as she played with my dick. In fact, she was playing with only about half my dick, the portion that was sticking out of my boxers. When she tried to get her fingers in there to feel my balls she grew tired of the restriction of my underwear and told me to take them off. I reluctantly let go of her boobs and wiggled around until I could get my hard dick back into the hole of my boxers and then slide them down off of me. I immediately re-straddled Katy, and she went straight back to my dick with her hands, this time encircling the shaft with all of her fingers.
"Jesus," she hissed, "I can barely get my fingers around you!"
I could only grin in the dark and give her a fresh burst of precum in response.
"Shelly's such a skinny little thing," Katy said as she stroked me. "I can't believe you fit inside her."
I kept grinning. She sounded jealous. Then I said, "You should take your underwear off too." I'm wasn't sure she'd go for that. There was certainly no reason to. We were already naked enough to sell our scene should anyone walk in on us. But Katy surprised me once again.
"Okay."
I lifted off of her so she could shimmy her panties down and off her legs. Then I settled upon her again and felt my heavy balls come into warm contact with her dark thatch. I was now fully naked in bed with my cousin Katy. The déjà vu was there again, but this time it was even better: Katy knew it was me, her cousin Tom, who was naked in bed with her. And she seemed to be enjoying it!
I let my body slide down her slightly, then I pushed the length of my hard shaft against the outside of her neatly trimmed pussy. We both let out sighs of pleasure as our mutually carnal instincts began kicking in. I was drunk with lust now, all nervousness gone. I wanted this young woman...again. I started to shift one of my legs to begin parting hers, but my cousin surprised me by gripping my ass cheeks hard.
"Oh no," she said. "You're not getting in me without a condom. You've probably already knocked up Shelly!"
Being reminded of the need for safe sex cleared my mind a little, but what she said also got me even more excited. It could easily be interpreted that if I did have a condom right now, she'd let me fuck her! I was so overcome with such a thought that I immediately dropped down, pressing my naked chest against hers, and kissed her.
I kissed Katy for all I was worth. And although she froze under me in surprise for a moment or two, I felt her body gently relax, and before too long she was returning my kiss. The kiss was so fresh and unique that we actually forgot we were naked for a few minutes. It was very passionate, and it even felt desperate on Katy's part. It was as if she was realizing how much she'd been wanting to kiss me for a long time. Her eagerness to kiss me was so powerful she actually pushed me over, becoming the one on top doing the straddling.
I lay back and took it. She grabbed my head in her hands and practically choked me with her tongue, only coming up every several seconds for a breath and a sigh of pleasure. Without really thinking of what she was doing, she grinded her hips down against mine, her wet pussy was pressed firmly against the length of my cock, pushing it against my own abdomen. She grinded her hips forcefully, and I sensed that at some point she even gave herself a little mini-orgasm, because she suddenly squealed with pleasure in my mouth, and I felt a fresh burst of warm moisture against my cock.
As I kissed her back I kept one hand on one of her magnificent boobs, never ever wanting to let it go, and I let my other hand roam her body, her legs, hips, ass...where ever I wanted, and she wasn't stopping me. Down between us, a heady mixture of my steadily oozing stream of precum and her orgasmic flow was making us slick and ready. I did my best not to encourage such a thing, but the way Katy was grinding against me it was only a matter of time before the head of my dick caught the opening of my cousin's pussy at just the right angle, and on one of her downward presses against me, my cock when up and into her.
Katy gasped and pulled her face off of mine. In the darkness I could see her eyes white and round in surprise. "Tom, no—" She squirmed, but that only succeeded in ensuring I was now fully buried into her, up to the hilt. She was as tight and hot as I'd remembered.
"Holy Jesus you're huge!" she hissed. "You can't—you can't be in me!"
I reluctantly released my grip from her one breast to take hold of either side of her naked hips with my hands. I grunted, "I'm sorry, Katy—but if you keep moving like that I'll—"
Before I could finish what I was saying we both froze (with me still inside her) as we heard movement from the hallway. I expected Katy to lift off of me, but instead all she did was pull the sheet up and sit up straight, still impaled on my length but covering her nudity from whomever was about to enter.
One second later, Katy's bedroom door opened, the light switched on, and Aunt Ellen was staring at us, her eyes wide in shock, her hand to her mouth.
"Katy," she hissed. "Tommy! Explain yourselves!"
The shocked look on Katy's face wasn't because her mother had walked in—we'd been expecting that.
It was because I was cumming inside her.
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CHAPTER 6.
The fact that I was cumming was a surprise to even me! Only hours earlier I'd enjoyed an amazing sexual encounter with Katy's friend Shelly at the river—all while Katy had been watching, even masturbating as she watched. Not only had I blown one load all over the girls after the manipulations of Shelly's hand and mouth, not 20 minutes later I then got to shoot one of the biggest loads of my life directly into the unprotected pussy of my cousin's best friend!
But here I was, ejaculating into yet another unprotected womb—my cousin's—only a few brief moments after entering her. And I was doing it at the very moment Katy's mother, my Aunt Ellen, was standing there watching us, aghast.
I could only chalk it up to nerves from being in such a surreal and erotically taboo scene: my Aunt Ellen, with whom I'd been having my own separate secret sexual relationship, had just walked in on me naked under the sheets with her own daughter, my cousin Katy. Nobody was moving; we were all frozen and staring at each other.
Well, no one was moving anylimbs, but my dick was at this very moment pulsing jet after jet of warm semen into my cousin's vagina. Of all the times to suffer from premature ejaculation, this was probably the worst. But as shocking as it must have been for Katy to feel me ejaculating inside her, she seemed to want her mother know nothing about it because she remained like a stone, her body's own sexual reaction betrayed only by the fact that I could feel her vaginal muscles squeezing my throbbing cock as it coughed up its potent seed.
"I will ask you again," I heard Aunt Ellen saying from what seemed like far, far away. "What are you two doing?"
I don't think I could've formed words right now if I tried, my mind was so muddled and intoxicated by the exquisite orgasm I'd just had, which was only just now beginning to subside. As I felt Katy's pussy continue to make sperm-milking contractions around my still-hard shaft, I heard her whimper and sigh only just slightly before she managed to speak up.
"Mom! I'm sorry, but you shouldn't be in here!"
Incredulous, Aunt Ellen turned away from us just long enough to close the door behind her, lest anyone else hear the commotion and come in here. The rest of the conversation took place in hushed but impassioned voices.
Ellen said, "I'm your mother, and I can be anywhere I please. But the same cannot be said for Tom being in your bed!" Fortunately, from my aunt's visual perspective, that's pretty much all it appeared to be: I was just "in bed" with Katy. It was pretty clear that neither of us had on much (if any) clothes, but I don't think Aunt Ellen suspected that Katy and I were technically in the very present act of intercourse. I also knew that no matter what the two of us were doing under the sheets, my aunt had to keep her "outrage" balanced by the fact that it was partly her idea (heavily influenced by me, of course) that I should hook up with my cousin!
Katy quickly found her characteristic sense of defiance. She said, "We're both adults, Mom. What we do in private is our own business."
"But Tom is yourcousin, Katy!"
"I don't care. I love him."
Aunt Ellen blinked at this and actually took a step back. The words were surprising in and of themselves, but they would have a much more powerful punch against this older woman who was, in essence, also my lover. And had I not been currently stuck underneath (and still inside) Katy, I would have done the same thing.
Love?
While my aunt seemed to struggle with what to say next, I looked at Katy, who turned from her mother to look down at me. While holding my gaze with a very pleading look, she said to her mother: "And Tommy loves me too. Don't you, Tommy?"
"I..." I stammered. "Yes...yes, I do."
Katy turned back to her mother. "We've been wanting to tell you and Dad for some time, but we were worried that you wouldn't approve." She added, "On account of us being cousins."
My freshly post-orgasmic mind began to catch up on the situation. Katy was putting her own master plan into effect. By getting caught by her mother, and implying that Katy and I had been having a secret fling for some time now, it would dash her mother's fears that Katy had actually been sleeping with her own brother, something far, far more taboo than a fling between cousins. Of course, Katy didn't know that in the last week I'd also begun a sexual relationship with her mother. Even the most flamboyant telenovela on Mexican TV couldn't hold a candle to this web of affairs!
Now it was a question as to how my aunt would process this information and move forward. She was not a stupid woman, and it was more likely that Katy had over-played her hand, actually proving in a twist of irony that it was indeed her brother, and not me, who had been her ongoing sexual partner. But if Ellen played her own cards correctly it could sort out what would be to everyone's liking: 1) get Katy to stop fucking her own brother, 2) get Katy to start dating a good boy for a change (me!); 3) provide an appropriate partner for me so that Aunt Ellen and I could let our own taboo affair sunset quietly.
All this seemed to be churning in my aunt's brain, and when she next spoke, her voice was very calm. "Katy, I'm sorry that I intruded upon your privacy, but although you're now eighteen you should know that the boundaries of this household still apply to you while you choose to live here."
"But Mom, I—"
Ellen held up a hand. "Shh—let me finish." She glanced at me, then back to her daughter. "I wouldn't approve of you bringing some random boy into your bed under this roof, so it's not appropriate that you do this with your cousin, either. Be more respectful about your proclivities in the future, and I will try to be more tolerant.
"As for you dating Tom, well, I will speak with your father about this tomorrow morning, and we'll decide how we'd prefer you to proceed with this. I won't tell him about...aboutthis," she gestured our bodies entwined under the sheets, "but he's going to have to know sooner or later that you two have...feelings for each other."
Aunt Ellen looked directly at me again. "In the mean time, Tom, I would like you to go back to your own bed and respect my wishes that you act more like a gentleman when you're in my home."
I swallowed and nodded. "Yes, ma'am." I also gave a little wince, because I felt my penis finally beginning to go flaccid again, and I knew it would soon slip out of my cousin's vagina.
My aunt held my gaze for a long moment, definitely an odd assortment of emotions flashing in her eyes, and then she looked back into Katy's face. "Do I make myself clear?"
Katy glanced down at me. As untimely as it had been for my penis to ejaculate inside her, at that moment it chose to slip from her snatch. I could feel my warm semen oozing out, dripping down her thigh and onto my own crotch and balls.
Katy quickly looked at her mother, masking yet another odd sigh, then nodded. "Yes, Mom."
Aunt Ellen folded her arms, then unfolded them. There was suddenly nothing else to say, so she simply finished with, "Okay...good night, then." She opened and closed the door behind her but left the light on. I stared up at my cousin Katy as she let the sheet slide off of her, exposing her glorious nudity to the light for the first time tonight. Despite having just orgasmed, the sight was enough to make my semi-flaccid cock to twitch, and Katy took notice.
She glanced down between us, where our bodily fluids were soaking our midsections. She looked at me and said, "Are you kidding me?" I could only blink back. She hissed, "You fucking came inside me, Tommy!"
"I'm sorry." All I could stammer.
"You're no better than Jack—" Catching herself just a little too late, she slapped her hand to her mouth. She'd instinctively compared me as a lover to her own brother, which was of course rather awkward. I didn't take any offense to it. In recent days I'd proven that I could, in fact, hold out quite long enough to give powerful orgasms to all three of the women I'd fucked—Katy (the first time), Aunt Ellen, and Shelly—and if by some miracle I got another chance to fuck Katy I'd show her what a long-lasting cock really felt like!
Katy slid off of me so that we were now laying side-by-side, staring up at the ceiling. The sheet had been kicked down to our ankles, and to my pleasant surprise Katy now seemed wholly unconcerned that I could see 100% of her naked form. I suppose she'd rationalized that once a guy got to fuck her there was little point in shying away from simple nudity.
In the several moments of silence that followed, I found that a knot, which had been forming in my stomach, was now abating. Knowing how worried Katy was about unprotected sex, I had been subconsciously preparing for her to claw my eyes out the moment her mother walked out of the room. This calmer version of Katy was not what I'd expected.
"If you get me pregnant, I'm going to kill you," she murmured.
Ah, there was the spark.
"Do you want me to leave?" I asked.
"In a few minutes, yeah," she replied. "I'm sure Mom's still awake, and she'll be waiting to hear the sound of you returning to your room."
I shifted to my side so I could look at her. Not just at her beautiful naked body, but at her. She turned her head, and I saw an oddly puzzled look on her face.
"What is it?" I asked. "What's wrong?"
She frowned. "I just feel like...there's just some sort of familiarity about this."
My mind flashed to that first night when I'd anonymously fucked her. Had I made such an impression on her that being inside her again this time reminded her of it? I knew that my cock was significantly longer than Jack's, by at least a good couple of inches, and definitely thicker. But it wasn't like I could say, "Well, it's familiar because I'm the one who fucked you that night, not Jack." Katy would probably consider that outright rape, and I would definitely feel her wrath then!
Before I could come up with any sort of comment out loud, Katy added, "Maybe I'm just transposing what I did with you with what I watched you do with Shelly."
I shrugged. What else could I say?
Katy suddenly turned toward me, so we were both now on our sides, facing each other. I dared to gaze at her lovely large breasts as she spoke again. "You're one lucky bastard, aren't you, Tommy?" To my questioning look she added, "Fucking both Shelly and me. On the same day!"
"Katy, I—"
"No, don't say anything. It's okay. We both let you do it. I'm just annoyed that you came in me. Consider this the Fantasy Day of your Life, whatever." She suddenly glanced down my body. I wondered if she was studying my cock, which was still slick with our juices, still semi-hard and looking mean and thick across my thigh. But I actually saw her eyes get slightly misty. She murmured something so softly I couldn't understand.
"I'm sorry?" I asked gently.
"I said, would you rather have her?"
"Her? You mean Shelly?"
Katy looked back up to me. "Yeah. She's quite the little slut, she'll probably want to make you her little boy toy now. And...she's not related to you."
I reached up a hand and gently touched her chin, focusing her gaze on me. "Katy," I said, "I would rather have you. I would rather have you a million times over. I have always wanted you."
It was true. This whole incredible summer of sex had all started with my obsession with Katy. Shelly was a great fuck, but I knew nothing could ever come of that. What Aunt Ellen and I had shared had been fueled by lust, but I really did love her, and the close aunt-nephew relationship I shared with her was far more powerful than the fleeting impulses of sex. And of course to try to "date" my aunt could never even be considered remotely possible. So it circled back to Katy. She was kind of a bitch, and she was selfish, but she also had a bit of a self-esteem issue, and if I could truly make her mine perhaps I could help her with that, make her a better person. And as for me, I'd have the object of my desires as my lover for as long as I could.
Katy broke my reverie by leaning forward and kissing me. It was a warm and loving kiss. I returned it gladly, hungrily. I felt my cock begin to stir, and as it straightened it touched Katy's leg. She backed away and looked down at it.
"That's a goddamned monster," she said with a chuckle. "But I'm afraid that's all you get for tonight. I just know Mom's gonna bust in here again if you don't scoot."
I nodded, disappointed but fully understanding. "I wish I could have lasted longer," I said, given you more pleasure."
To my surprise, Katy blushed deeply then said quietly. "You did." I raised my eyebrows and she added, "I don't know how you did it, but when you came...so did I."
"Really?"
She nodded, giving me a genuine grin. "It wasn't exactly earth-shattering, but that's probably a good thing because I was barely able to contain my composure when Mom walked in."
"Wow." I meant it:wow!
"You're pretty amazing, Tom," she said. "I don't know...maybe we can really give this dating thing a try?" My cock flexed in answer. Katy giggled and reached for my member, giving it a teasing squeeze. "Yes, perhaps we will give this a try. But not again tonight!" She let go of my cock and gave my bare ass a playful spank. "Now get out of here, you pervert!"
***
I slept in late the following morning, and I was glad to do so. By the time I roused out of bed and threw on some shorts and a t-shirt most everyone was gone. Jack and my uncle had gone to work, as usual. I found Aunt Ellen in the kitchen, as usual, and she explained that Katy had left early to Shelly's house. (I could only imagine what those two girls would be talking about today!) I deduced that Katy was smartly making herself scarce until she knew the way the wind blew with her parents. But I had no escape. I had no where to go, and I was alone with my aunt. I would face the music with her.
With a desire to man up and confront the situation head-on, I cleared my throat and began, "Aunt Ellen—"
"I've made you some pancakes," she said quickly, gesturing the kitchen table. I stared at her for a moment, then slowly sat down to breakfast. For several silent moments I had a few bites of the buttermilk deliciousness, washed down with some fresh OJ. The whole time my aunt watched me while leaning up against the kitchen sink, thoughtfully sipping coffee. Clearly, we were going to have the obligatory conversation whenshefelt like having it.
Which actually came sooner than I expected.
She blurted, "Did you have sex with Katy last night?"
I paused, forkful of pancake halfway between the plate and my mouth. I looked at her, setting down my fork.
"Were you actually doing it when I walked in?"
What could I say? Why hide the truth? I nodded.
Aunt Ellen looked down at her coffee, then turned and poured it into the sink. She set down the mug with a loud clink. "You really work fast, don't you?" she said, her back still to me.
"I'm sorry," I said, pitifully. Even more pitifully I added, "We didn't mean to at first."
Still not facing me, my aunt coughed out a disbelieving, "Ha." I just sat there, waiting. After a few moments my aunt looked up from the sink and gazed out of the window above it. She asked, "Do you really love her?"
"As a girlfriend? No...not really."
"I see." She finally turned, studying me. "She just really wanted to sell it, didn't she?" I nodded. "Which means she and Jack really were—they were actually—"
Quickly, I said, "For what it's worth, that's over. Absolutely over. Katy swears by it."
I don't know whether or not my aunt fully heard or registered what I'd just said, but in the next moment she was throwing her hands to her face and sobbing. I jumped up and took her in my arms, and she embraced me and buried her face into my shoulder, letting the emotions pour from her. I gave her all the time she needed, occasionally reaching up to stroke her soft hair or give her a reassuring kiss on the top of her head.
Eventually she was able to control the racking sobs, and she leaned back a little. Her eyes were red and moist, and her cheeks were shiny with tears. I was just able to reach a roll of paper towels and tore one off for her. She did not shift out of my loose embrace when she lifted the towel to her face to clean herself up a bit. She tossed the used towel aside and then intertwined her arms back around me.
Sniffing, she said, "Will it work? Will Katy be with you now and stop having...stop messing with Jack?"
"Yes." I added, "Well, I don't know how well Katy andIwill work out, but I guarantee you that she and Jack are done."
"Oh, thank God." She hugged me, clearly appreciating that this one part of the soap opera of incest was over. She looked up at me again and asked, "You don't think you and Katy will work out?"
I found it surprisingly difficult to talk about Katy while embracing my aunt. Oddly enough, I knew in that moment that I would never truly fall in love with my cousin. In fact, if there was anyone I felt a true passion for, a true emotional desire, it was my aunt right here in my arms.
She was still waiting for an answer, so I said. "Unless there are any parental objections, I think Katy and I have a good chance at enjoying a classic summer fling, but I can't see it going any further."
"I see," Ellen said. "Well, I actually haven't spoken to your uncle about this yet. But I'll make sure he understands and allows it, if that's what you want."
"Katy will be expecting it now," I said evasively.
My aunt nodded. "Okay." She leaned into my shoulder again and tightened her embrace. I tightened back. When she spoke again her voice was slightly muffled, "This probably means we should let you focus on Katy now, and you and I can, well, get back to normal."
I swallowed. "If that's what you want," I said weakly.
She leaned back and looked up at me, our faces very close. "It's what's best, Tom. We can't be lovers, and you know it."
"I know."
"Besides," she said, "how could I possibly compare to Katy? I'm over twice her age, she's got that impossibly tight little body, while I—"
"Aunt Ellen."
She blinked, realizing I was gazing directly into her eyes.
I said, "I love you. I will always love you, and I will always respect you, no matter what. You know that, right?"
Her eyes got misty again. "Oh, Tommy...I love you too. Thank you." We embraced once more, and with that now familiar muffled voice, I heard my aunt say, "Tom, will you...could you possibly...may I experience you one more time?"
My heart immediately began pumping faster, and I felt my penis begin to swell.
Squeezing her tightly, letting her feel my growing erection, I said, "I would love nothing more."
The next moment found us kissing deeply, as lovers, and we took our time with it, tasting each other, luxuriating in the emotions. I had not expected to be able to be with my aunt again in this way, so I wanted it to last forever.
As we kissed we began to slowly start undressing each other, a couple of buttons here, a zipper there. Eventually we were both topless, and my aunt crushed her large wonderful breasts against my naked chest. I slid down to my knees and took one in my mouth, nibbling on her hard nipple, lathering her creamy skin with my saliva.
To my surprise, my aunt actually stopped me, gently pulling my head from her chest. I looked up at her. Her eyes were dilated with lust.
"Not here," she was saying. "Take me to bed, Tom. Make love to me this one last time as the sweet gentleman that you are."
For a brief moment I wonderedwhichbed she wanted, and to my pleasant surprise we went into her bedroom, where the only nice big king size bed was located. I stood and watched as my aunt pulled back the blankets, then with her back to me began pulling down the loose shorts she'd been wearing, along with her panties. I as I watched her ass, reminded of the first time I'd spied on my aunt's plump rump through the vent.



We were both fully naked now, and my aunt stood there, back still to me, and waited. I stepped up behind her and embraced her, pressing my body to hers, enjoying the feeling of my massive erection sliding up the crack of her ass. I planted soft wet kisses all over her neck and shoulders while lovingly kneading her huge tits. I was desperate to be inside her again, but I maintained my effort to draw this out as long as I could. I instinctively knew this would be the last time I would have sex with my beautiful Aunt Ellen. I wanted it to be memorable for both us.
She was the one to make the next move, finally turning to face me. She gave me one long deep kiss and then lowered herself so that she was sitting on the side of the bed. Her face was now at the same level as my cock, and she surprised me by reaching up and gently grasping the base of my shaft. Even more surprising was when she leaned forward and began licking the tip of my cock, which was oozing with precum. She lapped it up as if sucking on sweet nectar, then she went further and drew the head and good portion of my shaft into her soft mouth.
For several minutes I simply stood there and selfishly enjoyed the pure ecstasy of fellatio from my aunt as her head bobbed back and forth. As she was clearly out-of-practice with giving head, I couldn't claim it was the best blowjob in the world, but she was eagerly making an effort to bring me as much pleasure as possible, and my heart went out to her for it. I entwined my fingers into her hair and very gently guided her head back and forth. She was only able to get about half of my penis into her mouth, but she used her hands as well, one to grip the exposed part of my shaft, the other to gently massage my balls. In fact, she was quickly remembering just how to make this feel good, enough so that I eventually had to slow her down, worried that I'd cum too quickly and potentially end things too soon.
She got the message and finally backed her head away from my length, letting the tip of my cock slip out of her mouth then smacking her lips playfully. We both chuckled, and I finally started climbing into the bed as she leaned back. She'd actually gotten me so worked up I knew it would be dangerous to enter her in that moment. I needed a little time to cool off.
So I went down on her.
On the other occasions when I'd had sex with Aunt Ellen, she'd always been a little shy about oral sex. From her conservative roots she must have felt that anything other than more or less "regular" intercourse was something she shouldn't do. We'd enjoyed several positions of sexual intercourse, but again, any oral sex we'd had was always limited and sometimes even a little awkward.
Not today. Not this final time. This time, my aunt eagerly lay back and spread her legs wide in anticipation. She even propped some pillows back behind her head so she could partially sit up and watch what I was doing. This of course only stoked my lust even hotter, and soon I was very hungrily licking at her pussy, allowing my probing tongue to tease her engorged clit. I gently parted her labia and enjoyed the light tickling sensation of her nicely trimmed pubic hair grazing my nose and cheeks.
I've admitted before that I make no claim to being the best at cunnilingus, but what I may have lacked in technical skill I think I made up for in passion and eagerness. Plus, I found it hard to imagine my uncle doing this for my aunt after so many years of marriage, so as far as my aunt was concerned I'm pretty sure it was the best experience she'd ever had in her life of having a man eat her pussy.
And if there were any doubts about this, they were soon quashed by the fact that my aunt was approaching orgasm. I continued sucking steadily on her swollen clit as I felt her hands being to reach out for my head, her fingers desperately gripping my short hair. Her legs began to tremble, and the moisture from her vagina became more abundant and warm.
"Oh, Tommy," he began gasping, "make me cum, baby. Oh my sweet Tommy make me cum!"
An atomic blast going off outside would not have distracted me from the most direct effort I've ever made in my life to give this woman an orgasm with my mouth. I sucked and licked for all I was worth, and as the moment hit my aunt's thighs tightened around my head, pressing against my ears, but I could still clearly hear her scream out.
"Oh, Tommy! My love, I'm cumming! Oh my love, I'm cumming, oh God!"
It was music to my ears, my beautiful aunt in such open orgasm. I loved her more in this moment than I ever would. But it was a moment that would eventually have to become a memory, because now I wanted nothing more on this planet than to be inside my aunt.
Being a good lover, however, I did my best to wind her down from the massive orgasm she'd just experienced. I knew that if I simply lifted my face off of her without warning it might shock her and stifle the lingering ripple effects of her powerful climax. So for a few minutes more I continued kissing and tonging her pussy, but my ministrations became a steadily slower, gradually lighter. I listened carefully to her breathing, and only when I sensed that it had steadied to a slightly calmer state did I finally back away from her dripping labia.
I began working my way back up her body, dropping the occasional kiss on her thigh, stomach, breasts, chest, chin...and then her mouth. For a brief moment my aunt was surprised to realize that she was tasting her own juices on my lips and tongue. And as we made out, I begin gently, even teasingly, probing the entrance of her pussy with the tip of my red hot cock. I felt my aunt desperately grasp the shaft of my penis and guide it toward her entrance while taking one of her heels and actually pressing it into my ass, driving me forward. I grinned into my kiss with her as I complied with her body language and plunged into her, bottoming out in one powerful thrust.
Aunt Ellen moaned into my mouth, and when I lifted my lips from hers she began crying out, already in orgasm with just the first penetration of my penis into her pussy. I actually held it in there, feeling the tip of my cock press firmly against the woman's cervix, and it was like a small fist inside her, squeezing my shaft as her vaginal muscles contracted.
"Oh God, Tommy!" Ellen exclaimed, "You are so wonderful! So perfect inside me! Oh, my love!"
She kept saying that, "my love," and it only fueled my wonton desire for her. On this day we were in love, we were perfect lovers, and this was going to be the epic love-making of our lives. When I finally began to move in and out of her, I leaned down close to her ear.
"I love you so much, Aunt Ellen. You feel so good, you are so beautiful, so wonderful."
"Oh Tommy, my love. I'm yours. All yours right now. Make love to me. Give it to me, my dear sweet boy."
I needed no further encouragement. I began to piston steadily in and out of my aunt. With each banging thrust she made noises and grunts that came from deep down within her. She was as determined to draw as much pure pleasure from this session as I was. I'd had no trouble bringing her to climax in all the other times we'd had sex, but it seemed like for the first time my aunt was really and truly letting it all out, just going with the magic of the moment and abandoning all worry and fuss about what reality would have in store for us when this was over.
Thrust, I thrust hard, damned hard, into my lover. I felt like an animal, like a beast as I plowed into her in the classic Missionary position. Ellen kept her legs up and clasped around my back, practically whimpering whenever I'd move out of her even an inch, then crying out in ecstasy each time I pushed fully in, hammering her cervix. The woman would be damned sore after this. Hell, we both would.
I didn't necessarily want to think about the fact that only yesterday I'd fucked two other woman, but I realized that having been able to drain my balls into those girls barely 24 hours ago, I now had the stamina of a champion bull, and I put every ounce of energy and strength I could into fucking the very life out of this woman.
Eventually I lost count of the times I needed to pause and hold myself inside my aunt whenever she orgasmed. My ears were now ringing at all the times she would scream out at the top of her lungs. She very openly let me know whenever she climaxed.
"Cumming again, my love! Cumming again! Oh, Tommy, I'M CUMMING AGAIN!"
There was no clock or watch in my field of vision to tell me how long we'd been at it, but conservatively it must have been a good 30 or 40 minutes. Both of us were now slick with sweat. Our hair was wet and the sheets were soaked. And finally, I began to feel the tell-tale tingling in my balls. I'd actually felt it a few times already, but I'd managed to power through and prove to the universe that I could, in fact, hold out for a while. But now it was becoming clear that staving off my own climax would soon be moot. I began to pick up my pace, pounding for all I was worth into my aunt, my lover. She sensed that I was getting near.
"Yes, Tommy," she grunted, "That's my boy...give it to me. Give your aunt your love, all your love."
My cock swelled at that last remark. In earlier sessions, Ellen had made a point of playing down the fact that we were related. Now she seemed to embrace it. I tested the waters as my balls began to boil.
"I love you, Aunt Ellen," I moaned. "Do you like having your nephew inside you?"
Her eyes opened, and she stared at me, her sweaty face a mask of pure lust.
"Oh yes, my sweet young nephew. I love having you inside me. You make your Aunt Ellen so happy, baby!"
"You're gonna make me cum, Aunt Ellen." I pumped even faster. "I have to cum now, my love."
"Ungh—ungh," she grunted, then managed to form words. "Do it, baby. Cum for your Aunt Ellen! Let me feel my beautiful nephew cum!"
I was so close to the edge now, and I pounded into her as if I would die in the next moment. Was she giving me permission to cum inside her? I had to know for sure. I didn't want to ruin it for her if it would freak her out to let me ejaculate into her without protection.
"Gonna...gonna cum now, Aunt Ellen. Where—where can I—"
"INSIDE ME!" she cried out at the top of her lungs. "I want to feel you cum inside me, my beautiful boy!"
"Are you sure, Aunt Ellen?" My balls began to contract.
"Yes! Yes!" she demanded, and she clasped her legs around me even tighter. "Don't you dare pull out of me, Tommy! Fill me with your cum. Feel me with your seed! I need it!"
That was all I needed. My cock expanded one more time, and with a final deep and powerful push, I bottomed out inside my aunt and unloaded.
"I'm cumming, Aunt Ellen!" I cried out. "I'm cumming inside you!"
Thick hot jets of semen blasted out from my cock and deep into her quivering pussy.
"Yes!" she actually cheered, "That's it, baby! Cum in me! I can feel it. Flood me with it, baby!"
She herself orgasmed yet again as I emptied my balls into her body. It felt as if I was injecting my potent seed directly into her womb I was so deep. I could sense it shooting out of me and splashing powerfully into her abused cervix, and now her entire vagina would be flooded with my fresh white sperm.
Together we moaned and bellowed and kissed and clutched at each other as my cock pulsed and her pussy clenched. She milked me for all I was worth, and I ejaculated all I could give. It seemed to go on and on, and of course there was no rush to let it end. Long after I'd finished spewing my semen into her, Aunt Ellen kept her legs locked around me, eager to keep my full length inside her as long as humanly possible.
It was only after several minutes, maybe even more than ten, that I finally began to feel my penis soften. Knowing it would soon be impossible to keep me within her, Aunt Ellen finally relaxed her legs. She sighed as she stretched them; I knew they must have been cramping up. For my part, I finally allowed myself to ease off of her, and we both let out a disappointed groan as my mostly flaccid penis finally slipped from the beautiful home it had dominated all morning.
I rolled over to one side, still breathing quite heavily. We both were, actually. The room smelled of marathon sex and sounded like two people who'd just finished a 20-mile run at full sprint. I closed my eyes and listened to my own heartbeat in my ears, willing it to slow down a little more. Next to me I felt a little movement as Aunt Ellen stirred and sat up. I peeked through one slightly open eye and saw her at first starting at my penis, then over to her own crotch.
"My god," she said, "you really poured it into me this time, didn't you?"
I grinned. "You bring out the best in me, Aunt Ellen."
She gave my penis a light and playful flick, causing me to wince and giggle.
I heard her say, "I'm in real trouble if you've made me pregnant."
Before I could reply we both heard something that had us both suddenly sitting upright in bed in total shock: the voice of another person.
The person was Katy. And she was standing in the open bedroom doorway with Shelly.
Shelly's expression was wide with shock and amazement. Katy's face was deep-red with rage.
And what we heard Katy say was: "That goes for all three of us."
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It's unusually warm for a November night, and quiet, deep in a wooded area near your house. The moon is presenting everything in a silvery glow, accented by pinpoint stars. I've laid down a soft blanket between a couple of trees, expecting my new lover. I don't have to wait long, soon you're making your way through the dim trees, softly whispering my name. I whisper back to let you know exactly where I am, and then there we are, embracing, kissing, holding each other, feeling the warmth of incredible passion that will soon be released.
We step back, holding hands, and I am happy to see that you're wearing a thin soft dress...and nothing else. I step close to you again and begin kissing and nibbling lightly on your ear, down your neck, and along your shoulder. One of the straps of your dress slips down, then the other. The air has a perfect warm-cool temperature, and you feel only the slightest chill, mostly from excitement, when your light dress finally slips down your body. Admiring the sexy nude woman before me, I drop to my knees and begin kissing your body, taking your breasts into my hands and mouth, and then I find your hard nipples. My playful bites and sucking sends shivers through your body, and as I begin to caress between your legs with one hand I can feel how wet and ready you already are.
After only a few minutes you can't take any more. You have to taste me too. I drop back onto the blanket and we giggle like goofy lovers as we both struggle to get my shirt and jeans and underwear off. Before long we are both naked on the blanket, and we pause to kiss and hold each other for a moment, listening to the quiet night. You can feel my stiff erection pressed firmly against your thigh, and you want to see what it looks like in the moonlight. You ease yourself down along my body, planting warm moist kisses along my neck, my chest, my stomach...until you feel my cock graze along your cheek, the tip already leaking its natural fluids in anticipation of what's to come.
With eager and natural care you take my cock in your hands, thrilled and fascinated with how big it is, and how incredibly hard. You begin by just lightly licking the fluid from my tip, teasing me around the head, letting my salty essence glisten on your lips, and you grin sinfully with the gasps and moans I'm making from the "torture." But tonight we are too eager to take our time, and your teasing is quickly changed to generous pleasing as you finally take my throbbing cock deep into your mouth. Up and down you bathe the shaft and head with your saliva, caressing it with your talented tongue, timing the motion of your head with your hands as they stroke the base of my shaft and lightly massage my balls.
You hear me moaning your name and how incredibly good it feels. I can so easily let myself go inside your mouth, my balls are begging for release. But as heavenly as it feels I know I must hold out for something more, something infinitely better. I run my fingers through your soft hair, selfishly relishing your mouth on my cock for only a few minutes more...but then I carefully urge you to lift up and off me. You smile at me and lick your lips, ready for the next phase of the night.
I get up on my knees and ease you back onto the blanket. For a moment I pause and can only stare at the beautifully toned goddess before me, your soft hair fanned out, your naked breasts heaving slowly up and down with her deep breaths of anticipation...how can I be so lucky? As I lower myself down, you open your legs to me, eager for us to join our bodies. But I have something else in mind first, and now it is my turn to begin kissing your lips, then work my way down your chin, your slender neck, your breasts, a detour down along your side, licking lightly down your ribs...directly for your hips. Before you know it my mouth is poised over your sexy wet pussy. You can feel my warm breath along your moist lips. It is my turn to "torture" a little, however, and for several minutes I begin kissing and licking around your pussy, just above it, along your inner thighs, back and forth, up and down, and you squirm and wiggle your hips under me, desperately eager for more, and you even say it aloud, your voice begging quietly, "More, baby, more!"
Your begging is rewarded as I finally plunge my mouth directly against your pussy, and I probe hungrily with my tongue, licking your most sensitive core, teasing and nibbling your clit. It doesn't take long for you to spasm into a series of quick pleasing orgasms. You bring your hands to my head and urge me to lick and suck more, more...and it's as if time has stopped temporarily while you openly and thoroughly enjoy this most intimate of acts, amazed that this sexy stranger between your legs can think only of how much it pleases you and how happy he is to do it...
But again, we are only putting off the inevitable, and I lift my head to listen to you when you begin moaning, "Inside me, baby...I need you inside me now...."
I move myself up along your body and give you a long passionate kiss. As our tongues intertwine you can taste yourself on me. I then whisper, "Okay, baby...here we go...."
I position myself between your open legs, and as I lower myself closer you reach out and grasp me cock in your hands, eager to guide me inside yourself. When the tip of my cock connects with the entrance to your pussy we both pause, locking eyes, acknowledging the moment and the magic. And seeing a slight nod from you I begin to push in, slowly, slowly...deeper...deeper, out a little, then in again, deeper and deeper each time...until finally, incredibly, you have absorbed the entire length of my long hard cock fully into your body. I cringe and groan with pleasure at how unbelievably tight and warm you are inside. I have to hold it there, fully in you, fully inside, so I can get used to you, catch my breath, maintain control. You patiently wait with me, your slender fingers tracing light random patterns along my back and hips and thighs.
After a few minutes I know I can move again, and I slowly withdraw, then plunge in again, out and in...a nice steady pattern, but we both know it won't stay steady for long. Soon you begin moving your hips up in perfect time to my downward thrusts, thrusts which become faster, harder, firmer. With your sweet pussy already so incredibly stimulated by my mouth it doesn't take long for you to feel the familiar glow begin to form from deep within your loins. You lift your legs and widen them, hoping to somehow get another bit of length of my cock in you. "Deeper," you beg. "Harder." And I grant your wish, slamming myself into you now, pounding away. You slam your hips up as I slam mine down, and the very earth itself seems to tremble with the most intense lovemaking either of us has ever experienced.
I know there is no way I can last much longer, but I am thrilled and turned on even more when I begin to hear your breathing change, and those wonderful noises coming from your throat as you feel your orgasm build and build, steadily, powerfully. You can sense it in me too. Incredibly you can feel the head of my cock swell even more than you thought possible. And in response your pussy clenches down even tighter. Through it all we keep pounding, keep thrusting, keep fucking. And together we each build up to a climax for the record books.
It hits you first, suddenly, massively. Your whole body contracts, your breath catches, your pussy spasms, and you lock your legs around my naked body on top of you and dig your fingers into my back. The quiet night is suddenly torn open as you forget where you are and cry out with your desperate orgasm, tears streaming down your face.
This is all I need, all I can take, and with one last powerful penetrating thrust I lock my cock as deep into your pussy as nature will allow, and then some. And as I groan like a beast I feel my balls tighten and my cock spasm as I cum deeply inside you. It seems to go on for minutes, and you feel repeated pulsing jets of hot semen pouring into your body, my essence flowing through you, sustaining your own powerful orgasm.
We remain locked like this for several moments, our orgasms subsiding, my cock still inside you, our bodies trembling, hearts hammering in then naked chests that are pressed together. Above us the moon drifts in the sky, the sound of leaves flutter quietly in a brief breeze that cools the moisture from our glistening skin. Eventually, reluctantly, knowing the night must come to an end, we begin to move apart. I lift slowly off of you, pausing here and there to kiss you lightly. We both gasp with a strange disappointment when my softening cock slips out of you, out from where it was so perfectly comfortable.
I begin to reach for my shirt, but you gently stop me. Without any more words, you guide me back down onto the blanket. I obey and lay back, looking up at you. In the dim light I can just make out your smile of pure satisfaction as you slowly pull your dress back on, all the while gazing down at me, admiring the man who made you cum so hard just a few minutes ago. You want to remember me like this, nude, sexy, smelling like you. When your dress is on you kneel down and kiss me one last time for the night. When we break you put your lips to my ear and whisper, "Until next time." And with that, you whisk yourself away into the night. Smiling, proud and still glowing from our passion, I lay back and let myself doze, a satisfied man.
Some moments later you slip yourself back into your own home and back into your own bed. As your husband snores unsuspectingly, you grin into your pillow and realize that you have just had the most incredible night of your life, and you will be reminded of it throughout the wee hours of the morning as you shift your legs slightly and feel our combined fluids leaking slowly from between your legs.
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Janice Davidge had done it. She had shown her children how to make love and how wonderful the experience could be. But this was just the basics. She knew her children would be hungry for more, and they would be looking at their mother to teach them more.
After ten minutes of quiet rest, Janice encouraged her son and daughter to go to her own master bathroom, to her oversized shower, and help each other clean up. Once she'd heard them step under the warm water together, giggling and kissing and caressing, Janice made another decision. If she was going to show them the more advanced ways of making love, she would have to show them...personally.
When she made her way hallway to join them, her clothes were left in a neat little pile next to her son's and her daughter's.
Boldly and nakedly, Janice padded into the master bathroom. It was already humid and steamy from the huge, powerful double sets of shower heads blasting away against the nude bodies of her 20-year-old son, Richard, and 18-year-old daughter, Kristin. Both of her kids were facing her direction, with Richard standing behind his sister, lathering up her hair with shampoo. Enjoying the soapy scalp massage, Kristin's eyes were closed, and Richard had been enjoying watching her naked rear as he cleaned her hair. But when his naked mother entered the bathroom he stopped massaging and stood agog.
"Mom!" he exclaimed.
Kristin opened her eyes in a precautionary squint, leery of shampoo getting in them. But upon sight of her mother's naked body approaching, her eyes went wide and she put her hands to her face.
"Wow, Mom!" she exclaimed as well. "Look at you!"
The kids were clearly impressed with their mother's physique. Despite fast approaching 40, Janice was in model-perfect shape. She took her role as the director of a sports medicine clinic seriously, knowing that her own health and appearance served as an influence and inspiration—and thus perfect advertising—for what patients could achieve at her facility. Her personal aggressive workout regimen, combined with an adherence to a strictly controlled diet, allowed her to look as good at 40 as she did at 20. The only thing she personally avoided was any artificial means of physical enhancement: no boob jobs, no face lifts, etc. There were crows feet in her eyes when she smiled, and her hair couldn't quite maintain its naturally auburn sheen without just a little extra product now, but otherwise she was a damned fine woman.
Her skin was smooth and she was incredibly toned, even tending toward the muscular side. Her breasts, even larger than Kristin's, remained pert and firm atop her shapely chest. Her stomach—what she considered the hardest thing to maintain—was flat, with even the slightest hint of a "wash board." The muscles of her legs were toned, her ass still high and taught. And both of her kids were pleasantly surprised to see that their mother kept her vagina 100% shaved and smooth as a baby's butt.
Richard, who had managed to keep his cock in a more or less flaccid state since ejaculating into his sister some moments ago, had to glance down at the fact that his member was once again twitching to life. It poked Kristin in the butt. She too glanced down at it, then turned back to her mom with a giggle, "I think Ricky wants you to join us, Mom."
Janice smiled and quipped, "I figured we could do our part in conserving water if we showered together."
Richard eagerly opened the big shower door for his mother, who stepped in. Realizing he was openly staring at her, he finally blushed and looked down, suddenly feeling a bit awkward. Kristin's reaction was quite the opposite: she stepped forward and immediately embraced her mother, instantly getting her wet and soapy. Janice returned the embrace and let herself be guided by her daughter under the powerful streams. She used to think that it had been an overindulgence to have built such a massive shower, but now she was thrilled because all three of them could easily fit in here and enjoy themselves.
As their mother took a few minutes to catch up to the level of shampooing and soapiness, Kristin and Richard stood a little behind her, touching each other, and admiring just how sexy Mom was. Richard's mouth watered at the sight of his mother's perfect ass. He'd always known she was a sexy, beautiful creature, but with this new introduction to open incest, he was becoming increasingly eager to touch her and experience her as sexually as he had his little sister.
For her part, Kristin too was eager to explore things with her mother. Having just had sex for the first time, she felt like the floodgates of sensuality had been opened. It had never really occurred to her before that she could actually be drawn physically to another woman, but fresh was the memory of her mother's delicate fingers carefully probing her pussy to ensure that she was moist enough to receive her big brother's huge penis. She glanced at her brother, and she could tell by the way that he was staring at Mom that he was thinking very similar thoughts.
Kristin felt so happy that her brother, a man she truly loved, had been the one to take her virginity. And she looked forward to making love with him over and over again for as long as she could. She also realized that if she could share Ricky's body with anyone else on this planet, it would definitely be with Mom. If Ricky wanted to make love to Mom, and if Mom was willing, Kristin decided right then that she'd be okay with it.
Janice finished rinsing her hair and slicked it wetly back, then turned toward her kids. She couldn't believe how immediately and totally comfortable she was to be naked with them. What's more, she had just watched her kids make love. Hell, she had even helped bring about that union, having personally guided her son's thick penis to the entrance of her daughter's virginal womanhood! This last thought reminded her of that which she wanted to experience again: touching her son's penis.
She looked at it now while he stood next to his sister. It was about half-erect at the moment, and already a monster of a cock. Janice realized that she hadn't experienced a cock of any kind in—God—at least a couple of years! She'd been so focused on her career it had just become easier and easier not to bother dating. But in recent months she'd become increasingly sexually frustrated, and she knew she wanted to sleep with a guy soon. Never in a thousand years would she have thought that the next man she wanted to take to bed would be her own son!
"Richard," she said, wiping some water from her face, "your sister clearly enjoyed the massage you performed on her breasts. Mind if I experience your technique first-hand?"
Her son grinned widely and stepped forward. Janice turned her back to him so that he could reach around and cup her breasts, which he eagerly did. Janice let out a sigh. It had been a long time since a nice strong man had hefted the considerable weight of her large breasts. Just this first embrace was enough to send shivers of pleasure to her very core. In a husky voice, Janice encouraged her son to use a little shower gel to lather her up, thus making the massage smoother and easier.
Kristin stepped very close to them and freely explored their bodies with her hands. Sometimes she shared in massaging one of her mom's breasts with Richard, sometimes she would explore him. Although she had just had sex with him, this was her first real opportunity to thoroughly explore his body. The genes of good physique ran through this family, apparently, because her brother was quite frankly a real stud. His shoulders were broad and strong. His chest and torso were rigid and firm. Muscles noticeably rippled on his arms as he massaged his mother's chest. And his ass...oh wow, Kristin was suddenly in love with his firm ass, and she showed her feelings by kissing and licking each cheek, causing him to chuckle.
And of course, she frequently allowed her hands to explore his cock and balls. Having just cum twice, he was not quite as quick to regain the full raging erection he'd had before, but he sported a constant semi-erection that still blew Kristin's mind. Her small hands could barely encircle the shaft, and his balls felt heavy and ominous as she cupped them. She really wanted to try giving him a blow job, knowing that guys loved this, but she would wait until a little later; she didn't want to disrupt the wonderful massage Richard was giving Mom's breasts.
"You are so beautiful, Mom," Richard said as he continued stroking and kneading her breasts. "I just love that we can all do this together."
"Mmmm...thank you, Richard," Janice cooed in response. "And I'm happy about this too."
Kristin said, "I don't think I ever want to wear clothes in this house again!"
Janice chuckled, "It might get a little chilly in the winter time, but I don't mind the idea of that at all—oh my!" Without warning she was feeling her son's long penis resting along the crack of her ass. She heard Kristin giggling and realized it had been her who had lifted Richard's thick shaft and positioned it there. She would giggle again and put it back when it would slip down again. But after a couple of repetitions of this, Richard's cock stopped slipping down; it had finally become fully erect again, and he was now pulling his mother against him, grinding his cock shaft deep into her ass crack.
"Oh, Richard," Janice moaned. "That feels so good, baby."
Just as she was getting used to the feeling of her son's hard cock pressing up behind her, she felt a soft feminine hand begin touching her front, right along her exposed pussy. She heard her daughter saying, "It's amazing how smooth you are, Mom. When did you start doing this?"
Janice breathlessly tried to reply, "A few...a few months now. Thought I'd give it a try, and...well, I liked the way it looked."
"I like it too," Kristin said. "Maybe you can help me shave my vagina that smooth one of these days."
"Sure, baby, I'd be happy too. I bet your brother would like to see us walking around the house naked with both of our pussies smooth and exposed."
Richard's initial response was to groan and ooze a fresh burst of precum from his penis. He then said, "Mom...can I...may I kiss you?"
Janice twisted her head around to face him. "Of course you can, baby." He immediately lowered his had and pressed his lips to hers. She kept her mouth slightly open and was rewarded by the warmth of her son's probing tongue. She entwined her own tongue with his. Soon he had her turned fully toward him, against him, and they began to make out in earnest. Janice was only a couple of inches taller than Kristin, so Richard's 6-foot frame towered over her too, and she could feel his rigid cock pressing up along her upper-abdomen, almost to the point of her sternum between her breasts. Oh how she looked forward to mounting that monster cock....
Kristin marveled at the beautiful sight of her mother and brother finally kissing like lovers. She had always loved them as part of her family, but she was beginning to fall utterlyinlove with both of them as well. It was such a powerful feeling within her that tears formed in her eyes. She leaned toward both of them and allowed her hands to explore their backs and buttocks as they kissed.
While making out with her son, Janice allowed one of her hands to drop between them. She was eager to get a grip on her son's penis again. Incredibly, it felt even larger and thicker than when she'd first guided it with her hand toward her virgin daughter's vagina. Maybe she was just able to get a better angle on manipulating it. Either way, she had the ironic thought that if she was able to get this big thing inside her, she would probably feel just as virginal as her daughter, because it had been far,fartoo long since she'd had a man inside her. And not since her ex-husband, several years ago, had she experienced a penis solarge. She wasn't sad to be without her bastard of an ex, but she was certainly glad that the bastard had at least passed down his big-dick genes to her son!
Briefly letting up from the kiss, Richard breathlessly moaned, "I want you, Mom."
"I know," she replied. "I want you too." She felt his cock give a powerful lurch in her hand when she'd said that. "But I want our first time to be as special as it was with Kristin. Let's get out of here before we turn into prunes."
There were a few minutes of playful splashing and dancing around each other, teasingly poking and gripping at various erogenous body parts, before the water was finally turned off and they all stepped out to begin toweling each other off. Richard watched with open admiration of their beauty as his mother and sister took some extra minutes to blow-dry their long hair into something that wouldn't become a matted bed-head mess in anticipation for what was to come.
What was tocum, he mused to himself. How had returning home for a simple break from college suddenly become the most erotic and fascinating night ever? Hell, it was just the beginning of the weekend, and he'd already cum twice! He was hard and eager to fuck his mother now, but he realized he was going to have to pace himself. Then again, all three of them were so suddenly and fully comfortable with each other, he knew that no one would be rushing any one to do anything too soon or too frequently.
With the blow-drying done, both women wrapped thick cotton towels around themselves, and the image created for Richard was two sexy sisters, not mother and daughter. Either way it was just as incest and just as hot! But he also realized something....
"Hey," he said, "what's with the towels?" They turned and looked at him, both smiling to see that he was still 100% naked, though his cock had lowered to just half-mast again. "Didn't we just agree on a new dress code?"
The two girls glanced at each other, then realized that donning the towels had been instinctual. They both laughed and raised their arms. Richard took his cue and reached out to both of them, getting a grip on their towels and pulling as the two ladies spun in seemingly choreographed circles until the towels were unwound and flung away, exposing two freshly showered and fully naked goddesses. Richard's cock twitched.
"Hey," Kristin said. "I know this sounds crazy, but is anyone hungry? I'm just realizing I'm starving!"
Richard said, "You're not going to believe this, but the whole point of me getting here early was to surprise you both with dinner."
Janice grinned and nudged her daughter. "I think I'd rather have him for dessert, wouldn't you, Krissy?"
They all laughed and nakedly made their way downstairs to the kitchen. Knowing that her son would be home and would want to cook for them, one of his favorite hobbies, Janice had earlier in the week stocked up on fresh vegetables and meats. But she didn't think this was going to be the time for Richard to spend an hour or two preparing a meal from scratch, so what she pulled out of the fridge were various left-overs: some pasta, sliced melon, a little cheese, etc. When she closed the refrigerator door and turned, she saw her two naked kids sitting at the kitchen table, quite nude, and beaming with amusement. Janice looked down at her own naked self and saw that her nipples had hardened into very pointed darts from the chilly air of the fridge.
"Let me warm you up," Richard said, moving toward her and immediately taking a cold hard nipple into his mouth. Janice moaned and laced her fingers through his still-damp hair.
"That looks like fun," Kristin said. "May I try?"
Janice was slightly surprised to hear that from her daughter. Although they had made physical contact with each other several times today—as Janice had helped her kids start having sex, in the shower—this would be the first time her daughter did something blatantly sexual with her. To Janice's own added surprise, she realized that she not only didn't mind the idea of having her breast sucked by her daughter, she was looking forward to it!
"Please, my dear," Janice told her. "Enjoy yourself."
The next thing she knew, Janice was looking down at the tops of the heads of her son and daughter, each of whom were now suckling her, and it was enough to make Janice actually experience the slightest of orgasms although neither kid was directly touching her pussy. She tried to remain steady on her feet and let the suckling continue for several moments.
While they both hunched over suck their breasts, Kristin reached to her brother and stroked his penis, causing him to moan into his mother's breast. For his part, he reached forward and tentatively traced his fingers along his mother's slit, directly touching her vagina for the first time. He heard his mother sigh with pure pleasure, and he marveled at how wet and ready and swollen his mother's labia were. He lusted for the moment when he could finally enter the woman who had given birth to him.
Eventually, Kristin let go of her brother's cock and lifted from her mother's breast. "I really am hungry!" she said. "I want to make love to both of you all day long, but I don't want to pass out from lack of nourishment!"
Janice chuckled and lightly pushed back on Richard, encouraging him to sit back down at the kitchen table. Kristin sat across from him and they both watched their mother spread out the food and provide some plates, forks and knives. It would have been a perfectly domestic scene had all the family members not been naked, with dripping pussies and an on-again-off-again erection...
As the kids snacked, Janice went to a cupboard and pulled out a bottle of red wine. If ever there was a time to enjoy a drink, it was now. She poured herself a healthy glass then sat at the table with her kids, wincing to their light giggles as the coolness of the wooden chair touched her naked skin. She sipped her wine and smiled back as they munched.
After several samples of various items, Richard said, "Mom, think I could have a little of that?"
"Hmm..." Janice mused. "Are we going to breakeveryrule in the book this weekend?"
"Oh, Mom, I'm going to be twenty-one in just a matter of months."
Janice smiled. "Oh, all right. It's not like we're doing shots of tequila."
"Got any?"
She reached out and swatted his naked thigh. "Don't push your luck." She slid her wine glass to her son and got up to get another one for herself.
Kristin, her mouth full of a slice of watermelon, mumbled, "I want some too!"
"Oh really!" Janice said, feigning an authoritative tone. "Well...perhaps a sip or two."
"Yay!"
Janice got two more glasses. She filled one quiet full for herself, then splashed a little into the other for Kristin. In truth, she wasn't such a prude as to mind her 18-year-old daughter having a harmless glass of wine, but part of her still wanted to ensure that everything her daughter was doing physically right now was of her own free will. Getting too inebriated would cloud her judgment, and she might end up doing something she'd end up regretting in the days ahead.
For another half hour or so, mother, son and daughter snacked and sipped wine together. Despite the incestuously erotic fact that they were all completely nude, they were also so comfortable with each other that they actually fell into an otherwise mundane conversation about how they'd all been. Richard talked about how busy he'd been at school, project after project, and Kristin grumbled about how her partners on her own science project were not working as hard as her to get a good grade. Janice let her kids know that her sports medicine clinic was doing well and that several new patients had started up there, meaning business and prosperity for several months to come. In all, each of them was doing just fine. Life could not be better.



Correction, Janice thought, life wasdefinitelygetting better, because in addition to loving each other, they were now free tomakelove to each other! Her pussy, still eager for cock, quivered at the thought.
Seeing that everyone was wrapping up their "dinner" and getting to the bottom of their wine glasses, Janice decided she wanted to move things back upstairs as soon as possible. With deliberate action, and knowing it would surprise them both (in a good way), she set down her now-empty glass, dropped to her knees under the table, and crawled directly toward her son's thick but flaccid penis. In one combined motion, she hefted his girth in one hand and guided it directly into her mouth.
Richard yelped in surprised pleasure, and Kristin immediately bent down under the table to watch what her mother was doing. "Wow! Go for it, Mom!"
Janice smiled around her son's penis. She actually liked the fact that for this first time sucking her son he was starting out completely flaccid. It would probably be the only time she could actually get the whole thing into her mouth, she realized. But his softness didn't last long. She immediately felt him begin stiffening, and she marveled at how steadily and powerfully his member began to grow as she fellated him. She worried momentarily that she was a little out-of-practice at giving blow jobs, but she reassured herself that the pure taboo of a mother blowing her own son would be more than sufficiently enjoyable for Richard.
She added to his enjoyment by occasionally letting his cock slip out of her mouth, but only so that she could lick up and down his shaft, and then around his heavy testicles. Richard merely bent his head back and moaned constantly from the feelings. Kristin was now down on the floor next to her mother, watching and studying.
"You are doing that really well, Mom," she said. "I hope you'll teach me to be as good as you."
Smacking her lips, Janice said to her, "I'll be happy to tutor, sweetie, in time. But there's something I want to do first." She backed away from her son's raging erection, letting go of it and watching it bounce and twitch. She heard him give a little disappointed gasp, but he wouldn't be disappointed for too long. Janice stood and looked at them. "Come join me in my bed, my children."
They didn't need to be told twice. Hand-in-hand the children obediently followed their naked mother, smiling broadly at how her tight round ass sashayed back and forth as she climbed the stairs just in front of them. When they got to the master bedroom Janice pulled the covers back, then crawled in the bed. She turned and looked at her kids. She was very happy to see that Richard's penis had remained hard and long.
"Krissy," she said to her daughter. "I would very much like to make love to Richard now, if that's okay with you."
Kristin said, "Of course, Mom! Ricky felt so good inside me, I would be thrilled for you to experience him too!"
"Thank you, baby," Janice said. It was what she wanted to hear. By introducing her children to sex, she instinctively knew that the two of them would want to "date" each other, or at least become primary partners with each other. Janice didn't want to interfere with such a bond without complete commitment from her daughter. She didn't worry about her son too much, knowing that guys don't bond emotionally so quickly.
"Come here, son," Janice said. Richard obeyed. She felt the mattress move under her as his weight settled down on it. Kristin found her own little corner of the bed and sat cross-legged, completely exposing her moist pussy to them but otherwise unaware of her own nudity. This was going to be a lesson for her, and she had a front-row seat!
Richard slid up next to his mother and embraced her. He cupped one of her large breasts then leaned down to kiss her. They made out for several minutes before she briefly broke her lips from his and breathed, "Make love to me, Richard."
"I will, Mom, soon," he promised. "But there's something I want to do first." He began kissing his way down her body, pausing at each breast, focusing for a few moments on one nipple and then the other, then slowly down her tummy. Into her soft skin he mumbled, "There's a favor I need to return."
Janice excitedly anticipated the direction Richard was going. She was still amazed with herself at how eager she suddenly was to have her own flesh-and-blood son go down on her. It was only icing on the cake that he was proceeding in this direction with his sister, Kristin, watching. Janice glanced her way and smiled when she noticed that her daughter was lightly and absentmindedly fingering her own swollen clitoris as she watched her mother and brother move their naked bodies together.
Richard eventually found his way down to his mother's completely bald pussy. There was absolutely no difficulty for him in finding her engorged clit poking out from her labia. But he purposely avoided applying any direct pressure to that spot with his mouth or hands. His experience with cunnilingus was somewhat limited, but he knew that part of what made it enjoyable for women was steadily building up to direct stimulation, not always just diving right in. Richard was determined to make this as memorable and pleasurable as he could for his beautiful mother.
Janice's breathing shifted suddenly when she felt her son's tongue begin to make light teasing trails up and down the outside of her vagina and inner thighs. She'd been expecting, perhaps hoping, that he'd simply plant his face into her snatch and lick away, but she realized that he was going to take his time and "torture" her. It would be exquisite torture.
Still gently playing with herself, Kristin leaned forward and got a closer look at what Richard was doing to her mother with his mouth. "Oh Ricky," she said softly, amazed at what she was seeing, "I hope you'll do this to me some day."
Richard grinned into his mother's crotch, intoxicated by her womanly scent. "I will, sis," he promised. "You'll have your chance soon."
He returned his attention to his mother and finally began to lick more directly between her puffy labia. Janice moaned and sighed in wonton pleasure, already feeling the build-up of a massive orgasm. She'd enjoyed a couple of very light non-contact climaxes this afternoon, but what was building now would be one for the record books. She'd been so busy in recent weeks it had been a long time since she'd even masturbated, so this orgasm was definitely something she was looking forward to.
"Oh Richard," she cooed, encouraging him to continue. "You're making Mommy feel so, good baby. Soooooo gooooood."
Richard's response was only to continue his lapping at his mother's cunt, and along with his tongue he began gently probing her entrance with a finger. The sensation caused his mother to lift her hips slightly, desperate to feel more pressure from her son, and he was encouraged to probe deeper, to suck harder. He made steady but torturously slow progress until at last his lips and tongue finally found his mother's clitoris, and mere seconds after he began sucking on it, he felt his mother's entire body tense up.
It felt as if her very soul was being blasted into orbit. Janice climaxed more powerfully than she ever had in years, and she was not shy about screaming out at the top of her lungs.
"Oh, Richard, oh my son! I'm cumming! I'm CUMMING SO HARD!"
Richard hung on for dear life, trying to maintain his "grip" on his mom's clit with his lips, as she thrashed on the bed in orgasm. As his mother continued to moan he suddenly heard a second feminine wail of pleasure. Out of the extreme corner of his vision he saw his sister Kristin, still sitting Indian style but hunched over with her own orgasm. She'd been playing with herself this whole time, and hearing their mother climax was enough to send her over the edge as well. Both women's eyes were screwed tightly shut, tears forming in the corners, their faces matching shades of lustful red. Had Richard not already had the opportunity to unload two powerful orgasms earlier in the day he knew he probably would have spewed his seed directly into the sheets as he lay on his stomach, sucking on his climaxing mother's clit and listening to his sister also cum.
After what easily felt like five solid minutes of orgasm, Janice finally managed to blink her eyes open and regain a modicum of focus. Her son still had his face down between her legs, but he had lightened up his ministrations on her clit and was now merely lightly kissing her drenched labia, accenting the kisses with just the slightest touches of his tongue. Janice was impressed by this. Somehow he'd learned that it was best to slowly lighten up on the woman when helping her climax with your mouth. For him to have suddenly pulled away may have stunted her orgasm. God, she loved this boy so much!
Though she was freshly showered, Richard felt a cool sheen of sweat forming on his mother's body as he felt up her thighs and stomach. He knew he'd made her cum very, very hard, and he was quite proud. He also now felt less selfish about the fact that all he wanted to do next was climb on top of her and fuck the living shit out of her.
Janice looked down to see her son, his face wet with her juices, now staring directly up into her eyes. She knew exactly what he wanted. She wanted it to. "Come to me," she whispered. He lifted himself on his hands and crawled up toward her. She could see his unbelievably enormous erection angrily pointing toward her body, toward the one place both of them so desperately wanted it to be. As her son settle himself into position between her widely parted legs, he bent down and planted a strong, sensual kiss on her lips. She let her mouth be probed open by his tongue and marveled at the taste of her own essence from his mouth. She felt him lower himself further, and she anticipated what it would feel like for the big fat head of his cock to penetrate her for the first time.
But both she and her son froze when they heard Kristin blurt out, "Wait!"
Richard was ready to practically rape his mother at this point, and he was briefly annoyed that his sister would at this sudden moment decide that everyone should stop. But with a pang of guilt at his selfishness, he realized Kristin merely wanted to reposition herself to be in better proximity to what mother and son were about to do.
Janice held her breath, worried that Kristin was suddenly having second doubts about what they were all doing together, but when her daughter spoke again she knew why she'd been asked to wait.
"I want to guide Ricky into you like you did for me, Mommy."
Kristin had said that so gently, so innocently that Janice almost burst into tears for how much she loved her daughter right then. She nodded. "Yes," she said. "Please help your brother make love with me, honey."
Richard felt his head swim with lust as he felt the small soft fingers of his own sister wrap tentatively around the base of his thick cock. He bent his head to watch between his body and his mother's as Kristin continued to "help." She now had his cock aimed correctly with one hand, and with the other she gently grazed her mother's slit.
"Just making sure you're lubricated enough," Kristin's voice was mockingly clinical as her mother's had been just a short while ago when their positions had been reversed.
All three of them chuckled lightly, but now there was no more waiting. Kristin only did one other thing for them that her mother had not thought to do before: she allowed her mother's juices to soak a few of her fingers, and then she transferred that natural nectar to her brother's cock, lathering it until it glistened.
"There," she said with a satisfied smile. "This will help him go in better."
Janice smiled at her daughter, then glanced at her son. He was staring at her again. She returned his gaze with pure love, and the two of them silently committed to watching each other's eyes closely at the moment of penetration.
That moment was now. Still guided by his sister's light grip, Richard moved his hips forward against his mother's, and when the tip of his penis begin to part her pussy lips they both felt something akin to an electric shock. After only the slightest of pauses, Richard pushed a little further, and soon a good number of inches of his penis was moving deeper and deeper into his own mother's vagina. At the last moment Kristin slid her hand out from between them, then sat back again, legs crossed and pussy exposed, and watched her mother and brother do it.
Only when he was fully inside her, his pelvic bone now pressing against her mons, did Janice realize she'd been holding her breath. She let it sigh out of her in an exhalation of pure satisfaction. What she was doing now was the most taboo, the most erotic and the most wonderful thing she had ever done in her life: she was making love with her son!
Richard held himself inside his mother and remained still for several moments. He never took his eyes off her, and he saw only love in the look she was returning toward him. Part of him marveled at the fact that he was in a second pussy in as many hours. That in and of itself would have been something for the Record Books, but there was of course a glaring fact that went well beyond the Record Books but could never be entered into them: the first woman had been his younger sister; this second was his own mother.
Kristin watched her brother finally begin to move in and out of her mother. She couldn't believe that this day would begin as an otherwise normal (and annoying) school day and end with her losing her virginity to her brother, who was now having sex with Mom! And watching them have sex was totally hot! So hot, in fact, that she had to begin playing with herself again as she watched. When she'd first started masturbating while Ricky ate Mom's pussy, she'd actually blushed upon realizing that she'd been doing it in front of them. But that embarrassment was fleeting and absurd; there was no longer anything even remotely taboo for the three of them. So when she began masturbating again, she did it freely and with eagerness.
Janice finally had to squeeze her eyes shut again as Richard began to thrust into her more steadily. He'd only been inside her a few minutes, but she could already feel another powerful orgasm building. She was still trying to catch her breath at how full, so very, very full, her pussy felt right now. Each time he bottomed out she could feel the spongy head of his cock squishing against her cervix. It must have been torture at first for her poor daughter to lose her virginity from such a thick member. Janice already knew that she'd be sore for a while after this session, but she didn't care. She wanted more, more, and she wanted it—
"Harder," she said. Actually it was more like pleading, "Harder, Richard, please."
"Yes, Mother," he grunted, increasing his thrusts in both speed and pressure. "I'll give it to you hard, I promise!"
"Yes...yes, baby!" Janice exclaimed. "Oh, my sweet boy, I can feel you in myguts!Yes, that's it! Harder.HARDER!"
Richard began slamming into his mother for all he was worth. Once again he was thankful that he had been able to drain his balls a couple of times already, otherwise he knew he'd have lost control by now.
Kristin, now fingering her clit with a ferocity to match that of her family's fucking, loved the guttural sounds her mother was making, the animalistic growls from her brother, and especially the loud steady slapping of their hips pounding against each other. She felt a very powerful orgasm building, but she tried to pace herself, eager to time it with her mother's if possible. She knew it would be more fun that way.
"Oh," Janice moaned. "Ohhh...oh God, I'm going to cum again, Richard. You're going to make Mommy cum again!"
"I want you to, Mom," Richard grunted. "I love you so much, Mom, please cum for me!"
"I will, baby, I will! Just don't—stop—fucking—me!"
Richard felt his cock twitch and swell a little extra. Despite the taboo of what he had done to his sister and was now doing to his mother, he had yet to hear his mother curse, and it was just a nice little extra turn-on. Mom didn't seem to actually register that she'd cursed, she was so engrossed in her pending climax. He glanced over at his sister, noting with relish that she was masturbating like a madwoman, but also exchanging an amused nod that yes, she'd heard Mom say the F-word too!
Incredibly, Janice felt her son's cock expand a little. It already seemed impossible that he could even fit inside her. To feel him actually grow more...well, that was pretty much all it took. With determination she lifted her legs and locked her legs tightly around her son, forcing him to keep plunging as deeply as he could into her core. Her cervix was getting absolutely hammered now the he point where she imagined she was being split open and bringing her boy back into her very womb, cock first!
"Unnngh...unnngh" were pretty much the only sounds she could make now. Her pussy began to squeeze down on her son's pounding shaft, a mind of its own now, and a glow began warming her guts. The glow seemed to turn into a flame. She felt another sensation on her left shoulder and realized that Richard had buried his head down in there, trying to leverage himself so that he could fuck her harder than any woman he'd ever fucked before. She could feel their bodies actually begin to travel up the bed, and she worried that she'd soon be bumping her head against the—
She felt her own voice get caught in her throat. The flame had begun raging, a raging flame of pleasure, of joy, of pure incestuous bliss. Then the flame exploded into an atomic orgasm beyond anything she had ever, ever felt in her life. In an ear-splitting scream she cried out.
"Oh god, Richard, OH MY GOD YOU'RE MAKING ME CUM FOR MY SON!"
Kristin cried out as well, "I'm cumming too, Mommy! This is so wonderful!"
Janice barely registered her daughter next to her, but she somehow managed to reach out and touch her leg as the two women orgasmed. "Yes, baby! Cum with Mommy!"
Finally, it was all too much for Richard to take. He felt his balls contract and tingle. He could no longer control his steady pounding rhythm into his mother. It was happening for him too.
"Mom! Oh Mom! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna cum now, Mommy!"
Janice, still in the midst of her own climax, didn't miss a beat. "Do it!" she cried. "Cum for Mommy. Cum inside me, baby!"
"Ah!" Richard screamed. "Yes! Oh God, yes, Mommy, gonna—gonna—CUM!"
His final forceful thrust was so powerful it actually winded Janice, and in the next second she could feel ever muscle in his body tense up, and there was a sudden rush of warmth inside her pussy. Her boy was cumming deeply inside her, pouring his seed out and filling her. Only a small part in the back of her mind was vaguely aware that she was not on any form of birth control. But there was no way she would have dared deny her son the most fulfilling pleasure of releasing his seed directly into her.
"That's my boy," she moaned, holding him tightly as he continued to spasm into her. "Just let it go, my son. My beautiful son..."
Kristin's own self-created orgasm was subsiding, and she suddenly had a desperate desire to be even closer to her family, so she untangled her legs and positioned herself right up along side her mother. She felt her mother take her in one arm while still clinging to her son on top of her. It seemed like an eternity, but eventually he too started to come down from his climax. Kristin was happy that her brother had ejaculated inside Mom. Now they both had his semen in them. For some reason, this really,reallysatisfied her.
Richard felt like he had emptied every drop of fluid from his body into his mother. As he struggled to regain a normal rate of breathing he began to appreciate the fact that his mother had let him cum inside her, just as she'd let him cum inside his sister. It was a wonderful sensation. Being more or less responsible the rest of the time, he'd always used condoms with previous lovers. He couldn't imagine ever having to use condoms with his mother or sister, and he hoped he'd never have to.



But that was something to think about later. After having had three major orgasms in just a matter of hours, he now found himself struggling to stay awake. He was just conscious of the fact that his big heavy frame was now a dead weight on top of his mother. He was pleased to feel that his penis was still inside her, but it was softening quickly and would soon slip out, sadly. When it did, both he and his mother each let out a disappointed yet satisfied sigh, and then he finally let himself start to slide off to one side.
The side he slid toward was where Kristin was laying next to their mom. His sister gave a slight squeal of warning but managed to move over just enough to let him settle onto the mattress between them. Between his mother and his sister. Both of them naked. Both of them having been sexually satisfied by him. Both of them filled with his sperm. He sank into the most satisfied slumber of his life...
When he awoke a number of hours later, there was anincrediblefeeling around his penis, which was hard again. He looked down to see his sister struggling to get his girth into her mouth as his mother quietly gave her careful instructions. Richard looked forward to how this lesson would proceed...
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About six months shy of my 40th birthday, I felt like a guy with all the luck in the world. I had just received a promotion in a successful job, I had a loving and devoted wife, and I lived in a very prestigious area in Northern California. If I had to "complain" about anything at all it was that my job as a consultant, which paid well, required me to travel almost weekly. But even with this tedious duty I managed to take advantage of the situation when I could, because in traveling throughout the Western United States I often got to visit otherwise distant relatives and friends on the company dime.
This week I was looking forward to seeing my dear cousin, Karina, also just shy of 40, who lived with her husband and two kids in the southern part of Washington State. Business was taking me to Karina's town for a couple of days, and when I called her to see if she'd be interested in getting together she not only agreed but also insisted that I stay in the guest room rather than a boring cookie-cutter corporate hotel. Karina and I had always been close, more like brother and sister than cousins, so I knew it would be a very nice mini-reunion with her and her family as well as a business trip.
As cousins, Karina and I were particularly close due to how much time we spent together as youngsters. As the child of a single mom who had to work very hard all year long, I spent most of my elementary school summers with my aunt and uncle, and of course their daughter Karina. From about the time I was six or seven until around the middle of my high school years, I would live with my aunt and uncle for nearly three months each summer, and they very warmly welcomed me to their family and provided wonderful support so my mother could work to keep a roof over our heads back home without having to worry about me when not in school. I certainly missed my mom during these summers, and I know she missed me, but in modern life reality required this arrangement throughout my youth. Nevertheless, getting to escape like this in the summer was fun, because I grew up in a major metropolis, and Karina's family lived in a very tiny mountain town up north. Throughout the formative years of my youth, I got a nice balance between the life of a city slicker and a country bumpkin. And through those years, Karina and I grew remarkably close, each enjoying each other as a "summer sibling." It was the best of both worlds of having a temporary brother-sister relationship while still being only children to our own parents.
Over the years, as college progressed into careers for each of us, I remained a citizen of the big city, and I found a wonderful woman to call my wife these past 10 years. And Karina had found a great husband, a doctor no less, who moved with her to a town in Washington that was remarkably similar to the small mountain town in which she'd grown up. While my wife and I did not have any kids, Karina and her husband had two wonderful boys, six and eight, who called me "Uncle Mike" even though I was technically their cousin. Although separated geographically, Karina and I regularly kept in touch and remained close in spirit if far by physical distance.
When Karina opened the door to welcome me on her front porch it was the first time we'd seen each other in about a year. She looked as healthy and beautiful as always: short frame, blond-ish hair, big brown eyes and a beaming smile. I easily remembered her as being a skinny little tomboy, a rug rat like me, the two of us messing around on some imaginary adventure or another in the woods behind her parents' house. As she had matured into womanhood she'd developed curves in all the places a man would want, particularly in her chest. In seeing her after a spell, I suddenly recalled childhood memories of being quite fascinated with her breasts. Delivering and nursing two children had only caused them to grow...
Karina looked up at my much taller six-foot frame and said, "Michael! You made it! Get in here!" I stepped in, dropped my overnight bag and briefcase to the hardwood floor and embraced her. She kissed me affectionately on the cheek, and I gave her a good squeeze. Like me, entering her late-30s had taken away the "skinny" in her, but also like me I knew she maintained a very active and energetic life, and neither one of us could be considered out-of-shape.
As we loosened our embrace upon one another I noticed a distinct lack of human sounds from the house. Already guessing what I was going to ask, Karina said, "When we were on the phone the other day, I forgot to mention that Ron would be attending a medical seminar in Seattle this week. He took the boys with him to stay with his parents while up that way."
"How wonderful for them," I said. Ron was originally from Seattle, and his folks were wonderful grandparents. Karina was currently taking a noble career hiatus to be a stay-at-home mom, so I realized this week would've been a nice break for her. "I'm sorry I intruded on your family detox week," I added with a grin.
"Oh please, what better way for you and I to catch up without me having to police a pair of two hyper-active boys—three if you add Ron!"
We laughed and headed deeper into the house. I threw my bags into the guest room then joined Karina in the kitchen where she was already at work setting out the makings for cocktails. "I don't know what it is about you, Michael," she said, "but you've always made the best martinis I've ever consumed, and it's been far too long...."
An hour later we were into the second round: fruity Ketel One Cosmopolitans for her, classic Bombay Sapphire gin martinis for me. I teased her about being a terrible host and not providing food, and she quipped back that her orange wedge and my green olives made for the perfect "appetizers." But despite our lightened spirits from the drinks, Karina had managed to whip together a decent dinner of roasted chicken, potatoes and vegetables. During the meal we had switched to wine, and we were halfway through the second bottle of a nice oaky Frank Family Vineyards chardonnay by time the plates were cleared, and we were now lounging in a couple of comfortable all-weather recliners out on her back porch.
Throughout the cocktails, the meal and the wine for "dessert," the conversation flowed nonstop. We caught up on life, talked politics, Ron's medical practice, you name it. Although we hadn't seen each other in a while, it was as if we'd never been apart, two peas in a pod. When we got to discussing her kids, catching up on what they'd been up to since "Uncle Mike" had last seen them, Karina asked about what family my wife and I would someday have...or try to have.
She said, "Have you made no progress on that front?"
I grinned at her, "Certainly not for lack of trying."

"Silly," she giggled, "I mean, have you learned of any new medical options?"
Karina was referring to the fact, which in our openness to each other she knew quite well, that my wife was unable to conceive. I said, "The three different doctors we consulted with pretty much confirmed the same thing. It just doesn't seem to be in the cards for us."
I looked down at my wine. The evening was quite warm, but the topic we'd turned to gave me a brief chill. Although my wife, Melissa, was quite healthy in every other sense, there were some issues with her ovaries that put her ability to conceive at close to nil. I had actually hoped, at one point, that the problem had been with me, so as to at least take the stress off my wife, but more than one test had concluded that my sperm count was quite healthy.
Suddenly sensing that she had killed the mood (and potentially our buzz) Karina blurted, "Oh Michael, I didn't mean to dredge that up. Forget what I asked. If it happens it happens. Let's change the subject."
"Deal," I said, pouring her another glass of chardonnay. "Pick a topic."
"Okay," she said, "Facebook."
"What of it?"
"The other day I got a friend request from Toby Keller. Can you believe that?"
It took me a minute, then I remembered. "Toby Keller? Jesus, wasn't he a guy you dated for about five minutes in high school?"
"That's the one! Sophomore year, let him take me to the spring formal, then a couple of dates after that." After a pause she added, "I didn't accept his friend request. That's ancient history."
I chuckled and took a sip of wine, gazing up at the stars. I said, "What did you see in that guy anyway?"
"He was tall and handsome, like you, Michael."
I lowered my glass and looked at her.
She said, "You impressed upon me the image of what a 'nice guy' should look like, and be like. He looked the part." Another pause, and she giggled, "But he was dumb as a box of rocks."
I chuckled at her last comment, but I got to thinking about what she'd just said earlier. Strange, I didn't recall her ever saying anything like that before. Was she suddenly confessing something truly intimate here? Contemplating this, I hadn't realized I'd fallen into a bit of a reverie...
"Mike...Michael."
I blinked. "Yes."
"Are you still obsessed with them?"
I gave her a puzzled look. "I'm sorry?"
"My boobs. You were staring at them."
I blushed. "Oh Karina, I'm sorry. I was just zoning out."
She chuckled, which of course caused her large milky breasts to jiggle a little. "And your subconscious conveniently sent your gaze to these melons." She gave one of her boobs a light poke with her thumb.
I tried to shrug it off, taking a sip of wine. Then I asked, "And just what did you mean 'still' obsessed with them?"
"Michael, from the time I started forming these goddamned heavy sweater puppies when we were teenagers, I think you forgot what color my eyes are."
I blushed again. "God, was I that obvious?" She nodded, grinning, clearly enjoying my embarrassment. So I asked, "It's been all these years...why didn't you say anything before?"
"Well, to tell you the truth," she said tentatively, her voice dropping a bit, "I've always found it cute."
I grimaced. "Cute?"
She nodded. "And flattering, of course."
"Look, Karina..."
She smiled at me. "Michael, it's okay, really. Growing up I really did find it cute. God only knows how strongly our hormones raged then. I'm sure you couldn't help yourself. And I certainly liked the attention."
I blushed again. "Well, if I really was that obvious, you certainly played it cool."
"Barely," she said softly, suddenly a bit nervous to look me in the eye.
I suddenly looked at Cousin Karina in a new light. This conversation was going in a very interesting direction. What did she mean by that last statement, "barely?" I realized that I could no longer deny the fact that I'd always had a bit of a crush on my cousin, and of course I had always admired her large breasts. But was she hinting that the crush may have been somewhat mutual? I tried to think back at any possible hint that that had been the case when we'd been growing up together...
"Michael?"
"Huh?" I blinked. "Oh crap, I was doing it again, wasn't I?"
"Just a bit."
"Well, we seem to be focusing the conversation on your boobs, so I suppose I can't NOT look!" I paused, then added sheepishly, "Sorry."
She shook her head in amusement. "You just never got it out of your system, I guess. Maybe you should just have yourself a good long stare."
"I thought that's what I've been doing this whole time."
"Hmm...you're right." Karina looked down into her wine glass, contemplating something. Then she grinned, took a long sip of her wine and set the glass aside. She shifted in her chair to face me more directly.
"Give 'em a squeeze," she said.
I almost dropped my glass. "Excuse me?"
"You've been wanting to cop a feel of these babies since we entered puberty. So give 'em a squeeze and get it out of your system."
I stared at her in shock, but I couldn't deny the sensation of the sudden longing to do just what she was asking. Surely it was the wine talking, though.
I said, "Karina, you're drunk, and you don't know what you're saying."
She giggled. "I am drunk, and so are you. But I know exactly what I'm saying. It's very funny to watch you squirm in your seat like that."
I blushed profusely. "I couldn't."
"You could, and it's no big deal. They're just boobs. Here." She scooted forward to the edge of her seat and actually thrust her chest out a little. She was wearing a simple white cotton V-neck t-shirt, and the top of her cleavage was quite pronounced. I had but to extend my arm and I could easily palm one of her glorious globes.
But still I hesitated. I was suddenly a dorky gawky teenager again, completely unprepared with how to deal with the opposite sex. My throat went dry, my heart began to pound, and I felt a desperate erection forming in my pants.
"Michael," my cousin said. "I'm having fun teasing you about this, but if you continue to resist my offer you're going to make it truly awkward, and I'm going to feel embarrassed. So...do it while I'm feeling brave!"
I licked my lips. "My god, Karina, you really are serious."
She nodded.
"I can just reach out and grab them?"
Nodded and winked.
I raised a hand toward her. "I'll do it," I threatened.
"If you've got the guts."
We locked eyes. It was part staring contest, part daring each other. Did I have the guts to grab her boob, or if I reached out further would she lean back and embarrass me for having even tried to grab my own cousin's breast? This could either be a fun semi-drunken little stunt we were pulling with each other, something we could both laugh about later, or we could be crossing a line that could forever alter the course of our otherwise perfect relationship. This was suddenly more than just a little game. And I was suddenly frozen with indecision.
Which Karina quickly unfroze.
She said, "You're such a wimp." And with that, she took the wrist of the hand I was holding up and jerked my hand to her chest.
Suddenly I was squeezing the most perfectly round, perfectly soft, perfectly firm, perfectly perfect breast I had ever felt in my entire life. Seconds went by...minutes, hours? Time simply stopped. What may have been a silly little PG-13-rated goof for her was absolutely invigorating and highly erotic for me. I was now holding on to one of the two most glorious objects I had ever coveted: my cousin Karina's breasts. And through a hazy mist my vision seemed to refocus from where my hand was and slowly back up to Karina's face.
She was smiling.
She wasn't in shock, she wasn't reeling. She was simply smiling. There was more to her smile, too. There was a kind of patient warmth to her look. Despite the almost childlike absurdity of me copping a feel of my cousin's boob, there was also an energy, an attraction, that I could only describe as...inevitable. There was an instinctive comfort about what we were doing, as if at any time in our lives I could have done this whenever I wanted. And now that I was finally doing it, touching my cousin in a blatantly sexual way it was as if we were both telepathically telling each other, "It's about time."
Charged by this energy I decided to double-down in the most literal way: I reached up with my other hand and grabbed her other breast. Rather than recoil from this, Karina actually leaned forward further, quietly pushing her breasts harder into my hands, and this in turn encouraged me to fondle and caress her breasts, in addition to giving them a "teenage squeeze." Karina's breasts were so full, so heavy, so beautiful. She was beautiful. God was she beautiful.
I wanted her. Badly.
That thought must have transmitted directly through my eyes, because when I met Karina's gaze again, she nodded very subtly, but invitingly. So I leaned forward as she did, and as if on autopilot our lips met, very gently, very softly. A tentative kiss, both of us timid and nervous and excited at the same time. Years of unspoken sexual tension between us was being lubricated and freed up by too many martinis followed by much, much too much wine.
The kiss was beautiful. It evolved into a deep, longing tongue-twisting connection between two beings who were suddenly realizing how much they'd always desired each other, despite the family connection, despite the—
We both realized it at the same time, and we both pulled back. I lowered my hands, and Karina leaned back, a bit breathless. She said, "I'm sorry, Michael, I—"
"No, Karina, it's my fault. It was stupid of me, taking advantage of you—both of us drank too much—silly of me—"
"Michael, stop," she said, raising a hand. "We both did a silly thing and we're both responsible for it. Let's just laugh about it and move on."
To symbolize the transition Karina got up and began clearing plates and utensils, making her way to the kitchen. Despite having just acted as immaturely as any man could, I tried to do the gentlemanly thing and help clean up. She was standing at the sink when I approached her with a stack of items in my hand, and as I reached around her to place them into the sink I noticed that she was simply standing there, hands on the rim of the sink, her eyes closed. There was a kind of pained look on her face, and I thought she was getting sick, the combination of too much alcohol and guilt from the kiss.
"Karina," I said, putting a hand on her shoulder, "are you all right?"
The mistake I'd just made was touching her again, but it was a mistake that would change our lives forever. At my touch Karina turned and pressed her face into my chest, her arms looping tightly around my waist. I let the dishes in my one hand crash loudly into the sink as I mirrored her gasp, pulling her tightly into my arms. Within seconds I felt warm moisture near my shoulder, her tears already pouring out.
"I'm sorry, Michael," she said. "Am I disgusting?"
"My god, Karina, of course not!" I put my hand up to her soft hair. "You are quite simply the most wonderful woman I have ever known, and I will always love you."
Sniffling, she pulled back a little to look up at me, her eyes moist. "Love me?"
"I have always loved you, Karina. I love you as my cousin, I love you as a woman. I would be a fool to deny that now. And I'm sorry that what we did tonight has possibly destroyed the wonderful relationship we have always had."
"Oh Michael!" she exclaimed, pressing her face into my chest again. Her voice was muffled and quiet when she continued: "I...I love you too."
"I know," I said, patting her head gently. "I appreciate it."
She pulled back again, "No, Michael, you don't understand. I mean I love you, I have always loved you. And I have to admit it too: I love you not just as a cousin. But as a man."
"But what can we do? What will we do? We're cousins...we're both married...your kids—"
"I didn't say I could explain it, I didn't say I could justify it. I just had to say it."
"As I just did."
"Yes."
I stared at my cousin Karina for several long moments. Arm in arm, we became silent as the night, our eyes locked, our hearts pounding through our chests. The right thing to do would have been to break away from her, run the hell out of this house, run as far as possible. But I did the opposite of the right thing: I pulled her to me even tighter, and I kissed her.
I kissed my cousin. Again. And much more deeply this time, passionately. She kissed me back, equally as passionately. I could taste wine on her breath, the sweet tinge of alcohol, of warm saliva. Her lips were soft, her tongue eager, her breath warm. With the kiss came movement by our hands, all over each other, exploring in an almost desperate way. My hands, of course, went back to her breasts, which she once again eagerly pressed back into me, but also her sides, her ass, her thighs. In an equal frenzy her hands explored my body as well...my chest, my stomach...lower...my crotch.



Karina actually jumped when her hand moved over the front of my pants, over my protruding erection. Like she had with her breasts, I most eagerly pushed my hips forward, pressing against her gripping fingers as she massaged my shaft as best she could over layers of trousers and underwear. Part of me was somewhat surprised she'd gone to that area on me so quickly, but only a small part as the rest of me practically swooned in her embrace, desperately eager.
I returned the "favor," letting my hand also fall between us, exploring the warmth between her thighs. When my wrist and thumb grazed over her pants covering her clitoris, Karina gasped and kissed me harder. Then feeling each other became pathetically inadequate, and clothing began to get pulled, tugged, unzipped and even torn...starting with her shirt. It was right there in the kitchen that I saw my cousin's full naked breasts for the first time, beginning with witnessing their perfection contained within a somewhat modest bra, then in their full fleshy glory as I quite literally tore that bra from her body.
Her nipples were hugely pronounced, with perfectly symmetrical and proportioned areolas, and I instantly dropped to my knees, smashing my face into them. Karina held my head, moaning wantonly as my tongue washed over one nipple, then the other, accented by all-to-eager nibbling and sucking. But after only a few minutes of this Karina pulled me to my feet again, eager to lift my shirt off as well. The moment we were both topless it was an instinctual thing to embrace one another again, our flesh sealing together, heat and passion transferring.
As our hot skin connected above, we ground aggressively against each other below. My hard cock was practically tearing itself out of my pants as I grinded like a undisciplined teenager into my cousin's thinly covered pussy. At the same time I slid a hand down past the small of her back and into her pants, my fingers momentarily tangling into her thong panties (and erotically surprised to note that this mom still wore sexy undies), and finally getting a solid handful of ass.
We grinded, squeezed and groped each other for several moments, and then it became necessary to move from the kitchen to at least the living room, both of us sort of fumbling toward the big couch. But we didn't even make it that far. The large living room, with a nice expanse of plush carpet between furniture, was going to be the place. We allowed ourselves to sort of trip over each other, both of us giggling a bit at how obvious it was we both wanted to get horizontal as soon as possible.
We got into a position with me on top, and while I was relishing the sweet taste of my cousin's lips and tongue, I was eager to get back to those beautiful breasts. For a brief moment I lifted myself up off of her so I could gaze down at this goddess. Neither of us was all that young anymore, and she'd had two kids, but despite this Karina's enormous breasts seemed to defy gravity. Though she was on her back, these perfect tits insisted on rising up proudly from her chest, her hardened nipples pointing directly to the sky.
I smiled lovingly at Karina while I was up like this, and she smiled back. And then her slender fingers played with my hair as I moved my head down to her glorious mounds, and for what was most certainly an extraordinary amount of time I went to work on those mounds, making up for over 25 years of pent up lust and obsession over them.
For 90% of that time Karina let me have my fun, and from the sounds she was making—I could swear she'd already orgasmed at least once—the attention her breasts were receiving was quite equally as enjoyable to her as the attention I was giving to them was for me. But suddenly she let out an almost desperate hiss, bucking her hips and forcefully flipping me over onto my back so that she could get on top and take a turn. I had no problem with this, and though I instinctively reached up to try and guide my cousin's face toward mine for another kiss, she had other plans, and she playfully slapped my hand away.
For a few moments she sat straight up, grinding with a slow tortured rhythm on my erection while she reached up and felt her own breasts, hair, neck, face...simply luxuriating not only in the pure sexual pleasure of the moment, but also of an amazing feeling of contentment and happiness I instinctively knew was washing over both of us. Then she moved off of my hips, causing me to groan but then moan as I realized she was moving herself down lower so her hands could get access to that area. With clumsy eagerness Karina got my belt unbuckled and off, quickly followed by button and zipper getting undone. She gave a quick tug and I lifted my hips up and off went my trousers. The tip of my raging cock was poking out of my black briefs, and when Karina saw it she paused and smiled at it. But when she began to peel off my underwear, thus exposing my cock completely, she suddenly let the band of my briefs snap back, half-covering me again.
"Holy shit!" she exclaimed, putting a hand to her mouth.
A pang of panic smacked me. Had the reality of seeing my cock shocked a burst of reality into my cousin? Had we finally gone too far? I propped myself up on my elbows and tried to read her surprised expression.

"What is it, Karina?"
"Your cock," she said. "It's...Michael, it's HUGE!"
I stammered, "I...I...well—"
Karina managed to pull her eyes from my half-covered cock and look into my own eyes.
"Michael, it's beautiful. YOU are beautiful!"
I dropped back onto the floor, relieved, as Karina reached out again and finally worked my underwear down my legs, then off. I was now completely naked with my topless cousin straddling my knees, staring once again at my proud erection, her huge breasts swaying heavily between us. Tentatively, she reached out and tried to enclose her fingers around my shalt. She actually had to make an effort to get her middle finger to touch her thumb as she gripped its girth.
"Jesus Christ, Michael, where did you get a penis like this?"
I could only smile and enjoy her mesmerized, almost childlike fascination with my penis. Not to brag, but it wasn't the first time I'd impressed a girl with the much larger-than-average length and girth of my cock. But it wasn't like I went around to women saying, "Just so you know, if you ever see my penis, it's quite large."
Karina caressed it, cuddled with it, stroked it, peppered it with kisses, and reveled in the taste of copious precum that had been leaking out of me for the past hour. Though I desperately wanted to make love to my cousin, I knew this was going to be a historic moment in both of our lives, so I was very content to let this beautiful woman take as much time as she wanted exploring every inch of my body.
When my cousin's lips at last enclosed around the head of my cock the pleasurable sensation was like an electric shock. Her approach to the beginning of the blowjob she was giving me was extremely tender, soft and slow. Perhaps on some level she knew that if she sucked me too eagerly, too fast, I would cum quickly, and the epic moment of ecstasy would be over. As worked up as I was, I knew I was in danger of ejaculating from any sustained attention this woman gave me, so I was thankful for the light tenderness of her fellatio.
Because of my size, there wasn't much more than the head and an inch or so of shaft that Karina could get into her mouth anyway. But she made up for it by using both hands to glide up and down my cock in perfect rhythm to her mouth. As her tongue swirled and tasted and played with the tip of my cock in her mouth, she allowed generous amounts of her saliva to dribble out, creating natural lubricant for her hands to work their magic. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to be transported to a plane of such pure and exquisite sensuality it seemed like I was leaving the realm of reality.
"Karina, my love," I heard myself moan. "That feels so good, my beautiful Karina."
Hearing her name called out like that with such sweetness and affection, Karina began to moan with her own level of pleasure as she gently and lovingly sucked on my ramrod cock. Amazingly, just the act of her pleasuring me seemed to be causing the buildup of orgasmic pleasure for her too. For several undeniably wonderful moments I allowed my own orgasm to begin building. How I would so much love to ejaculate my essence into my cousin's sensuous mouth...
But I wanted this to last. I wanted to consummate our love fully, completely...if she would let me. All I knew is that I had to make a move in this direction or I would most certainly climax quickly if I didn't.
"Karina...baby..." I cooed, leaning up and gently lacing the fingers of one hand through her hair. I brushed it aside from where it had been softly caressing my hips as she sucked me. She seemed to understand what I wanted, but it was with almost pouty reluctance that she lifted her head from my cock, still clutching its wet thick length in her hands.
"My God, Michael," she said, working her jaw a little after being stretched. "I wish I could do that all night for you."
"And I would so thoroughly enjoy it, baby," I replied. But both of us knew what was coming next. What needed to come next.
As I began to sit up, Karina reclined back, resting and waiting on the soft carpet as I kneeled over her and began unfastening her pants. Knowing what was expected of her, my cousin lifted her full hips, and I was able to work her pants and panties together lower and lower. I literally began to salivate as my eyes were rewarded by the close-up sight of my cousin's beautiful vagina. With just a momentary quark of surprise I noted that she was completely shaved, baby soft and bald, with perfectly symmetrical (and very moist) labia. I was looking at Utopia.
Karina was watching me watch her. She said, "Ron...he likes when I keep myself nice and trim down there. While he was away I decided to completely shave and wax it, to...to surprise him when he got home."
I glanced up at her, and for just a moment or two we exchanged an understanding look with one another. The mention of her husband's name reminded us that we were both married, both cheating, and both about to commit incest. On some technical level it was still not too late to turn back, and I decided that I would give Karina one final chance to chill things down.
"Karina," I said softly. I swallowed and continued with my thought, "If you don't want to..." I trailed off, my desperate desire to consume this woman stripping my voice from my throat. But I'd said enough, and conveyed enough in my expression, that Karina understood. She stared at me, directly into my eyes, for a very long moment. And then her answer was with a gesture, not words.
She opened her legs in invitation.
I let out the relieved breath I'd been unconsciously holding, then buried my face into my cousin's naked pussy. Karina was climaxing in seconds, certainly more from the anticipation of the moment rather than my own brief ministrations with my tongue and mouth. The nectar from her vagina seemed to pour out, and I sucked and swallowed like a man who'd wandered for days in the desert. I gripped Karina's hips and held her steady as she wiggled and writhed in ecstasy. Without a cock to constrict her vocal chords, she reveled in the ability to cry out her passion.
Occasionally her cries of pleasure formed words: "Michael...oh, my sweet Michael. You are so beautiful. You are so beautiful!" I could only moan my response, not wanting to disconnect from the most beautiful pussy I had ever consumed. But as I had been eager for more when she had been sucking me, Karina herself was becoming impatient for the final act of our carnal introduction.
"Inside me, Michael," she cooed. "Please, my God, PLEASE get yourself inside me, baby!"
I actually ignored her desperate pleas for just a few minutes longer, determined to bring her to yet another orgasm. In just a few minutes I felt and tasted her plateau again in climax. As she came down from this she actually began pulling meekly at my short hair, desperately wanting me to climb up and mount her.
I finally pulled myself from her pulsating pussy and positioned myself on my knees between her legs. As I looked down at my sexy voluptuous cousin I had one last fleeting thought of responsibility: condom!
But I had no condoms with me! Until now I had never so much as considered cheating on my wife. There was no need to have such things with me.
"Michael, please." I heard her call to me. "Please, baby, make love to me!"
This is how it was to be then: pure uncovered bonding with my cousin. I told myself that I would at least need to pull out at the end, or somehow find the courage to ask her about whatever kind of birth control she may be on.
I leaned in, gripping my cock and aiming it toward the source of the nectar. As I got close and our hips and thighs connected, Karina reached down between us, swatted my hand away and took control herself, almost selfishly gripping my cock and guiding its fat head against her swollen lips.
I gave a slight push, and the head penetrated her. I could already feel the heat of lust in her pussy. Another thrust, and another couple of inches. I looked up from the wonderful sight of my connection with her to gauge Karina's reaction. Her eyes were wide open, and her mouth was in the shape of an O. I was only halfway inside her, and I knew instinctively that poor old Ron must not be nearly as large as me. My cousin was going to have to get used to my considerable size.
Thrusted, thrusted deep this time. I couldn't hold back, I had to have her, I had to fuck my cousin. Hard. And I did. Fortunately, all the foreplay had prepared her tight pussy as much as it could be prepared for the intense bombardment of my thick flesh inside her. And the intensity of my thrusts down into her were matched by her hips as they slammed backup against mine.
The sounds of our voices, our grunts, our moans of pleasure, echoed out from our bodies, throughout the large living room, throughout the house. I could feel the very foundation vibrate to the power of our fucking. I had never felt more complete, more satisfied, more whole inside a woman before now, and between my own uncontrollable grunts of animal pleasure I tried to ply my cousin with kisses. She did her best to kiss me back, and our tongues occasionally found connection, but it was all we could do to hang on to each other and suck in desperately needed oxygen as we slammed our bodies together. Whenever my face lowered down next to hears, I could feel her tears wet my cheeks, tears of pure joy.
Kept thrusting, kept pounding...didn't want it to stop, neither of us did, and as I fucked my pure sweet cousin for all I was worth, I got the sense of movement, and I realized that though we were on the carpet in the middle of her living room floor, I had been pushing her across it. The poor girl was going to have some serious rug burns on her back, but none of that mattered now. What mattered now was that my cousin was once again crying out in orgasm.
"Jesus, Michael, Jesus!" she bellowed. "I keep cumming...cumming so hard!"
The problem was, so was I, very soon. I could feel the pressure in my balls, could feel my already well-endowed penis swell even larger inside her. She felt it too, and I felt her pussy squeeze me even harder, even tighter. There could be no more holding off.
"Baby," I grunted, "I'm gonna cum too...but we...I..."
It was all I could get out, and I think there was a fleeting moment of rational thought that went through my cousin's mind as she realized what I was indicating. But that fleeting thought was just that, fleeting. Because her response was to wrap her legs even tighter around my hips and ass.
"Inside me," she begged. "Just cum inside me, baby, I don't fucking care! Fill me up. I don't want you to leave me now, not now!"
"Oh, baby!" I grunted, "I want to stay inside you forever!"
"Do it, baby! Do it, my Michael. Let yourself go inside me. It's okay, baby."
I lasted another few seconds, a few seconds of final thrusting, getting deeper, as deep inside my cousin as humanly possible. I felt her cervix smash the head of my cock, causing us both to wince in pain and pleasure. And once fully buried, fully engorged inside her, I felt the contractions from my balls begin, blasting forth my cum, my semen, my seed...and it blasted deep into the beautiful woman below me as she cried out in yet another incredible orgasm.
Together we came, connected, joined, the pleasure washing over both of us as my sperm gushed in a hot torrent throughout her hot pussy and into what felt like her very womb. The amazing thing is that it just kept going. I could feel my orgasm continue to ejaculate several more times than what happened normally for me, and this only served to prolong my cousin's pleasure. It was as if my body was desperate to perform its biological duty to impregnate the woman I was with.
Impregnate...oh god, I could only hope she was on something...
But eventually things began to slow down, and we began to relax a little. I was still on top of Karina, still inside her. She kept her legs around my hips, her arms around my back, and we stared into each other's eyes. Hers were still quite moist with tears, tears of pleasure that still streaked down the sides of her eyes to the floor. The smile she gave me was pure, loving, and satisfied. I smiled back at her, then leaned down and kissed her.
Our kiss was pure love, pure connection, pure perfection. It was slow and tender, our tongues gently loving each other as much as our hips did. Incredibly, I was still hard inside her. Minutes went by, but we stayed connected, and I stayed hard. This was beyond sex, beyond anything either of us had ever realized possible.
When we came up for air after our long kiss, I looked down at her and said, "You are absolute perfection, Karina."
"Look who's talking," she responded, punctuating her retort with a squeeze of her pussy, causing me to moan and thrust into her again.
"Wait," she breathed. "If this is going to happen again—and I certainly hope it does, my darling—let's take this into the bedroom."
"It will happen again," I assured her. "So let's go."
The most torturous experience of the night was having to pull out of my cousin. We both groaned in agony as my long, still semi-hard penis slowly left her quivering vagina. I glanced down at my cousin's thoroughly fucked bald pussy and saw a trickle of my semen drooling out of her. Then I took her by the hands and helped her up.
We stood there, naked together in the living room, and hugged each other. Despite having just had sex, it was a pleasurable and novel experience to hold her naked form against me. I towered over her with my height, and it felt wonderful to have her small form holding on to me. My penis was wet and sticky against her stomach, her breasts hot and flattened against my chest.
After a few minutes Karina stepped back from our embrace and led me by the hand toward the hallway. After a few steps she giggled and reached down with one free hand to cup her naked vagina.
"Jesus, Michael, you filled me to overflowing. I'm leaking like a sieve."
"Sorry."
"Oh, that's quite all right, baby. I'll just have to get used to having that much cum in me, I guess."
Hearing her say she had to "get used to" having me cum in her caused my cock to twitch, and she noticed that and hurried us down the hallway. For a split second there was hesitation as to what bedroom to go into, but it seemed to make sense to eventually work our way into my room, the guest room. There was a queen bed in there, and a nice big king bed, I knew, in the master bedroom, but we obviously had to continue this not where Karina's husband slept.



We barely got the sheets turned back on my bed before we fell into it and tangled ourselves into a naked pretzel once again, kissing and moving and touching and licking...anything and everything we could do to explore the new pleasure of each other's bodies. When Karina rolled on top of me it took little effort to guide my erect cock back inside her. She was quite wet and lubed with the combined fluids of our last lovemaking, and with selfish pleasure I got to lay back and watch my beautiful cousin move and writhe above me, grinding down on me just the way she wanted, letting her revel in the pleasure of giving herself orgasm after orgasm on my massive cock.
I proudly lasted longer this time, of course, but eventually I moaned out in my own orgasm as I blasted another hot burst of cum into Karina. And at least two more times after that we made love throughout the night. We even managed one more quick round in the shower together the next morning, both of us surprised I had any semen left to squirt! I had almost forgotten the fact that I actually had to go to work, and it was with tremendous reluctance that we parted company at last, with the kisses and promises that we'd pick right back up where we left it when I got back later that day.
And we did. That night and the next, we made love in every position, every part of the house we could possibly think of. We were making up for all the years we could've been doing this as kids. But we were also doing what we could before reality set back in, before her husband and kids came home, and before I returned to my own wife. When that time came, we made an oath that there would be no regrets, no guilt. Our new level of love for each other would be contained within its own universe, its own dimension...
***
A month later, as I was driving along the highway to yet another appointment in another city, my cell rang and I saw it was Karina on my caller ID.
"Hey there," I said, feeling my heart flutter at just the very appearance of her name on the little screen. We had agreed to keep things quiet between us for a few weeks, to ensure that we could resume our regular lives without anyone catching on. This was the first I was hearing from her since then.
"Hi, Michael," I heard her say. I got hard again just hearing her voice, my seatbelt suddenly getting tight. "What are you doing right now?" she asked.
"Just driving, got another hour or so till my next appointment."
"Can you pull over?"
That was an odd thing to ask, and the tone of her voice was even odder. She sounded...scared.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes," she said. "I want to...share something with you, and I prefer your complete attention."
Again, very odd. But it was no big deal, I was on a quiet highway and it was easy to find a little side road to pull onto. About two minutes later I was parked with the engine off, and I was now very intently listening to her on the phone.

"What is it, Karina?" I was suddenly worried. Had Ron found out?
"I'm sorry to have to discuss this with you over the phone," she said, "but I knew I needed to tell you as soon as I found out."
I swallowed. "Okay...what is it?"
There was a long pause on the line. I heard her breathing.
"Michael, I'm...I'm pregnant."
Silence again. Both of us breathing. My heart was pounding.
Finally she spoke up again, "It's yours."
I felt a weight thud into the pit of my stomach. "I see...."
"It's not your fault," she said quickly.
"But Karina, I was the one who—"
"No, I mean...I mean of course we both made it happen, but I was the one who let you...I mean I wanted you to cum inside me...I'm sorry."
What the hell was wrong with me? Hearing my cousin say that she had knowingly let me impregnate her both scared the shit out of me but also caused an even harder erection in my pants.
I finally said, "You shouldn't apologize, Karina. I needed to be responsible too. I should have..."
"Listen," she spoke quickly again, "I wasn't on any birth control and I should have said something, but what we shared that night...it was so magical...I couldn't...I couldn't just interrupt it so...artificially that night. And once you'd already climaxed in me...well, I figured the rest of the time we were together wasn't going to make much difference."
Jesus...I'd made my cousin pregnant. Here I couldn't get my own wife pregnant, and in just one two-day trip to my cousin's town I'd knocked her up.
I mustered up my courage to ask, "Well...what would you like to do, Karina?"
Another pause, and she said, "I want to keep it, Michael. But...well, there is a way to work this out."
Puzzled, I asked, "How do you mean?"
"I think I knew, Michael. After you left, I instinctively knew you'd made me pregnant. I mean, how could I not get pregnant after how powerful our lovemaking was? But I don't think either one of us is prepared to wreck what we have in our regular lives, so...."
She had trailed off, so I had to prod her a little. "So?"
I heard her swallow over the line. "So...when Ron got home later that week, I...I immediately made love to him."
There was, admittedly, a pang of guilt gripping me, but he was her husband, after all. So I said, "I see."
"I just confirmed today with the doctor that I'm pregnant, after I missed my period. Ron doesn't even know yet, but I'm going to tell him and the boys tonight at dinner."
"I see," was all I could say again. Then a new thought occurred to me.
But she seemed to sense what I was about to ask over the line. She said, "I know what you're thinking, Michael. Two men in a week, it could...it could be Ron's. But...I just know instinctively that it's yours, my darling."
"So...what shall we do, Karina?"
"I will have this baby. Ron will believe it is his, and we will raise it as his. But you and I will know that this beautiful baby is the product of the most incredible passion I have ever shared with another human being."
What could I say to that? My heart went out for this woman. I knew now that I was desperately in love with her. Yet what could I do about that?
"Michael...are you there?"
"I'm here, baby. I'm just processing this, I guess."
"Will you be able to handle this?"
I let the line stay silent for another moment or two, but I finally said, "Yes. Yes, I think I can handle this."
"Thank you, Michael. I really love you, you know."
"I love you too, Karina."
"Thank you," she said again. Another pause, then she spoke again, "Michael?"
"Yes?"
"I don't want it to end between us. I...want you again."
"I want you too, baby," I heard myself say, knowing it was true.
"When can you get back here?"
"Maybe in a couple of weeks. I'll work something out."
"I hope you do. I'll be waiting. I want the magic again."
"I do too."
And we had it. And our baby was born and was beautiful, as was our secret love.
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"The trick," I said, scraping my knife briskly against the flint, "is to make sure you have your larger twigs and pieces of wood near you once you get the tinder ignited. It's a little embarrassing to get your fire started and then remember you still need fuel to keep it going!"
The small group around me chuckled then offered their expected noises of delight and amazement when I finally got my sparks to ignite the small bundle of dried pine needles. I bent over and blew gently on the embers to bring them to a fine glow, then began placing some twigs and larger pieces of wood onto the small licks of flame.
"And voila," I said, "man makes fire. Now, it's your turn."
I stood and watched them disperse, three couples. It was my latest survivor school class. So far my A-students were, surprisingly, among the oldest students I'd ever had, both in their mid-sixties, but both absolute troopers in the harsh summer conditions. They got their fire going in about five minutes. The other two couples weren't quite as adept. There was a nerdy-bookish duo in their mid-forties, and a young silly pair of lovers in their early-20s. (I could say "young" and "silly" because I was comfortably in my 30s.) The young couple was somewhat quarrelsome, too, which was surprising. I was hoping it wouldn't get worse as the stress of the hike mounted. All of them, however, had good credit lines, and they'd all paid the healthy fee to hire me, their survival guide, for a seven-day trek through this particularly unpopulated section of the Sierra Nevada mountains.
Just to get here we'd had to hike over 10 miles. As everyone in my group was already in fairly good shape (it's a survival school, not a fat farm) and had left with full bellies, the hike had been quite pleasant. But now, several hours in, they'd had little food and few breaks. They would soon be in full survival mode, but this was what they'd paid for, so spirits were still somewhat high. It would be interesting to see how they digested their share of the large rattle snake I'd trapped, killed and skinned for dinner this evening. All of our meals on this trek were going to be only from what nature could provide. By the end of this journey we would each burning upwards of 4000 calories per day yet ingesting little more than 500. If they knew what was good for them, they'd enjoy—or at least appreciate—their snake supper.
Eventually, with only a little coaching from me, everyone got their fires going, each proud that not a single match or drop of lighter fluid had been used. And as I suspected, they ate their roasted snake meat with only minimal squeamishness. The evening was made all the more enjoyable when I produced my hidden canister of single malt Scotch whisky, just enough for the seven of us to have a couple of small shots. I told them that this was the last bit of booze they'd be enjoying for the next six nights.
Earlier in the afternoon I'd shown them all how to make simple lean-to shelters with pine branches, sticks and pine needles for padding, and eventually the couples began settling into their rudimentary shelters. Well, that one young couple had gone off somewhere. I'd assumed they'd just been eager to fuck each other in the wild outdoors and I certainly couldn't blame them. We were in pristine country: forest, lakes and mountains untouched by human industrialization. But I was wrong. I saw the girl, Karin, wander back into the camp area, alone.
I asked her, "Where's David?" Her husband.
"Who the fuck cares?" she replied.
I looked at her, surprised. She was a cute girl, about five-and-a-half feet tall, short brown hair, brown eyes, nice teeth. Though slightly chunky, Karin had a nice round ass and full, milky breasts, which I'd noticed right away. But she'd come here with her husband. Kind of hard to hit on a girl in a situation like this.
Catching my stare Karin said, "Oh, he's just over there, near the edge of the lake. He's okay."
"Good," I said. The safety of these six people was my absolute priority.
"It's just," she said in a whisper, "he can be such an asshole sometimes!"
I nodded. They'd had a fight. That wasn't exactly uncommon when couples were subjected to the stress of survival training. I was just surprised they were at each others' throats on the very first night, but their tepidly argumentative attitude toward each other earlier today had foreshadowed this.
"Sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to vent."
"No worries."
She looked at me up and down. She said, "You're pretty easy-going, aren't you, Cal?"
"I suppose."
We locked eyes. Something connected there, I was sure. Admittedly, however, I was the first to look away. Having spent a lot of time often alone in the wilderness these last few years, I'd pretty much lost the ability to flirt or seduce. My "people skills" were very rusty. If something was going to happen here, I was shying away from it like a novice.
"Well," she said at last, "I'd better get back to my little shelter. You said we were moving on at dawn, right?"
I managed to glance back to her face. "Yeah."
Karin reached for my arm, turning my watch so she could see the time on its luminescent dial. It was a little after nine. Her fingers felt nice. Christ, I hadn't been laid in a long, long time.
She said, "We'd better get some sleep." Giving me a strange look.
"Yes." All I could stammer out.
She moved off and I watched her full round ass, trying to determine if she was wearing a thong despite being in the wild. I hoped so. Then again, what did it matter? She'd be settling down with her asshole husband, I'd be bedding down alone, as usual, as always....
* * *
With those thoughts being the last of my waking state, it was in a dreamy state that I'd been fantasizing about Karin settling down beside me, in my own shelter, reaching under my shirt, under my pants...then it became a waking dream, a highly erotic dream, because I knew I was aroused, fully erect, and feeling the most wonderful pressure from what I imagined to be Karin's hand....
"There you go," I heard a soft whispering voice say. "That's my hard mountain man."
I opened my eyes, realizing that the dream was a reality. In the pitch dark, under a moonless sky of twinkling stars, I could not actually see—but certainly feel—Karin squirming against me. She had one of her legs over mine as I lay there on my back. Her breasts were squished against my arm, her warm breath on my neck. Her hand was busy in my unzipped shorts, where she'd secured a firm grip on my hard cock. She began pumping more steadily when she sensed that I'd awoken.
"Karin..."
"Shh, Cal, shh," she cooed softly. "No words, baby, just enjoy it."
"But..."
"It's okay. He went to go sleep down by the lake. We're still mad at each other."
I digested this, all the while feeling my scrotum contract and my cock twitch in the sheer delight of having a woman's soft hand stroking me. If her husband was down by the lake, he was a good hundred yards away, well out of earshot. However, the next shelter closest to mine, the elderly couple, was only about fifteen yards. Silence was a necessity.
So I kept silent and allowed Karin to work on my cock. In return, I managed to get an arm around her and began to massage her back and feel her body as much as I could in my position. She was a little plump but she was also soft and warm—and female. I was as horny as hell now.
Eventually, Karin got my shorts and underwear undone and pulled down to my knees. Her stroking was smooth and steady, experienced.
"You've got a nice big cock, baby," she whispered. "Gonna be a nice tight fit."
My pine-needle bedding poked and itched my naked butt, but as long as this woman was manipulating my genitalia and talking like that I felt like I could tolerate a bed of nails. I frowned when I felt her hand temporarily pull away from my cock, but I soon realized it was only so she could remove her own shorts and panties. She began to straddle me. I began trembling with excitement. Here I'd been only childishly hoping for a simple hand job, but it turns out I was about to get laid!
As Karin slid her body on top of mine, I began to feel her up more aggressively. She still had a tank top on, but she'd removed her bra, and now her huge tits squished and swelled in my hungry grip. Her nipples were rock hard. Lower down, I felt her stomach brush against mine, and there was a further smoothness...she was fully shaved down there! Her baby-smooth pussy was now rubbing against my throbbing cock. How she had planned on keeping that thing shaved so nicely over the course of a hike through the wilderness was neither here nor there at the moment. What mattered is that it was smooth now, and it was grinding against my cock. She let the moisture of her slit lube my shaft as she slid up and down, letting out little quiet gasps as our privates heated with sexual friction against each other.
"Try not to cum too soon," she whispered in my ear.
Considering how horny I was, and how long it'd been since I'd last fucked a girl—months at least—there was no way I could guarantee how long I'd last, but soon we'd find out because I now felt Karin lift her hips slightly as she reached down for my cock. With the tips of her warm fingers, she angled me slightly. She began to lower herself down.
Thumping.
My heart, was it my heart? Thumping that hard? Who cared, I didn't care. I was ready to insert myself into a pussy. A wet, willing and equally horny pussy. I got a grip on her naked hips now, trying to force her on to me. But just as Karin lowered herself down so that the lips of her pussy only just began to split slightly against the tip of my penis, she paused.
Thumping. Louder. Thump, thump, thump...
We both cocked our heads. What the hell was that? We could feel it in the ground, in the air. It wasn't a stampede, there were no elk or horses or cattle around these parts. It wasn't someone running; it was too heavy and all-encompassing.
Jesus, the head of my penis was virtually inside this girl now, this wonderfully plump and squishy and warm and wet girl. If only she would lower those strong hips down on my—
Thumping became chopping, became loud, very distinctive chopping.
"Oh no," I uttered.
"What is it?" she asked.
Our answer was given in the form of a blast of wind and sound and light. But not from any natural phenomenon. It was a helicopter, which burst upon the scene with a hideous thumping and chopping noise as it came up over a nearby mountain and into the little valley where we were camping. It's search light was piercing the darkness, its strobes were winking, and of course the sound of the chopper blades cut through the peaceful night. As it approached, the search light became more precise in its arching back and forth, until it found our camp, until it found me.
"Oh fuck!" Karin gasped.
She scrambled off of me, clutching excitedly for her shorts. I lay there for a moment, my aching cock exposed to the world and this spotlight. But soon I covered up and stood. Karin had run back to her own shelter. I wasn't sure who in the camp had seen her with me, but I suspected the elderly couple had.
In a clearing about fifty yards away, the chopper set down and someone jumped out, immediately jogging directly in my direction. Before he said anything, I knew it was my business partner and fellow survivalist, Kevin.
"Hi, Cal," he shouted cheerfully over the sound of the chopper. He glanced toward the camp, then back to me, grinning. "Who was that?"
"No one," I grumbled. "What the hell—"
"Sorry, dude," Kevin shouted. "You got an emergency call, but I couldn't reach you on the SP."
I glared at him. In the event of a dire emergency—broken leg, food-born illness, bear attack, etc.—I kept a satellite phone in my pack. But there'd been no reason to turn it on. Kevin must have found me through the emergency GPS chip I also kept in my pack.
I shouted, "What the hell could be so important that it can't wait a few days?"
"Your sister," Kevin replied. "She's been trying to reach you urgently since shortly after you started out with this group."
I frowned. My sister was half a world away, conducting research in New Guinea. What would be so urgent that she'd leave the jungle to reach me in an equally remote location?
Kevin put a hand on my shoulder. "I'll take over here. Joe will fly you back." He jerked the thumb of his free hand toward the waiting helicopter.
I glanced around. Everyone in the camp, including Karin and David, were watching. I exchanged a brief glance with Karin in the dim light. She looked disappointed. I knew I was, but of course I was curious about my sister.
Kevin said, "Don't worry. I'll explain the situation and take good care of them." I nodded, shrugged a sort of apology to my group, then began trotting over to the helicopter, leaving my gear behind for Kevin's use.
I could just hear Kevin's parting words following me as I headed away, "Did you save any of the whisky?"
* * *
An amazing fact about living in the 21st century is that it is very realistically feasible to get from any random point on the planet to any other in about 24 hours. Sure it could cost a hell of a lot, between booking last-minute commercial and chartered flights, but as I stepped from the hatch of the small twin-turboprop onto a gravelly tarmac outside Papua, New Guinea, just over 23 hours from the moment I lifted off from my Northern California camp site, I was proving this theory sound. Ironically, I was even early! When I made my way to the little weather-beaten single-story building at one end of the runway—what passed for a terminal—I saw no sign of my sister.
Inside this building, there was no relief from the blast of heat and humidity that had pummeled me upon egress from the plane. It felt like about 90 degrees with easily 99% humidity. Pretty damned sticky after the more comfortable dry heat of the Sierra Nevada mountains.
"I'm sorry to do this to you, but I'm desperate," she had said last night—well, a day ago. Her soft voice had sounded stressed over the crackling of the satellite phones we had been using.
Miss Tara Staddon, soon to be Doctor of Anthropology Tara Staddon, was my 29-year-old younger sister. My only sibling. Being no less an adventurer than me, she'd found a post-graduate program that kept her in the field as much as possible, and her latest project was supposed to keep her in New Guinea for the better part of a year. She was only about six months in so far. All I knew about her project was that it required living with a particular group of natives and studying various aspects of their lives. I mused at the image my tall dirty-blond blue-eyed sister must have made mingling amongst what I imagined to be much shorter, much darker members of some backward tribe in the middle of the jungle.
In the "terminal," I dropped by duffle bag on the floor and stretched. After spending most of the last 23 hours in a seated position, I was happy to stretch to my full six feet and let the legs learn how to walk again. There were only a couple of other people here: an old Asian-looking man sleeping in a chair, his bag between his knees, and a middle-aged woman with a brown walnut-shaped face at the counter of what appeared to be a snack bar. I frowned. I only had American currency and I doubted a place like this would take credit cards. Nevertheless, I was hungry, having had little more than peanuts (and some snake) in the past day. Certainly she'd accept dollars, though I'd probably have to pay five times the normal asking price as an "exchange" rate. The next trick would be how to talk with her, since other than English I could get by tolerably well in Spanish but that was it.
"Calvin!"
I spun around, ignoring the fact that I hate my full name being used, and was very happy to see my sister already running toward me from the doorway.
"Hey, kid!" I said as we embraced. At five-nine, she did pretty well in keeping up with my height. Nevertheless I used my joy at seeing her as an excuse to lift her bodily against me and swing her around a bit. We kissed cheeks, hugged a long time, leaned back to look at each other, then hugged some more. The lady at the counter smiled. The old man never stirred.
We finally detached and I took a good look at her. She was still the tall and slender girl I remembered, wearing khaki shorts and a white tank top. Looking me up and down as much as I was examining her, she said, "You have no idea how happy I am to see you, Cal. You have saved me!"
I thought she was making it sound more melodramatic than it really was. Apparently, the project Tara was on required two researchers. Her fellow grad student and friend, John, had taken a turn for the worse, Tara explained, after a strange spider bite on his thigh had become infected, and he had to be invalided home a few days ago. Tara had gone on to clarify by phone that if she didn't get a new research partner by her side within a week she'd have to shut down the project and go home. No other students in her class were available—or reachable—and that's when she'd thought of me.
"But I'm no scientist," I had said through the phone static.
"You'll make up for it in other ways," she had countered. "You are an expert in survival techniques, Cal. You're used to any array of extreme conditions, and I need someone who's not afraid to go without running water and can handle getting dirty. Also, from all your excursions around the world, you've had all the necessary shots and can acclimatize to the jungle immediately, whereas anyone else would need to prepare for weeks, if not months! And you may not be an anthropologist but you have a good head on your shoulders and can still make good observations. As a former Navy SEAL—"
"I was never a SEAL," I had said quickly, my ears reddening. "I washed out in Hell Week, remember?"
"Close enough, Cal. You blew your knee out on the second to last day!"
"Well..." It was no use arguing that I hadn't been allowed to try again, my ACL reconstruction surgery having proven somewhat complicated. Instead, I finished my service in the regular Navy, resigning honorably as a lieutenant after six years. I had wanted to be a SEAL, in Special Operations, not driving a ship. If I couldn't do the former I was never going to be satisfied with the latter.
In any event, I was now here in one of the last remaining truly remote parts of Planet Earth with my sister who needed my help. Other than having to cancel future survivor school outings back home, this wasn't costing me anything. Tara's grant had covered every aspect of the amazingly expensive series of connecting flights to get me here so quickly.
She stepped back and looked at me. "You look tired, Cal, but you look good."
"You too, sis." I glanced at the snack bar, then back to her.
She smiled. "I have some food in the Jeep. Let's go."
A couple of hours later we were still speeding along a narrow muddy road, the jungle beginning to thicken around us. My lunch had consisted of a can of tuna and crackers. It was the fanciest, most Western type of meal Tara could provide from her camp supplies. She explained that she had long since switched to the native diet of the people she'd been studying, but she figured I'd want to ease myself into that unique diet slowly. I was still yet to learn about whatever that "native diet" consisted of.



Tara's was an old open-top Jeep, beat to hell from weather and use but still solid on its chassis. She was an expert with the clutch and obviously knew this road like the back of her hand. Despite my would-be Special Forces toughness and survivalist profession I found myself gripping the "oh-shit" bar in front of me pretty firmly for a while. To distract myself, I glanced over at my sister, trying to see if anything had changed about her since the last time I'd seen her.
Her dirty-blond hair was longer, hanging well below her shoulder level in a simple pony tail. Her smooth skin was very bronzed, the tan giving her a very healthy glow. She was still slim but not too skinny, thankfully. Living out in the wilderness, well away from hamburgers and ice cream, people can lose muscle as well as fat. But I could see from Tara's toned arms, bare in her white tank top, that she was very healthy.
In looking at the shape of her arms, I suddenly found myself locking onto her breasts. For a tall slender girl, Tara's chest was pretty sizable. I couldn't begin to guess cup size or anything like that, but each breast had to be a good handful, no, a double handful each! They were firm and moved heavily with the motion of the Jeep. I could tell she wasn't wearing a bra....
Oh, my god, I was getting an erection. From my sister's tits!
I swallowed, shifted in my seat, and looked away. Just boobs, right? Perhaps I was still just a bit worked up over the serious case of blue-balls I got from not being able to fully penetrate Karin. The penis didn't know the difference, right? But the brain did, and I blushed in shame. Fortunately, Tara had been concentrating on her driving and hadn't noticed my stare. As we drove along, she caught me up on some key bits of information I'd need to know before we got to the village, and I refocused my attention on her words so as to get my mind out of the gutter.
"The people I'm living with and studying are called the Kasabai," she said, adding "not to be confused with the Kombai or the neighboring Korowai tribes."
"Oh, of course not."
She glanced at me, saw I was grinning. "Smart ass," she said. She looked straight ahead again, shrugging as we bounced over a large pothole. "Actually, you may have heard of the Kombai. These British guys did a documentary series on them a couple of years ago. They lived with the tribe and became adopted by them. They were able to gain incredible knowledge from the culture. I'm doing something sort of similar to that with the Kasabai."
"You're filming a documentary?"
"Oh no, nothing that fancy. They had a whole camera crew. I'm just doing my own humble research. But I'm pretty excited about it because this is the first time the Kasabai have allowed a Westerner to live with them."
"That's great, Tara! Your doctorate is assured." I watched her grin, white even teeth glowing in her tanned face. I then asked, "If they're such a closed society, won't they be a little apprehensive about me, an unknown outsider?"
Tara glanced at me again, then back at the road. She shrugged again. "Well..." She hesitated for some reason. Strange: I'd never known my sister to be shy about anything around me. But she continued, "It would normally be a little awkward, yes, and they will certainly be a bit timid around you at first. But I...I worked out an arrangement with the elders which will ensure that you are quite welcome." Turning to me and seeing the curiosity on my face she added, "Don't worry, Cal. There's nothing to be afraid of."
I sensed there was more to be said about this, that Tara was holding back, but since I couldn't even begin to guess about what I was truly getting myself into I decided to trust my sister and enjoy the ride with no further questions. It was a ride that was to eventually take four and a half hours.
I did my best to keep from staring at her bouncing breasts.
By the time Tara slowed and brought the Jeep to a halt, the track on which we'd been driving could hardly have been called a road. In fact, we'd been in full four-wheel-drive for the last 90 minutes. I glanced back when we stopped, and if I hadn't known where we'd just come from I would've had a hard time figuring out which way would take us back to civilization.
"This is as far as we can drive," Tara said, hopping out. "Grab your bag and give me a hand with this tarp, will you?"
I took in our immediate surroundings when I climbed out of the Jeep. We were in a camp site, complete with a heavy canvass tent, a table under mosquito netting, a place for a fire, and four stacks of huge cases made of heavy-duty plastic. Whatever was in those cases was sealed tightly against any kind of weather. I threw my bag near one stack and returned to help Tara drape a huge olive-drab plastic tarp completely over the Jeep.
She said, "Other than driving John out and picking you up, I haven't had to use the Jeep in months. I'm glad it started up right away when I needed it." She saw me glance around the camp again and said, "This is only a kind of base camp where I keep my extra supplies. John and I stayed here the first couple of weeks only. Once we were accepted into the tribe, we've been living with them ever since."
"Cool," I said. I was getting into this now, the upcoming challenge of living like a native.
"If you want any more Western food, look into that third stack of cases and help yourself to whatever you can carry. But just so you know, we have another few miles to go on foot."
I went near the cases to grab my bag again. I said, "Perhaps a couple of bottled waters if you have them. But if you've managed to survive off of whatever food they feed you in the tribe, I'm sure I can survive too."
"If you say so." She smiled, opening a case and tossing me a couple of waters. "In the village I have a supply of tablets for the water you'll drink there, though my tests show little risk of contamination, amazingly."
"Good to know." I opened my bag and pulled out my old beat-up canteen and belt. I poured the contents of the bottled water into the canteen, then clipped it onto my belt. Also on the belt was my Navy survival knife and a flint. I closed up the bag, which had only a few other odds and ends—nothing too heavy—and slung it over my shoulder. I was ready for a good hike. I was wearing very high-quality boots (the one thing you don't go cheap on, trust me), light-weight cargo pants and a loose long-sleeved button shirt, all of a light, breathable fabric. "After you, sis."
We didn't go up or down any steep hills or mountains, but the terrain was not for casual strolling. A couple of times I started wondering if we'd need a machete, but Tara always seemed to know just where to slightly alter her course to keep us from away from the thicker vines and jungle debris. Above us, tall beautiful trees towered upward into the sky, forming a classic jungle canopy. Pure striking sunlight beams penetrated only here and there, piercing through the steam of the humidity. I kept myself hydrated with frequent sips from my canteen. It would take a couple weeks for my system to acclimatize to the weather here. Unlike Tara, who was quite used to it, I was sweating buckets and would quickly become light-headed and dehydrated if I wasn't careful, even if I didn't feel thirsty.
At one point Tara steered us alongside a stream, and we both splashed around a bit, letting the cool water rinse off our sweat and bring our bodies' temperatures down. While I was bending over in one direction, Tara playfully splashed water on my ass, soaking me to the skin. I quickly turned and scooped water right back her way. She half turned and caught the blow on her right side, which got soaked. We were both laughing at our sudden return to childhood antics, but I suddenly got very serious and very adult again when I saw that the water had soaked through enough of Tara's shirt to give me a distinct impression of the dark nipple of her right breast. What's more, her nipple was noticeably hard.
I swallowed and turned away, moving myself from the water.
When I turned back, Tara was already resuming our journey, merely glancing back to make sure I was following. If she had noticed me noticing her...her boob, she didn't seem to show any concern. We walked in silence for several minutes, and I used this time to chide myself inwardly and profusely for actually allowing my pulse to start racing after seeing an intimate part of my own sister's anatomy. It was ridiculous, and I was acting like a pervert. I tried to tell myself I'd seen her boobs before, several times in fact. But it was one thing to share the bathtub as kids, or get an accidental glimpse of sibling nudity growing up and sharing a bathroom. But as an adult, with adult parts...and adult desires....
Tara broke my reverie by explaining a little more about the Kasabai. "They have a very structured hierarchy," she said. "They have followed incredibly unique and specific customs for generations, which is a considerable achievement since their language is not written. Only passed on through elaborate story-telling. They are very weary of outsiders, because they worry that outside influences can tarnish their strict practices and throw their people into chaos. Westerners have been trying to observe the Kasabai for over fifty years without success...until now."
I was impressed. I asked, "How did you succeed when all others failed?"
She stopped and turned toward me. I was actually relieved to see that her shirt had dried just enough so that her areola was no longer visible.

"All the other Westerners," she said, "were men."
I looked at her for a moment, trying to tell if she was messing with me. I could tell she was being very matter-of-fact, but I could also see that she was quite pleased with her little triumph.
"You see," she continued, "unlike the Kombai and the Korowai, the Kasabai are a female-dominant tribe. Those 'elders' I was referring to earlier? They're women."
"I see..."
Tara smiled. "The world of anthropology is overwhelmingly male-dominated, so, as you would imagine, every Western expert who tried getting this tribe to open up to him was a guy. The elders would have none of it. The fact that I'm a woman, a woman of what they perceived to be significant influence—they saw that I was John's superior—is what opened them up to me. As simple as that."
"Really?"
"Well, that and the fact that I was very patient and willing to learn their ways as much as possible while trying to not overly influence them with my own Western way of thinking. That's one of the reasons I leave ninety percent of my gear at the base camp when I live among the Kasabai. The most complicated piece of equipment I have with me here is a digital camera and digital sound recorder. I have to take all my notes by hand."
"Is that a problem?"

"For me, no. But anthropologists of the twenty-first century—most scientists who work in the field, really—have become addicted to gadgets. Laptops, satellite links, processed foods, designer sleeping bags from REI...all the comforts of home. I'm perfectly happy to without all that crap. Like you."
"Me?"
She nodded toward my waist, "Look, you've got your water can, a knife and—what is that, a flint? I'd be willing to guess the only other things you have in your bag are a couple of spare pieces of clothing, perhaps a book or two. Maybe a flashlight?" She saw from my expression that she was absolutely right. "See? Any other adventurer would probably want a huge backpack full of all kinds of toys. But not my big brother!" She smiled. "We're going to make a great team, Cal."
I smiled back. "Can't wait. So, how much further?"
"Oh, we're here." She paused. "Well, almost...."
There it was again, that strange aura of hesitancy that had come upon Tara earlier, on the drive through the jungle. Reflecting back, I'd sensed this timidity over the phone too, when she'd first begged me to help her. I felt that I was about to find out why this growing sense of awkwardness was hitting us. I watched Tara carefully as she stepped over to a nearby tree and knelt at its base, turning her back to me. She pulled aside a few vines and revealed another of those heavy-duty cases.
She undid the snaps on the lid and said, "The village is just through those trees, about a hundred yards. But...I need to...change first."
Curious. "Into what?"
"Well...not exactly into...." She stood and turned. She was holding something in her hand. It appeared to be a sort of belt with decorative beads woven with thinly split dried reeds. She crossed over to me and held the belt out. "Hold this for me, please."
Looking down at the belt, I said, "Impressive. Pretty detailed craftsmanship for a people who use no machines." I was trying to sound sophisticated, getting into anthropologist mode. I glanced up at her. "You have to wear this?"
"Yes. But...well, only that."
I blinked. "Come again?"
Tara glanced down and fiddled with her fingers in front of her. She said, "Listen, Cal, I know this is going to be a little weird at first, but the thing with the Kasabai tribe—actually with all of the tribes in this region—clothing does not exist."
I swallowed. What a concept: clothing does not exist. I could readily recall flipping through any random edition of National Geographic, or flipping around on channels like Discovery or History, and of course there would occasionally be some images of naked natives running around. For some reason, however, I just never thought of that being the case here. To be more specific, it never even remotely occurred to me that my sister would be buying into the concept.
She was staring at me now, probably expecting me to flip out. I took a breath. I had to be clear about this.
"Tara," I said, "are you telling me that you're going to be walking around—naked—wearing this?" I held up the belt.
"Yes, Cal."
"In front of me."
She nodded. "In front of everyone. Think of it as a nudist camp. Everyone's naked."
"I'm not everyone. I'm your brother."
"I know, Cal. Believe me, this isn't going to be any easier for me than it is for you. But I've come too far with this tribe. The work I'm doing here is going to make my career. I'm actually on the verge of a huge breakthrough into one of their secret traditional ceremonies. And if it means I have to let you see me naked, well...I can live with that."
Now I was getting angry. I paced around a little. Finally I stopped and glared at her. "You deliberately waited for me to travel ten thousand miles from home, then another six hours through a jungle to tell me that I would soon be staring at you naked."
Tara smirked. "You don't have to stare."
"Oh Jesus," I bellowed, walking away from her.
Tara caught up to me, putting a hand on my shoulder. "Cal, please." She nudged me to face her. I did. She said, "I'm sorry, that was uncalled for. I know this is terribly awkward for you, but I was afraid."
"Afraid of what?"
"That you would say no. That you wouldn't help me."
"So you tricked me?"
"I didn't trick you, Cal" She glanced down again. "I just...didn't tell you all the details."
"Tara, this is a pretty fucking major detail!"
I'd let my voice go up in volume on that last outburst. It shut Tara up completely. She turned and walked slowly back toward the case. We stood away from each other in silence for a few minutes. I gave some serious thought to the situation. I considered what might have happened had Tara told me over the phone that I would have to look at her naked throughout my time in the jungle with her. Would I have said no? I certainly would have hesitated. I'm sure there were times, especially during puberty, that I was intrigued by my sister's body, and perhaps I had even thought of her in a sexual way from time to time. But I was a full-grown adult now, and I was supposed to have command over such unorthodox Freudian feelings.
But here it is: I am an adult. Tara is an adult. She is willing to strip nude in front of her brother for the sake of science and learning. Will it be really fucking awkward? Yes. Will the world come to an end? No.
I sighed and walked over to Tara. Hearing my footsteps, she turned to me and I said, "Look, I'm sorry about overreacting. But I hope you didn't think I was just going to shrug and be cool with it the instant I found this out, right?"
She shook her head. "No, of course not. I knew it would shock you." She shrugged, then offered a slight grin despite the situation. "I suppose it would've been stranger had you simply accepted the idea out of hand."
I had to chuckle at that too. "Come here." We stepped toward one another and hugged. Peace was made. When we parted I said, "Look, I'm willing to go along with this, but don't expect me to be very comfortable with it. At least not for a while."
She nodded, and I could tell she was trying to contain her relief that I was going to support her. She said, "That's why I picked this spot, near the village, to reveal this information—and myself, actually—to you. It's important that when we enter the village you do not act awkward about the fact that I'm not wearing clothes."
"Okay."
Suddenly it got very quiet, just the sounds of the jungle. We stared at each other. In a strangely comic way, we both simultaneously realized that the only thing left now was for Tara to strip. With a sheepish grin and a "here goes nothing" shrug, Tara bent over to begin unlacing her hiking boots. I watched her for a moment then turned my back to her. I knew I was going to see my sister naked very shortly, but I would at least be a gentlemen and not ogle her while she disrobed.
Behind me I heard the rustling of clothes. Tara, her voice a little hesitant, said, "It's funny, I actually feel somewhat constricted wearing Western clothes now. I've been going around in the buff for so long, it becomes quite comfortable."
"I guess it's liberating," I said uneasily. I heard a new sound now, like pieces of plastic bumping together, and I realized it was the belt of beads in my hand, which had begun trembling.
"Yeah," Tara was saying, "I think I'll have to join one of those naturist colonies when I get back to civilization." A pause. "Belt, please." I levered my arm backward for her to take it. I felt her lift it from my hand, then heard the jostling of the beads as she presumably put the thing on. This was followed by the sounds of her footsteps retreating slightly, then the clamping sound of the case; she was probably putting her Western clothes into it.
Finally, she said, "Okay, Cal."
"Okay, what?"
"You might as well turn around, silly. You're going to have to get a look sooner or later, and I want to get it over with before we go into the village."
"Okay," I said weakly. I suddenly flashed back to being 12 again, about to peak through my neighbor's window and see the naked form of a live full-grown woman for the first time: Mrs. Durham. She liked to vacuum in the nude, all five-foot-two, two-hundred pounds of her....
I turned. I gasped. Tara was no short, fat Mrs. Durham.
Tara was, in fact, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.
And she was my sister.
My head began swimming as I took in the sight. Being tall and slender, Tara was not exceptionally curvy, but she sported full rounded breasts that some might consider a bit too large for her frame, perhaps even fake. But I'd seen the way they'd bounced and jiggled with liquid perfection in the Jeep. They were indeed natural and they were mesmerizing. Her areolas looked dark despite her golden tan, and she sported pert stubby nipples. And Lord help me, they appeared to be erect.
Below those perfect breasts was an unusually long and completely flat stomach and torso. Whatever diet Tara enjoyed with the natives was low in fat but clearly rich in protein, and being active in the jungle meant virtually no excess meat on this incredibly toned woman.



I suddenly realized why Tara's torso seemed to be longer than expected: she was perfectly shaved in the pelvic region, and where one would have expected a patch of pubic hair, there was only more golden skin. Just above her pussy was the belt of beads, but I very quickly skipped over that damned thing and went back to her pelvis. That is, what was between the pelvis: nothing but a naked little vagina with pretty pink labia right at her entrance.
At this point I didn't know if I was drooling or swaying or both. But somehow I kept upright, and I continued to take Tara's incredible body in right down to her toes. Her legs, like the rest of her, were long and amazingly toned. Like her pussy, her deeply-tanned legs were obviously smooth. I wondered, of all things, just how the hell a woman could find time to shave her legs—and her vagina—in the middle of the jungle.
I must have gone on staring for just a bit too long, for now Tara was beginning to fidget, leaning on one leg, then the other, clasping her hands in front of her, partially covering her pussy.
"Cal?"
The voice seemed to come from far away, a strange soft voice calling my name two or three times. After a moment I realized the voice was coming from directly ahead of me, directly from Tara. It was just that her tone seemed far away, and that was due to the sudden streak of self-conscious that must've been flooding through her. I suddenly felt bad and swallowed hard two or three times, regaining my composure.
Trying to keep my own voice from sounding distant and self-conscious, I finally looked down and said, "I'm sorry, Tara. It was just a little more, well, shocking than I'd prepared for."
"It's okay, Cal. I knew it would take some getting used to, which is why we're doing this now, here, alone." She paused. "Are you going to be okay with this?"
I glanced up at my sister again, and the wave of wonder that was this naked woman's utterly perfect body washed over me again. I felt my blood begin to heat up, my throat constricting, but the initial shock was over. It was definitely going to be weird for a while, very weird, but as long as I kept reminding myself that this was for the sake of Tara's project, for the sake of science, I would somehow get through it.
I took a deep breath, set no more than a typical crooked grin on my face and said, "I'm cool. Let's do this."
Tara smiled broadly, tears welling in her eyes, obviously relieved. She even made as if to step forward and hug me, but that would've been pushing it a bit too far at this point. We just grinned stupidly at each other.
"So how far to the village now?" I asked.
"Another mile or so, not far."
"Great." Trying to stay upbeat and proactive, I started marching off in the direction toward which she had been taking me all along. But after ten or fifteen paces I paused: Tara wasn't following. I turned and looked at her naked form, standing there back by the tree, near the case. "What's up?" I asked.
"Cal...we're not exactly, um, done here."
Frowning at her odd tone, I walked back up to her, and now I was standing just a pace or two from my naked sister. "What more do we have to do?" I asked.
She looked down. "Cal, people don't...well, people don't wear clothes in this village."
"Yeah, I know, that's why you're standing there naked and—" I stopped suddenly, realizing. "Oh shit."
Tara finally looked up at me.
"You mean you also want me to—"
She nodded ever so gently, her big brown eyes pleading again.
I grimaced. "My God, woman, you're really serious?" I could hem and haw about it all I wanted, sputtering phrases like "you must be joking" or "you've got to be kidding me," but there was no getting around the fact that my sister was 100% serious. It actually got my blood going again, but not from the animalistic reaction to seeing a naked woman this time and more from the fact that here was yet another massive detail my sister had omitted from her pleas to draw me out here in the first place.
"Goddammit, Tara," I bellowed. I think I may have even stomped a foot. It was just so frustrating. She remained silent. I huffed around for a minute, once again cycling through the logic of the situation. This time it didn't take long to come to pretty much the same conclusion.
Had Tara told me all of these details on the sat phone while I was still in California, I might not have agreed. It would've been, "Cal, I need you to come to this little isolated village in the jungle with me, halfway around the world, and oh by the way we will both have to be completely naked around each other. Is that okay?"
No, it would not be okay, I probably would've replied. But that was 10,000 miles ago. That was when I could have easily said no to a voice crackling over the weak signal bouncing off satellites in orbit. Now I was here, standing before my sister who was as nude as the day she was born, fully shaved, fully sensual. And I, her blood-related sibling, was going to have to get the same way.
"Okay," I said at last, "here's the deal. I'm going to do this. I'm going to strip down and just try to pretend this is some kind of hazing trick from Basic, but from here on out, there had better not be any more fucking surprises, you got it?"
I'd really laid it on thick by the time I'd gotten to "fucking surprises," and the words seemed to hit Tara like a slap. She actually winced. And I suddenly felt like shit because I was having a stupid temper tantrum, obviously a defensive mechanism against the incredible level of self-consciousness pressing on my psyche.
There was nothing to do now but strip, so that's what I started doing. I walked over and dropped my bag on the case, then started unbuttoning my shirt, my back turned to Tara. Under normal circumstances, I would have nothing to be ashamed of. When not out on a hike with a group of clients, I exercised regularly and aggressively. I maintained a strict diet and was in extremely good shape. I was by no means one of those freakishly body-building 'roid-ragers you might see at a 24-Hour Fitness, but I knew I could hold my own against someone like Daniel Craig or Jeffery Donovan.
But I was about to show all that to my sister!
Trying not to turn this into some kind of bazaar strip tease, I just shucked my clothes as quickly and as unceremoniously as possible. In just a couple of moments, I was now as naked as my sister, my back still to her. I could only assume that she was now staring at my naked butt. Fortunately, the skin tone of my ass more or less matched the rest of my tanned body. On days off from escorting hikers there was a great little secluded lake I loved to jog to, then skinny dip in, swimming the equivalent of a mile or two under the golden sun....
I realized I was stalling, reluctant to turn around and face—well, show—the truth. I knew that once I let my sister see my penis, my testicles, the final line would be crossed. With a shrug and a bit of held breath, I turned around slowly. And she was waiting, watching.
So there we were, brother and sister, fully naked and facing each other, just a few paces apart. Because of the stress of the situation, the complete awkwardness actually, it wasn't some raging erection I'd turned toward my sister. I was completely flaccid, and I was thankful for that. An awkward random erection at this moment might have freaked both of us out. Having said that, in its flaccid state my cock wasn't exactly a shriveled up little pecker. I have a good deal of meat down there. And Tara seemed to notice.
"Oh my," she said, bringing a hand up to her mouth. "Cal, you're...in very good shape."
"Thank you," I said, blushing. "So are you."
Another few minutes went past, and as our two heart rates slowly but surely worked back down to something below 100 beats per minute, we allowed each other to get some good looks. It had to be this way, otherwise we'd act totally weird around each other in the village, and that would probably hamper Tara's ability to do her job with the natives. Finally, Tara got back in charge.
"We'd better get going."
After sorting things out with the case and my bag, we were once again on the march. At first, out of what had been the previous routine, I trailed slightly behind Tara, letting her lead the way. We both realized at around the same moment, however, that whenever I looked up from where I was walking I was looking directly at my sister's beautiful and perfectly shaped ass. So we sort of fell into a side-by-side formation, with Tara indicating now and then where we needed to head. Trying to be modest, I avoided looking at anything in Tara's direction to my left, but out of the corner of my eye I could see her large breasts swaying, her long slim thighs flexing. I'm sure her equivalent field of vision afforded her glimpses of my penis flopping back and forth as I walked, unconstrained by any underwear.
Along the way I made a real effort to take in my surroundings and avoid looking at—or even thinking about—my naked sister. The jungle was thick, steamy and mesmerizing in its perfect blend of teaming life, vivid colors and faintly pungent decay. Birds called out, monkeys screamed in the distance, and a billion insects clicked and chirped and flapped from all directions. About a year ago I joined an adventure group on a six-week trek through the Amazon, so the environment around me was not a shock. Nevertheless it was a daunting thought that here I was, in the year 2014 AD, in a world filled with HDTVs, iPods, and stem cell cloning, yet I might as well have transported back in time to 2014 BC: it would have looked exactly like this.
During the rest of the hike Tara explained further details about her time with the Kasabai and how they had taken her in where other Westerners had been flatly denied. She told me that one incredible thing I would immediately notice when we got to the village was how remarkably clean everyone was. Unlike the other tribes, such as the nearby Kombai where constantly being covered in dirt was a normal thing, the female elders of the Kasabai believed in keeping the body and soul as literally clean as possible.
"They have their own version of that old saying, 'cleanliness is next to godliness,'" Tara said as we walked along. "They bathe regularly. Sometimes two or even three times per day! They always pick village locations very close to streams or rivers with fast-moving water, so it's easy for them to quickly jump in, rinse off, then jump back out and back to their routines."
"That's good to know I guess," I said. Already drenched in my own sticky sweat, I relished the thought of being able to regularly jump into a nice cool stream. Then I started imagining a bunch of naked people—including my sister—jumping into the water around me...and I realized I needed to think about something else quickly so as not to get aroused.
But Tara, not sensing my morbid thoughts, wasn't helping. She said, "They also like to keep themselves fully...trim, except for the hair on their heads, which they keep brushed out or braided neatly, also daily. To help fit in I do my best to match their style, hence the nakedness and the...well, being perfectly smooth everywhere."
I deliberately looked away because my eyes suddenly wanted to see Tara's "smoothness." She must've thought I was looking at a bird or something because she continued on this subject: "I realized, though, that shaving regularly out in the jungle was going to be difficult—just the thought of razor-burn in nearly one hundred percent humidity—well, so I sort of...cheated."
Without looking at her, I said, "What do you mean?"
"I have plenty of grant money for this project. And it's sort of a use-it-or-lose it thing. What I didn't spend would get folded back into the university foundation that's sponsoring this project. Now, I can honestly say that I did a very good job of staying well within our established budget." She paused, and when she continued her tone was a little more subdued, as if she was ready to confess something, which she did: "A few months before coming out here for the first time, while we were still planning and prepping and conditioning ourselves in the States, I realized I was going to be several thousand dollars under budget by the time I was here. So I indulged."
"Indulged?"
"Laser hair removal." She paused again, and I stole a glance at her, making an effort to stick to her eyes. She smiled. "For about five thousand dollars and a number of regular treatments, I went in for laser hair removal. Everywhere. And now I never have to shave my armpits or legs or—well, you know—again!"
She said this last bit with relish, as if she was thrilled to finally be able to confess this to someone. But all this did was get me to think about her perfectly shaved arm pits and legs and—well, you know. I said quickly, "Tell me about their diet."
Before I looked away again, I saw Tara pout a little. Had she been hoping for some sort of pat on the back or something? But she moved back into lecture mode quickly: "Their main food staple is sago. It's primarily a starch derived from the pith of the sago palm. They often form it into what you might call a pancake, and they eat it with fish."
"Hey, I can handle that," I said, genuinely encouraged. "Nothing healthier than fresh fish. I thought I was going to have to eat giant grub worms every day."
"Not every day, but they are an occasional treat for them."
I glanced at her again, and she was smiling and pretending to rub her tummy in content. I knew she was teasing me because I'd probably have to eat those grubs when offered and she was going to get a kick out of watching my reaction. But that thought suddenly left my mind when I found myself staring at Tara's tummy...and her breasts...and vagina.
I swallowed and looked ahead again, screaming in my head: SHE'S YOUR SISTER SHE'S YOUR SISTER SHE'S YOUR SISTER!
Tara continued in a slightly shaky voice, "Um, they also make a pretty potent drink out of the sago. Just a few sips will get your pretty drunk, but don't ask me to tell you how they make it until after you've tried it."

"Got it."
Trying to ignore the fact that her nipples were suddenly hard, poking out wonderfully. Hoping she wouldn't notice what felt like my penis beginning to swell ever so slightly as it flopped back and forth with our steady walking pace.
We fell into an awkward silence again, but fortunately it didn't last long. Before Tara told me, I could already hear other human voices, as well as the sound of rushing water nearby. We were at the village. I sensed that Tara was slowing her pace. I glanced at her.
She said, "Cal, there is just one more thing I need to tell you before I introduce you to the villagers."
The tone she used gave me warning that yet another bombshell was about to go off. This time, however, I didn't let myself get worried. I had already been duped into walking around the jungle naked with my own sister. What could possibly top that?
She said, "The tribe thinks that you are my new...mate, and we are engaged to be married by the village elders in three days."
As my stomach seemed to fall into my scrotum I had no chance to react to this statement, because two short dark naked men armed with bows and arrows suddenly pounced upon us from seeming invisibility. They grunted something stern and I instinctively raised my hands in submission, looking quickly at Tara. Though it would've been suicide I automatically began calculating how to take on the one guy closer to me while somehow shielding Tara from the inevitable arrow when, to my surprise, relief and admiration (despite still being in shock at being suddenly "engaged" to her) Tara quickly barked what sounded like a quick series of orders in what had to be the Kasabai language. Both men immediately lowered and relaxed their bows and turned, springing to step toward the sounds of the village. One of them glanced back and grinned, his white teeth flashing. I lowered my hands.
"Remember," Tara said to me in a low tone, "this is a female-dominant tribe."
Some moments later (just before I could think of a proper way to ask "What the fuck!" to my sister-now-fiancée) more villagers appeared. It was actually the two original bowmen, but they were preceded now by three dark women, all nude except for decorative reed belts hanging loosely on their hips, similar to but much more elaborate than Tara's. The women, presumably the "elders" my sister had described, were strikingly beautiful. They were somewhat short, like the men, but they were slender and honestly quite attractive for older women. I guessed their ages range somewhere at 40 to 50. As Tara had described, they were clean, perfectly trim and even elegant. I could clearly see their shapely breasts and the slits of their smooth dark vaginas.
The one closer to the five-oh mark, the one in the center, stepped away from the others, directly toward Tara. I was being very purposely ignored by the women. While I watched, Tara and this elder went through some kind of greeting ceremony. Tara bowed, uttered words in a very respectful tone, then waited. The elder reached out and placed her hands on Tara's shoulders, and Tara lifted her eyes. The elder uttered a few words of her own and then they both leaned toward one another until they touched foreheads. As they bent over toward each other I watched how their breasts hung down, Tara's perky round and firm, the elder's heavier and slightly saggy.
After the formal exchange of greetings, both Tara and the elder straightened and broke into wide grins. In a much louder voice the elder said a few things to Tara, who responded in the native tongue. While the bowmen remained where they were, the two other younger elders came forward, still ignoring me, and hugged and laughed with Tara, much more informally. The four naked women were like old chums now.
Finally, Tara turned toward me. With a gesture, she said something in Kasabai and I got the impression she was officially introducing me. In the middle of her phrases I heard her say my name, Cal. Only then did the three elders turn to look at me. Their smiles disappeared as, I surmised, they sized me up in their official capacity. It occurred to me that I was now engaged in some kind of approval process. Tara was clearly a well established and much beloved guest of this tribe, and here she was bringing a new "mate" into the mix. It was like I was being introduced to her mother...except there were three mothers...and we were all nude.
After being looked up and down from head to toe a few times by the women, the senior elder stepped toward me, coming so close that I could smell her, the faint scent of wild flowers. From behind her Tara softly said, "Cal, please defer politely to her. Cast your eyes down unless she bids you to look at her. Don't be afraid." Obeying Tara, I bowed my head slightly and kept my arms at my sides, though my lingering inhibitions made me want to fold my arms, or cover my genitals.
The elder was really looking at me now, even leaning forward and peering. She looked at my face, then reached up and pulled my bottom lip down. I felt her push on my teeth with her thumb, and she uttered something quietly. She took her hand from my face and moved it to my chest, poking into my pectorals, then squeezed my shoulders and triceps. More utterances. It was like I was being sized up like a prize goat or something. It was a little silly and despite the bizarre circumstances I felt a grin coming on.
But my grin turned instantly to a grimace of surprise and a little pain as the elder suddenly reached down and clutched my testicles! It was a good grip and by pure instinct I started to step back, but that only made the elder clutch tighter. I heard Tara say quickly, "Sorry, Cal, just hold still, it'll be over soon." Sure, over after what? After my balls were torn off? Thankfully, as quickly as the elder clutched my sack, she released them. But my sigh of relief jerked into a sharp intake of breath as the elder went right back down there gripped my penis!



I remained absolutely frozen and stunned as she lifted it, let it flop back down, then grabbed it again. She shuffled around to my side, still fondling my penis; what she was doing now in full view of the other two elders and Tara, who was blushing scarlet red and giving me an I'm-so-sorry look. In truth I was beginning to get pretty pissed off again, but my emotional state simply went into a blender of feelings because now the elder was beginning to stroke me. Very gently, but it was definitely stroking.
I opened my mouth to say something to Tara, but again with a sudden movement the elder let go of my penis and stepped away, taking me in as a whole again with her eyes. After a moment, she nodded then said several things quickly in her language. I saw Tara calm down a bit, apparently relieved.
She said, "Elder Zami approves of you, Cal. She says you are, well, 'fine stock,' and will provide a large family."
"What?!" I blurted.
"Don't worry, Cal, we're not going to make a family! I know I have a lot to explain but this will only be a formality. It's only so I can witness and document the full Kasabai marriage ceremony, which is cloaked in secrecy. Just go along with me for now and I'll make it all clear soon."
The elders, led by the one called Zami, began gesturing for all of us to continue on to the village. The women led the group, with Tara and I following behind them, side-by-side, with the two silent bowmen bringing up the rear as honor guards. I don't know why, but in that moment I suddenly felt a flash of jealousy, even protectiveness, over the fact that those men now had a perfectly unobstructed view of my sister's ass. I tried to shake off this feeling.
And I distinctly avoided looking at, or talking to, my sister. I had some serious thinking to do.
After a few minutes of walking we came to a widening gap in the trees, then the Kasabai village itself. I took in the scene. It was as one might expect from a TV documentary: huge clearing, several seasoned and sturdy-looking grass huts in a more or less symmetrical circle, with a large open-walled hut in the center. On the far side of the village I could see a bit of the flowing river that I'd been hearing for some time now. True to Tara's word, I saw villagers coming and going to the river regularly, the ones returning glistening wet and refreshed, completely comfortable in their full nudity. In the village itself, others were milling about, and what was interesting to note was the fact that the men of the village tended to keep to one side of the clearing, the women to the other. They did interact from time to time, but always with a man approaching a women very, very respectfully, deeply bowed, until she appeared to give him permission to stand and exchange words with her.
When a couple of the villagers saw the elders and us entering the area they cried out and raised their hands. In the next moment we were surrounded by close to a hundred naked villagers, many of whom reached out to touch or hug Tara, who smiled and warmly greeted them back. I also felt dozens of pairs of eyes on me, sizing up the newcomer. But unlike the initially cool reaction from the elders, the main body of villagers were quite uninhibited about looking me up and down, occasionally poking at me. I noticed a number of the women look directly at my genitals, smile, then say something directly to Tara, who blushed and avoided eye-contact with me.
We were guided by the sea of people to the main open-sided hut in the center of the village. It was an oblong structure, perhaps forty feet long and twenty wide, supported by several strong poles, and large enough to accommodate the entire population of the village if necessary, if they all stood. Most of the villagers gathered around the outside of the hut, not stepping in under the thatched roof. But a number of others, all female, did come in and start doing things. A circle of low wooden stools was arranged, surrounding a suddenly growing pile of food: fruits, nuts, various platters of fish, both dried and fresh. Despite the emotional roller coaster of the day, I was absolutely ravenous after all the hiking and lack of proper meals over the last couple of days.
Making her way to one of he wooden stools, Zami raised her hands and the villagers fell silent. She uttered a few phrases in Kasabai. The villagers responded with a single unified word from time to time, like they were reciting a well-known hymn, perhaps giving thanks to the gods of the jungle or something. Tara didn't translate any of this for me, but it was clear that we were all to enjoy a ceremonial meal now, because Zami was gesturing Tara and me—the guests of honor, apparently—to be seated.
Tara and I were guided to sit side-by-side on nearby stools in the circle. Zami sat directly opposite of us, flanked by her junior elders. A few other women, possibly elders themselves, sat on the other stools so there were now about eight of us in a circle. A dozen or so other women, some of them extremely young (and of course naked) stood behind and outside the circle, evidently ready to act as servers. Most of the other villagers dispersed, going back about their daily routines. Others, mostly women but a few men, stood outside the hut and watched with interest.
As we all sat I couldn't help but notice that every one of the women, including Tara, sat in the same particular way: straight down, legs out front, knees slightly parted, hands on hips, back straight and chest out. It was as if they were all determined to maintain correct posture. The result of this, however, was that I could clearly peer between the legs of most of the women facing me, their vaginas in easy view. Because she was sitting next to me, I could not see Tara's pussy but her beautifully shaped and tanned naked legs and hips and buttocks were there to see, as well as her large prominent breasts. And as I adjusted my posture to match that of the women, I could feel my own exposed penis and testicles hanging down from the edge of my seat, giving a nice show to the women opposite me—and they were not shy about looking!
Presently we were each given what looked like large ti leaves for our laps, which would serve as plates. Then young naked assistants began serving out healthy portions of the food from the pile in the center, and after watching the others eat for a minute, including my sister, I finally dug in as well and somehow managed to forget about this peculiar situation just long enough to satiate my extreme hunger.
About halfway through the meal Zami had her "plate" removed, then stood and began speaking in a formal tone. Without being asked, Tara quietly translated, and quite fluently, her voice low and steady in my ear when not pausing to take a bite of her own food. Much of the speech was devoted to praising the gods of the river, the trees, the earth, so forth. But eventually Zami got to the heart of it:
"We the Kasabai are honored to have our daughter, Tara, return to us from the beyond the Great Rivers. We embrace her new mate, Cal, and prepare to join them as one. Three days hence we will begin the Great Ceremony of Joining. For three days shall Tara and Cal immerse themselves in preparation. In three days shall they be pure to become one."
At this point Zami went back into more recited chanting, to which the other elders and those nearby responded with long memorized replies. Tara didn't bother to translate this part, said only that they'd be at this for another 30 minutes or so. So we continued to eat in silence. The whole time I kept glancing at my sister, wondering if I could ever get used to the sight of her nudity. The fact that I was now actively trying to will away the start of an erection proved I was not handling this well. The result was, although I managed to keep from getting stiff down there, my dick was moderately engorged with blood and hung limply, and largely, between my legs.
And Tara was noticing.
As the chanting and the meal drew to a close, I leaned toward Tara and said, "We really, really need to talk."
"I know, Cal, I know. When we get a private moment I'll explain further."
"Something tells me we're not going to have many private moments over the next three days. And since they don't speak English, go ahead and tell me now. If you expect me to go through with some bullshit marriage ceremony with my own sis—"
"Shh!" Tara hissed. In a low voice she quickly added, "Sorry, but I have been teaching the elders and a few others English, and a couple of them already have a rudimentary understanding. And if not of your words, of your tone. Please careful what you say."
I glanced over at the elders. Zami was watching me though another elder was speaking directly to her. I sighed and looked back at Tara, trying to focus on just her eyes, which were pleading. I managed to subdue my growing anger.
"Okay," I said quietly. "I'll smile and pretend I'm having a ball. But you need to find an excuse to get us alone for a few minutes soon. And if I don't feel like you're giving me the completely whole story this time, I'm walking out of this jungle."
Her expression relaxed a little and she said, "That's fair enough. Let me explain something to Zami in her language. When I get up and walk out, follow me, head bowed."
Tara had her ti leaf plate taken away and stood, gesturing me to do the same. In a quick moment before I did I found that my eyes were on the same level as my sister's perfectly shaved pussy when she turned to speak to Zami. Mere inches from me I could make out the smooth texture of her skin, the soft perfectly symmetrical folds of her labia. I don't know why but I felt a sudden rush of saliva in my mouth, and I swallowed and quickly stood. Tara was speaking in a formal tone, no doubt thanking Zami and the others for their honorable hospitality. And when at last Zami bowed some kind of acknowledgement Tara turned again and began walking away from me, toward one side of the hut. I quickly followed her, head bowed as instructed, until we were outside and more or less back in the main circle of the village. Villagers looked at us as they passed, but none of them approached. Tara began pointing and gesturing to various huts and sections of the village. In doing so her breasts lifted and jutted out in ways that made my head begin to swim.
"I'm pretending to explain the layout of the village," she said, "I explained to Zami that you are a scientist, like me, and you are fascinated with how Kasabai live."
I did my best to remain firm in tone with her: "Great. So point and explain, but explain what I really want to know, not what kind of reeds these people use to thatch their roofs."
Tara said, "I know I have been tricking you this whole time, Cal, and I am so incredibly sorry. I was just desperate to complete my project, and you were the only person on Earth I could think of to safely travel here and help me do this when John had to leave."
"You explained that already."
"Yeah...sorry. Look, the thing is, the worst is over. I mean, we're now naked in front of each other, in a village full of naked people."
"Sure, but aren't you forgetting one minor detail? Like the fact that we're supposed to get married in three days?"
Tara said, "I know that sounds scary, Cal, especially as we're siblings. But in fact it's just a traditional native ceremony. Obviously by Western standards we will not be married! For the next three days you're going to be taken by the men to perform manly stuff, like jumping and throwing and running. And probably drinking," she added.
Drinking. A drink. I could really fucking use one now!
She touched my shoulder to gently turn me toward another direction to which she wanted to point. Although it was a simple touch this was the first time we'd had physical contact since getting naked together, and it had the effect of a Taser. My heart rate actually went up at least twenty beats a minute, and I cursed myself inwardly for the reaction.
Tara seemed to feel the energy too, or had felt me tense up, because her voice weakened slightly as she continued. "The activities are all designed to prove you are worthy. You're physically bigger and stronger than these men, and you're in...incredible shape, so I doubt you'll have any problems. I'll be doing similar activities, believe it or not. There will be more formal meals, a dance, offerings to the gods. Interesting things but not as shocking as nudity, which we're already used to."
Used to? I think not, sis! Aloud I said, "You seem to know everything these people are going to do for the next three days."
"I do."
"So why the hell—"
"Because it's after the three days of preparation, during the actual wedding ceremony itself, where I'm in the dark."
"What do you mean?"
"After three days of feasts and activities, when the ceremony itself takes place, only the head elder, two assistants, and the wedding couple are allowed to participate. It's all done in a special hut that is closed off to the outside."
"Really," I said. "That's weird."

"Yeah. They keep a real shroud over the details, which is quite unusual for a culture that's literally completely open with each other in all other aspects of life. Until you get married, you are kept out of the loop. And if you are unmarried, married members of the village or strictly forbidden to discuss it. I've been here long enough to see three marriages, but I'm clueless as to what takes place inside the hut."
"That's a bit scary. So what do you think happens?"
"Well," Tara explained, leaning in as if sharing secret gossip, "I know that the ceremony is broken itself into three parts—they like things in threes here—over three days. Three nights, actually. And each part takes about an hour or so. Everyone is told to stay away from the marriage hut when the ceremony is taking place, so I can't get close enough to hear anything."
I glanced at her skeptically. "An hour, eh? If you can't tell what's being said, can you conjecture at least sort of what happens? I mean, are we gonna walk out of there with matching tattoos or sticks through our noses or something?"
Tara chuckled at this, causing her large breasts to jiggle and sway. Trying not to stare I glanced away and noticed the sun beginning to recede below the tree line bordering the village. In this late afternoon light Tara's skin glowed. Jesus, this woman was unbelievably gorgeous. No, not woman, damn you. Sister. Remember that.
She said, "All I know is that the elder, her two young assistants, and the marriage couple are always in the hut the whole time together, and when they emerge, they seem calm and happy. No signs of pain, no trauma."
"Hmm. A true mystery. And after the third part of the ceremony?"
Tara shrugged. "Life." When I gave her a blank look she explained further, "I mean, they all come out, the new couple moves in with each other, and they go about the rest of their lives as mates. Pretty much like anywhere else, I guess."
I shrugged too. "Well, if they all hang out in there together, it must just be a bunch of boring words and prayers, like at the lunch we had. I guess I can survive that."
My sudden casual acceptance of the situation clearly struck Tara with a huge happy blow of relief, and forgetting herself she thrust herself forward and embraced me in a hug.
"Oh, thank you, Cal! I—"
She stopped short when she realized, as I realized, that we are now very closely and tightly embracing each other's naked bodies. We quickly broke away from each other, but it was long enough for me to feel the impression of Tara's large breasts flattening against my chest, her firm thigh against my pelvis, my thick cock squished into her flat stomach.
That night we were guided to sleep in separate huts. I was alone in mine, thankfully, and the excitement and stress of the day soon took their toll, allowing sleep to come quickly. But not quickly enough for me to keep from lying there, on my back, visualizing my own nude sister, while resisting the carnal temptation to stroke the raging erection that pestered me before getting to sleep, and again when I first woke up....
* * *
The next three days seemed to go by in a blur, and I rarely saw Tara. Each morning I was woken by several of the young men of the village, who took me down to the river to bathe and eat freshly caught fish. With no common words of language, they gestured and demonstrated all that I needed to know: where to go to the bathroom that wouldn't contaminate the water, how to spear fish, where to find the best grub worms, things like that. Being a survival expert and would-be Navy SEAL, I actually disappointed the village men by wolfing down those huge fat slimy grub worms like a hungry Bear Grylls. But they got their revenge in several of the physical activities, especially bow hunting (give me a good rifle any day of the week, please) and diving into a large natural pool in the river from a high rock, where I proceeded to cannon ball and slap my naked ass pretty hard.
The nights were spent prancing around large open fires, consuming large quantities of a naturally fermented drink made from what I would later learn is the sago tree. Through pantomime gestures, the men gave me the impression that the concoction was made by chewing the bark into a pulp and spitting it out and letting it ferment in giant pots. This sounded pretty disgusting, and it didn't taste much better, but I equated two or three swigs of the stuff to that of doing half a dozen shots—it was some powerful shit! So after that much inebriation, one tended to forget one was drinking someone else's wooden spit.
Periodically a group of female villagers, sometimes the elders themselves, would come to check on us, and this always meant stopping whatever we the men were doing to defer to their presence. Sometimes they'd ask me to demonstrate a task, as if making sure the other men were teaching me properly, that I was worthy of the mate I was about to join.
On one of these visits, around the middle of the second day, I was surprised to see Tara in the group of women. We blushed when we saw each other, because it had been almost two days. I had almost forgotten how amazingly beautiful and sexy her body was. And her face, just a pure loving and wonderful face. I always loved my sister, and I was always so proud of her and her academic achievements. But now when I saw her I felt the pang of something new in my heart. It was a feeling I actually recognized right away, but I immediately subdued it.
On this occasion Zami was there too, and while the women watched, the other men and I demonstrated how well we could lift heavy round logs and heave them to further and further distances as we challenged each other. It was an exhausting workout. I had gotten used to doing these exercises naked with the men, like the original Olympics or something, but I was quite self-conscious with the women now watching, they being naked themselves, which was distracting—especially my sister.
At one point one of the women pointed directly at me, at my midsection, and said something I took to be profound, because the other women gasped, smiled and put their hands to their mouths, and the men all laughed and slapped each other on the back. Tara turned beet-red.
"What?" I asked her. "What did she say?"
"I can't...I can't really translate it."
For the first time I heard Zami speak English. She pointed at me, at my midsection like the other girl, and said, "She say your thing more big than all other man in village. She ask how you fit in Tara when time for love come."
Tara buried her face in her hands at this. The men burst in to laughter again. Even Zami had to spread a wide grin and join the mirth. It was certainly an awkward moment, but it was so innocently said by Zami that it was almost charming, in an odd way. I glanced around at the other naked men and realized she was right. I was a pretty well-endowed guy in general, but compared to the generally short male villagers I was positively huge. And the other young women in the village were intrigued.



Nice. It was nice to get someone else to feel awkward for a change. But my grin of manly triumph turned to a frown as I realized the implications of what Zami had just said. I tried not to worry about it, though. Yes, Tara and I were going to be "married" tomorrow, and it was natural to assume we'd then go off some where to consummate the marriage in private, at which point nothing could possibly happen. Not between brother and sister.
But Lord help me the thought of a consummation did cross my mind, and I felt instant shame.
Zami stepped forward and repeated the particularly startling gesture as she had when we'd first met: she grabbed my cock. Already conditioned to obey, I automatically looked down and waited tensely for the elder's next move. Continuing in her broken English, she turned to the others and said, "Tomorrow we unite this man and his seed of life to Tara. We make them one flesh."
That sounded strangely biblical, but the words were hardly registering because the woman was gripping my cock firmly in her warm hand, a hand that was surprisingly smooth. It actually felt good, but I daren't let myself start getting an erection. I fought like mad.
Then she let go and turned away. I let out a breath of relief and glanced at Tara. She'd been looking at me and glanced away when she sensed my eyes on her, but not quickly enough to hide the fact that she'd been watching Zami clutching my cock. I wanted to approach her and ask her a few things, at least see how she was doing, but Zami was already leading the women away, uttering something in her native tongue that caused the other women to giggle and Tara to look down and blush again.
Just once, as they moved away, did Tara glance back, meet my eyes, and smile.
The rest of the day and night involved a series of bathing rituals that seemed designed to get me cleaner than a surgeon in an OR. Throughout the three days of what I loosely referred to as my bachelor party, several of the male villagers took turns guiding me through exercises, rituals, meals and drinking. But there were four or five that always seemed to be around, and I'd come to think of them as my groomsmen. They took me from one stream to the next, guiding me to dunk under, scrub down, dunk again, then move to another stream or small pool. In an almost effeminate way, the groomsmen also washed my short hair in various "shampoos" of fruit nectars, scented oils and even some kind of powder. In the end my hair looked and felt normal, but it smelled as if I'd just come from a salon. I couldn't help but think that if I could bottle the stuff and sell it in Hollywood, people like Madonna or Brad Pitt would probably pay hundreds of dollars by the ounce!
* * *
Day 3: the Wedding Day. In the morning I was gently awoken by my groomsmen, all of whom seemed careful not to startle me or get me worked up in any way. They encouraged me to lounge lazily in my temporary bachelor's hut, while they brought me food: fresh fish, fruits, pure water. Other men stood outside my hut, chanting softly in unison, some kind of prayer, some kind of spiritual song. After a few hours I actually got bored and dozed. In fact I dozed for a number of hours, because when I stirred again and was allowed to step outside the hut, I found that it was already late-afternoon.
The sun was low on the artificially high horizon of the jungle canopy line that surrounded the village. The village itself was strangely quiet; that is, there was very little human activity, little commotion. I could clearly hear the steady and powerful flow of the river. It was serene, beautiful, carnal. I found myself experiencing a very Zen-like state of being.
After being allowed to take this in for several minutes, the groomsmen began guiding me gently, reverently to another part of the village. Along the way dozens of other villagers, both men and women, all nude, lined the path, bowing and smiling at me. I was the groom, the Man of Honor. Clearly the marriage of a man and woman in their culture was profound an highly revered occasion. I was touched, but I also felt a pang of guilt. These people were providing such unbridled hospitality toward me, and toward Tara, when the fact of the matter was we were fooling them, using them. The marriage would be a sham. Well, for Tara and I it would be. If it made these people feel good to believe it to be real, we would certainly let them.
Presently I found myself standing outside a moderate-sized hut, completely closed by walls of reeds, distinctly different than the other huts which were all mostly open-walled. (There was very little privacy here, not from walls, not from clothing.) Standing outside, wearing a fresh necklace of beautifully intertwined flowers, was Zami, the elder of the village. The necklace rested loosely on her prominent breasts. Surrounding the hut were small carefully placed fires, fueled by some sort of natural oil the villagers had extracted from some obscure plant, no doubt. They flickered and glowed against the sides of the hut.
Zami raised her arms and looked at the villagers gathered near us. She said something that sounded official and authoritative, yet kind and warm at the same time. She was smiling, too. Bowing in reverence, the villagers, including my groomsmen, backed away and melted into the further parts of the village, presenting privacy for the marriage hut.
In her heavily accented halting English Zami said, "Walk at me, Cal." I stepped forward and bowed. I saw her move her arms my way and I braced myself to have my cock squeezed again, but to my surprise (and relief) Zami reached for my hands this time. She clasped me warmly and said, "You enter. You enter." She was stepping back, through a draped entrance to the hut, pulling me gently with her. Following reverently, I ducked into the tent and blinked a few times. It was a lot darker in here and my eyes needed to adjust. There were a couple more of those crude oil dip lamps in here, which gave off surprisingly little smoke. What I smelled mainly was a mixture of fruit and spices an earth.
Outside, from somewhat of a distance, I heard the rhythm of a drum begin.
Zami stepped aside as I straightened to my full height in the hut (all the doorways were about eight inches shorter than the top of my head). As my eyes adjusted to the light I made out the two younger "junior" elders or attendants to Zami, both of whom were beautiful in their own respects: lovely curves, smooth skin, healthy breasts, bare pelvises. They stood next to each other, shoulder to shoulder, and they were smiling brightly at me, their white teeth stunning within their dark mouths. When they saw me looking directly at them, they glanced at each other, nodded, then stepped apart, one to the left, one to the right.
And there she was.
Revealed before me was one of the most stunning sights I have ever beheld: Tara. Nude, pure, innocent, beautiful. Her long soft blond hair was freshly washed, decorated and braided with small flowers. Like Zami she wore an elaborate necklace of intertwined flowers which collected into a long V between Tara's amazingly vivacious breasts. Her belt of beads and reeds had been removed, and there was now nothing whatsoever infringing on the purely naked and perfectly curved shape of her stomach, hips and vagina.
I swallowed. Twice, three times. The rhythm of the drum was slow and steady, in sharp contrast to my rapidly beating heart.
Everything in my being wanted me to tell Tara how beautiful she was, but this impulse was coming from a feeling that had welled up from deep within me, a feeling I still refused to acknowledge, refused to name. I forced myself to remain quiet.
Tara looked at me in a slow-moving arch from the floor, my feet, up my own completely naked body, and eventually up to my eyes. And when we locked eyes I could swear, or perhaps I was subconsciously hoping, that she was fighting to acknowledge the same feeling as me.
From another world, another reality, I heard a voice, Zami's: "Walk at each other."
For this special ceremony it seemed that Zami was going to try conducting it in English, obviously for my benefit. That was nice of her, but I almost wished she'd switch back to her native tongue so I could just go through the motions and not really know what was transpiring, just get it over with.
Tara and I obeyed, stepping toward one another. We never left each other's intense gaze.
"Take hands," Zami said softly.
Maintaining firm eye-contact, I let my hands reach out slightly from my sides, and Tara did the same and in the next moment our fingers were brushing against each other. I opened my hands a little wider and Tara put her small hands within mine. I grasped her lightly. The shoulder touch, the hug, and now this...this was the third time I was touching my naked sister. It was electric.
I gazed into her eyes, I drank them in. They were deep-blue, wide open, passionate, curious, mesmerizing. It melted my heart to sense that Tara, as she gazed right back up at me, was as entranced as I was. How much of her was still recording these proceedings as an anthropologist? How much was now just a woman getting caught up in an incredibly primal, intensely sensual experience of pure emotion?
Zami, with her beautiful attendants on either side of her, stepped forward, nearer to us, and began: "From time Great River bring life in jungle, life continue between woman and man. Woman and man must also flow together, like Great River. Life must flow, and woman and man must join like small rivers to the Great Water..."
For the next 20 minutes or so, Zami continued in a poetic fashion, her English broken but her tone solid, confident, official. Eventually she fell back to her Kasabai tongue. Perhaps she was repeating herself in her native language for the benefit of the attendants, who seemed to be acting as witnesses. At one point Tara adjusted her hands from being held within mine to where we interlaced our fingers and let them lock loosely together.
Periodically she would give me a reassuring squeeze, her eyes rarely leaving mine. And I would give her a light squeeze back, giving her a smile, letting her know that I was okay with this. Once she mouthed, Thank you, and I mouthed back, You're welcome. But what really started to get my attention, as Zami droned on, was when Tara began gently, ever so gently, rubbing her thumb along the length of mine. The movement was so slight at first I almost didn't notice, but when I did I felt my heart rate increase again.
What the hell was happening here?
Recalling what Tara had told me a few days ago, I knew this was going to be the first of three sessions like this. And each session was only for an hour or two. By my reckoning, Zami had been speaking for about a half hour or so, which meant that if I could survive just a little while longer this would be over for the night and we could get out of here. The longer I remained in Tara's presence, in this Zen-state, the harder it would be to contain an emotion in me that simply should not, should not be occurring for my own flesh-and-blood sister.
Suddenly Zami went silent.
The silence lasted long enough that both Tara and I turned from each other to look her way. Zami was whispering something to her attendants, both of whom nodded reverently and began moving about the hut. One of them moved to the center of the hut, where I noticed for the first time what appeared to be a long mat made of closely woven reeds and cushioned with several layers of animal fur. The other attendant was unfurling what seemed like a animal skin blanket. It was thick and had soft-looking fir on both sides, the hides sewn skin-to-skin.
Zami said something in Kasabai.
I glanced at Tara, hoping for a translation, but there was a look of sudden shock in Tara's eyes as she stared at me. "What's the matter?" I whispered.
"Cal, I...she wants us to...oh God."
Zami said something again, and from the tone and syllables I gathered she was repeating herself.
I clutched Tara's hands, "What's the matter?"
She said, "Cal...Zami is telling is to...to lie down together."
It was my turn to look shocked.
Swallowing, I said, "Just lie down?"
"Well—"
Zami spoke again, a little more firmly. And she added a few things, causing the blood to drain from Tara's face.
"Tara, talk to me."
She closed her eyes, lowered her head and sighed, then looked up at me again. "Okay, Zami is telling us it is time to lie down on that bed of firs there," inclining her head toward the center of the hut, "and...well, 'join' together under the ceremonial blanket they have made for us."
I tried not to overreact to what my sister had just told me. I simply stared at her and let my mind try to work the matter out. We now knew the secret of what happened in this marriage hut. Zami expected Tara and I, as newlyweds, to consummate our bonding right here in front of her, and apparently her attendants, rather than in the privacy of our own hut as one would expect. Correction: as a Westerner would expect. Up to this point Tara and I had been going through the motions so that she could witness the inner-workings of the super-secret marriage ceremony of the Kasabai. But to continue this charade...
The drum picked up its rhythm. Or was that the beating in my chest?
We had now reached the limit of our charade, Tara and I, and in the next moment Zami was going to start wondering why we were so hesitant, and either the truth would come out, that we were siblings, or Tara would find another way to explain why the two of us could not have sex. Once that revelation came, Zami would very likely feel betrayed, and if she felt betrayed it could utterly destroy everything Tara had worked for all these months. It could perhaps even become violent—the would-be SEAL in me had been very impressed with how the men handled their bows and arrows, not to mention spears, slings and heavy hardwood clubs. And as I looked deep into to the pleading, desperate and devastatingly beautiful eyes of my dear sister I knew that I simply could not let this happen.
I whispered to her, "Let's do it."
"Wha...what?" Tara could hardly find her voice.
"Look, they're going to cover us in that blanket, right?"
Tara looked over at one of the attendants and the blanket she was holding. The attendant smiled. Tara looked back at me. "Yes," she said.
"Okay," I said, still whispering, "we get down there, we get covered up, and I grunt and groan for a few minutes, do a few push ups over you, and Zami gets her consummation."
Tara glanced quickly at Zami, then back to me, whispering, "Be careful what you say, Cal. Her English is surprisingly good."
I nodded. "Got it. So what do you say?"
"You'd do that for me?"
I gave her a grin, "We've come this far. Might as well go the distance and get you your PhD."
Moisture fogged my sister's eyes and she said, "You are so wonderful, Cal." Then, "Okay, let's do it."
She tightened her clasp on my fingers and began moving toward the mat on the floor. I moved with her and tried not to think about the act to which we were about to commit—pretend to commit. One of the attendants gathered herself behind Tara and reached out to take off her flower necklace. Tara bowed her head and allowed herself to become now and once and for all utterly naked, as I was. In this moment I could not help but look directly at her voluminous breasts. Her nipples were hard within perfectly symmetrical areolas. It was with effort that I pulled my eyes from them and back to Tara's gaze. Fortunately, my sister didn't seem to mind; she was smiling.
She began reclining.
Down, she lowered herself down onto the mat, all the while drawing me toward her. I let myself be guided by her. I got down on my knees as Tara reclined onto her back, parting her legs, letting me settle. In this moment I paused and took in the scene: my sister, lying back, legs parted, her womanhood exposed, welcoming, inviting...her stomach moving with short nervous breaths...her breasts swelling, heaving, beckoning. If this were any other woman I would have found myself overwhelmed and would have ravished her by now, burying my face in her breasts, showering her with kisses, licks, nibbles, and of course the thrust of my manhood as it probed, pleadingly, against and into her sex.
It was also in this moment that I found that I could no longer hold back the carnal instincts of my being as the blood flowed into my loins and my erection began to swell. I tried to imagine I was a movie star, doing a love scene, surrounded by cameras... But it was no use; I was growing hard, growing erect. For my sister. I was simultaneously aroused and embarrassed, worried that once Tara saw—or felt—that I was physically responding in this way she would be horrified and recoil from me. That, of course, would blow the whole charade and ruin her project, not to mention her respect for me as a brother.
Thankfully in this same moment the attendants were draping the blanket over us so that even if Tara looked down between us my erection would be hidden by dark shadow. Very carefully I positioned myself so that I was now kneeling between her spread legs, supported above her by my straightened arms, hands on either side of her. As we shifted around I felt my legs occasionally graze her thighs, which did nothing to help subside my now fully formed erection. I was completely hard, huge and protruding.
Saying something...Zami was saying something. Sounded far away.
"Cal," Tara said softly, "she's asking you to lower yourself." She swallowed. "To...enter me."
Despite the proximity of our two naked bodies it was pretty obvious to someone watching—the elders—that I was no where near being on Tara's body, let alone entering it.
"Well," I said, trying to give her a reassuring grin, "it's time for some push-ups."
She gave a nervous nod and I lowered myself down, trying to keep my butt up so as not to accidentally touch her with my hard penis. I got low enough to feel her breasts begin to squish warmly against my chest, our mouths only an inch or two apart. Then I pushed back up, allowing myself a soft sigh—a bit of acting, yes—before lowering myself back down for another push-up.
After two or three reps, I saw a worried look in my sister's eyes, but her attention was actually turned toward the elders. I followed her gaze toward them and saw almost comically puzzled looks on their faces. I glanced back at Tara.
I said in a whisper, "They're not buying it, are they?"
She shook her head.
I swallowed. "That means I have to get closer, Tara. If we're gonna sell it."
She nodded and whispered back. "It's okay, Cal. Do what you need to, but only if you're still okay with this."
"I can do this. I'm okay with this."
"Thank you, Cal."
Closer. I had to get closer. So I did it. I let myself ease down against my sister, this time letting my hips come down as well. I thought about warning her about my erection, because there was no way I was going to keep it from touching her. But I couldn't figure out what to say. I figured if it hit her she'd either freak out or not. The moment of truth.
Lower...lowered myself down. My chest again pressed against Tara's, our flesh searing together, our mutual rapid heartbeats meshing. I lowered my head down to one side of Tara's bringing my lips close to her ear. Her mouth was close to my ear a well, I could feel her warm breath. At that point the tip of my penis grazed against the inside of her thigh, high up where it met her pelvis. I heard Tara take a quick sharp intake of breath at the realization of what was touching her. To add insult to injury, I must've been leaking precum, because the sensation was not only warm and electrifying, it was wet.



"I'm sorry," was all I could think to whisper to my sister.
I lowered myself all the way now, and as our bodies connected from chest to stomach to pelvis to thighs my cock slid up against the front and top of Tara's smooth bald vagina. The pre-ejaculate fluid ebbing out of my urethra provided a lubricant that helped me slide firmly against her, and it was all I could do not to groan with the guilty pleasure I absorbed from this carnal contact.
Tara took another breath, held it, then sighed. I must've repeated "I'm sorry" a few more times, because Tara finally said, "It's okay, Cal. It's okay." She even reached out and gave one of my butt cheeks a little reassuring pat. "It's...just a natural reaction."
I was tremendously relieved. It would've been devastating to have her freak out beneath me, thus blowing the whole charade and of course destroying all of her work with the Kasabai. Not to mention, I still worried, the potential violence these people might wreak upon us.
Giving a sidelong glance over at Zami and her ladies I was further relived to see smiles and nods of approval. Tara's breathless surprise from the contact my penis was having against her was convincing the elders that intercourse had now commenced.
"It's working," Tara whispered, coming to the same conclusion. "Keep it up."
Keep it up, she says. Oh the irony of those words. It was definitely up. And I did what I was told: up, down...up, down...sliding against her, my cock sliding against her, a slick trail of precum now well established along her mons pubis. This was quickly becoming the most torturous thing I had ever experienced. Every fiber of my being wanted to simply surrender to the sexual urge, to push into this woman's vagina, or at least hard enough against the outside to stimulate the nerves further. To stimulate the urge, the desperate desire to ejaculate.
I couldn't look Tara in the eyes anymore. On the downward movement I lowered my face toward one of her ears. On the upward movement I clenched my eyes shut, desperately trying to maintain control.
Throughout this supposed consummation I vaguely heard Zami chanting her blessing. Words, voices, breathing, drums...how much more could I take? When could I end this, or make it look like I was ending it? Soon, it had to be soon!
Then something incredible happened. Almost as subtly as when she had stroked my thumb with hers, Tara made another minute yet electrifying movement: as I lowered my body down against her, with my cock grazing along her mons, she thrust her hips up.
At first I thought she simply might've been shifting her hips, having grown uncomfortable on the thin bed of firs. But as I lifted up and pressed down again, there could be no doubt that Tara was moving her hips up again. We may have still been simulating intercourse at this point, but my sister was now matching me thrust for thrust. And it felt wonderful, too wonderful. I was beginning to thoroughly enjoy dry-humping my sister, and it was useless trying to tell myself that such a thing with a blood-relative should not be enjoyed.
Saying something, she was saying something, my sister. "God, Cal...oh God."
"Yes, baby," I groaned back, getting lost in my lust.
Each time I lowered myself I was now pressing harder against her, my cock firmly pinned against her thigh, her luscious breasts smashing hotly against my chest, sweat forming between us, breath coming in short stunted jerks.
"Cal, I...we..." She didn't finish, just gripped me tighter in her arms, thrusting her hips up hard now, even moving them from side-to-side, and after a few testing moves we found a way to grind our genitalia against each other to provide more direct stimulation. I could now distinctly feel the shaft of my iron-hard cock work its way into the warm wet grove of my sister's perfectly smooth labia. How I kept from just jamming the head of my cock right into my sister's vulnerable pussy at this point caused both wonder and regret in my tortured psyche.
After a few minutes of this, lost in our feelings, I sensed that the drums and chanting of the elders was getting louder. Or were my senses just heightened in the total high of sexual plateau?
I was now looking directly into Tara's eyes, and she returned my gaze. We were not stupid, we knew what was going on. The only question was, how far were we going to take it? It wasn't just my mind wondering; my cock had practically had enough, and I was ready to burst at any minute.
Tara's soft sultry voice get me into focus again. "Cal, it's been long enough."
"What?" I breathed, realizing that I suddenly wanted to kiss her. Kiss my own sister.
"Long enough," she said, thrusting up at my own push against her. "It's been long enough, I think. We should...we should finish."
The fact was, I was actually quite close to "finishing." You have to realize, my good friend, that I hadn't masturbated in something like ten days, and I had all but fucked a girl once during that time, and then I'd been naked and surrounded by naked people—including my sister—for the last few days. You could say that I was primed, very primed, to pop with virtually any amount of stimulation. And that stimulation had been happening for a good 10 to 15 minutes.
Finishing would not be a problem.
But then I had a horrific thought. Up to this moment my sister and I had been faking sex. Even in my euphorically delirious state of lust it was logical to assume that she was now telling me to fake my finish as well. The very thought of having to end this without having an actual orgasm was not something I wanted to even contemplate. Amazingly, however, just as I was processing this in my lust-drunk mind my sister seemed to read my mind, perhaps my pained expression.
Somewhat breathlessly, she whispered, "Cal, if you need to...finish yourself, you can do it. Just," she added, "just try to keep it hidden under the blanket."
I couldn't believe my ears. Desperately I whispered, "Are you sure, Tara?" As if to give her every possible reason to change her mind, I added, "There will be quite a...quite a mess."
Tara swallowed and looked at me, taking one of her hands from the small of my back and reaching up to stroke me cheek. Then she pulled my ear to her lips and said in a voice of mostly warm breath, "It's okay, Cal. You have to ejaculate. If you don't and we end this, they'll see that you're still...still erect, and they'll have doubts."
As if to reassure me further, Tara did something incredible: she began lightly kissing my ear, then she worked here way down my cheek, ending with a very light kiss on my quivering lips. "I'm okay with this, Cal. Just let it happen."
This whole time we were continuing to thrust against one another, maintaining the rhythm almost automatically. I suddenly felt the most intense rush of emotions swell up from my stomach to my chest, almost into my throat. I could only look down at my sister with indescribable love and lust. I knew then that I had to kiss her, really kiss her, but the fear of shocking her kept me frozen. It also broke my thrusting pace.
I watched Tara's face as she realized I had stopped moving, keeping my body pressed against her. She glanced over a Zami, the attendants, and back to me. I looked deeply into my sister's beautiful eyes and prepared to thrust against her one last time, eager to make myself cum against her smooth naked pelvis and thigh. I just had to make sure I didn't shoot any of it beyond the thin reed blanket covering us, which would certainly blow the charade apart.
I don't think Tara quite realized why I suddenly paused. She was looking curiously up at me. But before I could say anything or start moving again, I actually felt movement on Tara's part. She began moving her hand again, this time between us, reaching down toward where our naked middles pressed together. I almost leaped back when I felt the fingers of Tara's hand graze against my penis.
"Tara," I grimaced. "What are you—?"
"Shh," she replied softly. "I'll help. It will be...it will be easier this way."
My lust-swollen brain hardly contemplated what my sister was saying, but my cock didn't need to be told twice. It gave a solid twitch and stiffened even harder when Tara gently wrapped her hands around the shaft, allowing a couple of fingers to flick lightly along the tip, instantly getting gooey with the profuse amount of precum that had been flowing steadily from my urethra.
"Thrust again," she said, "make it look good."
This I didn't need to be told twice. I began moving back and forth again, really playing into the part with grunts and groans. The sounds coming out of my mouth actually didn't need to be faked. As I thrust forward, Tara kept a solid grip on my penis, essentially stroking me from a stationary position as I thrust back and forth. I sensed that her hand, which gripped my cock, was also pressed firmly against her vagina, ensuring that the direction of my thrusting would indicate actual penetration to the onlookers.
Virtually drunk with desire now, and well on the verge of cumming, I gazed through foggy eyes down at my sister and just kept whispering "thank you thank you thank you."
And she was moaning back, "Oh my Cal, my sweet brother, let it happen, baby."
Another thrust...and another, and oh mother of god please just one more, one more and—and—
"Oh, Tara, baby, I'm—I'm gonna—"
"I know, Cal, cum for me, baby. Let it go. Let it all go."
And with a final powerful thrust, hard against her hand, hard against her pussy, I felt the absolute most powerfully intense orgasm I had ever known burst forth from what felt like my feet, through my legs, churned to the ultimate intensity within my balls and out like an atomic blast through the shaft of my engorged cock.
Still gripping my cock, Tara managed to shift her hand just enough to try and catch as many of the splashes of hot semen as she could. I didn't even care at this point, and I lost count of how many times my cock pulsed and spewed forth yet another thick wet rope of sticky white sperm. It seemed to go on for minutes, and I seemed to hear myself from afar as I cried out in pure pleasure, drawing the delighted "oohs" and "ahs" of those watching us.
I even heard Tara mutter, "Jesus, Cal," as she looked down between us and watched my cock continue to ejaculate against her hand and stomach. And while I had been coming, I was continuing to press firmly against my sister. Unknowingly, I had been contributing to just enough stimulation for Tara, who took in the combined sensation of my weight against her pussy and the sight of my pulsating cock. It was enough to do the incredible.
It sent her over the edge too.
"Oh, oh my God, CAL!" My sister cried out, almost as if frightened at what was washing over her body: an orgasm. A massive orgasm. Her body shook under me, her breath came in desperate, almost choking gasps. She freed one hand and gripped one of my ass cheeks. And she came and came.
As did I. As did we both. It was a moment that was instantly etched in time. Instantly infinite yet suddenly over at the same time as we finally collapsed together, our bodies meshed in a mass. The obscenely large pool of semen that had collected on my sister's midsection pasted and spread between us as we lie there, me on top, my soft warm sister breathing beneath me.
I felt her hand still against my penis, which after a couple of moments began to settle back into a slightly more flaccid state, and she let it go at last. As we panted in exhaustion, Zami cried out something in Kasabai. I blinked and looked up at her, only to find the elder smiling down at me with a look of great joy. She said something to the two attendants, whom I'd almost forgotten had been watching the whole time. Whatever Zami said she had to repeat it a few times, because the attendants, very young women, had been absolutely enraptured by what they had just witnessed—or what they thought they had just witnessed. Perhaps it was their first initiation into this ceremony too. In any case Zami's orders had finally gotten through, and they both sheepishly backed out of the hut and then began screaming something out as they ran deeper into the village outside. Within moments I could hear cheering throughout the village.
I looked down at Tara. She had been watching me, studying me, smiling at me. The smile was a relief, because in the distinctly post-orgasmic state we now shared I was afraid she would suddenly realize what we had just done with her own brother, realize that the hot fluid oozing between us was my incestuous seed, and she would freak out. But it was just the opposite; she was calm.
She said, "The girls are alerting the village about the success of our union. The village is happy for us. Zami is happy for us."
I let out a breath. "That's a relief."
Tara kept smiling.
It seemed that we should've probably have said something more to each other at this point, but Zami was speaking. I leaned my head down to allow Tara to translate softly in my ear.
"She's bestowing further blessings upon us and—oh good, she's going to step out of the hut now and give us some privacy to get some much needed sleep."
I was further relieved to know that Zami wouldn't be staring down at us anymore, but that led to another question. I asked, "We're to sleep here? Together?"
"I'd say that's logical. We are, after all, married now."
"True."
After another few words Zami left, and then I was truly alone with Tara for the first time in days. We were still pressed together, the warmth of our naked bodies combined, the product of my ejaculation still quite wet between us. I could smell it, and I was sure she could too.
"There's some water in that wooden bowl over there," she said gently. "We should try to clean up a bit."
I nodded, and with a sudden reluctance, I lifted myself off of Tara's perfect body and moved the reed blanket from over us. In the dim light I could see the mess on her stomach, and I tentatively felt the same residue of thick semen clinging to my own abdomen. I got up, stretching a little, and fetched the bowl of water. Tara sat up, then got to her knees as I returned with the bowl and set it between us. I mirrored her kneeling posture, and we quietly washed ourselves with the limited amount of cool water. The whole time I couldn't keep from marveling over and over again at my sister's glorious nakedness. Only the fact that I had just enjoyed one of the most intense orgasms of my life kept me from growing painfully erect yet again. Nevertheless, my cock protruded prominently, and my sister glanced at it frequently as we cleaned up. When we were done, we looked at each other for several wordless moments: now what?
Finally Tara, the logical doctorate candidate, spoke: "We must sleep here together tonight, to keep up appearances. I'm pretty sure we won't be disturbed, so we can hopefully get a good night's sleep."
"Sure," I acknowledged tentatively. I could see in her eyes that she had more to say, or she certainly had much to ponder, but we obviously weren't quite ready to bring up the 800-pound gorilla in the room.
To help bring things to a close, at least temporarily, I reclined back onto our "wedding bed" and pulled the reed blanket partially up my body. I said, "A good night's sleep sounds like exactly the perfect thing right now. I am utterly exhausted."
Tara hesitated only for a moment, but to my hardly concealed joy got back down onto the bed with me and joined me under the blanket. "Yes," she said, "sleep is what we both need right now after the craziness of today's events."
For the next few minutes there was a little awkwardness as to how we were going to settle into bed with each other. We didn't exactly spoon, things were still just a bit too weird for that at the moment, but finally we settled onto our sides, facing each other. The blanket got pulled up so that, though we were of course still quite nude under it, what we could really see of each other now was our faces. In the dim light hers looked angelic. I gazed curiously and suddenly quite hungrily at her for a good several minutes before the biological reality of my post-orgasmic body began to set in and I found myself beginning to doze.
In this euphoric state of half-wake-half-sleep, I sensed Tara reaching out with a slender hand to lightly stroke the side of my face and my hair.
"Oh Cal," she said in a whisper, "what have I gotten you into?"
With my eyes now closed, I whispered back, "I agreed to this, sis. No regrets."
"Thank you, Cal. You are wonderful." Her voice sounded a little distant now, but that was because sleep was fast coming upon me. From afar I heard her continue, "And the truth is...I'm glad it's you. I'm glad it will continue to be you."
Continue, she said...continue. This led to the final thought I remember having that night: this "consummation" of our marriage was really only the first phase of the ceremony....
* * *
At dawn the next morning the sound of whispering stirred me from slumber. The whispering was peppered with youthful tittering and giggling. I opened my eyes and saw that the two young assistants to Zami were the ones whispering to each other while they had been watching Tara and I sleep. What they were giggling about became obvious when I realized that Tara and I had, after all, settled into a spooning position, the reed blanket had slid off of us, and I was sporting a classic morning erection that was poking fairly squarely into my sister's ass crack. And it did my erection no good by the fact that, as last night, these two girls were gloriously nude.
It was a highly erotic sensation, of course, but I was still unsure about how Tara was going to be handling our fake post-coitus this morning, so I moved my erection away from her and slid the blanket back up, glaring at the giggling girls, who giggled even louder than then began to chirp cheerfully in Kasabai. This served to wake Tara from her slumber, and for a second she seemed confused as to where she was. But to my great relief when she rolled over slightly to see me next to her, she smiled sleepily.
"Good morning," she said, groggily.
I smiled back at her, trying to maintain eye-contact rather than stare at her wonderfully exposed breasts. "Good morning."
The girls chirped again, and Tara turned to them, listening then nodding. She said something back to them and they bowed and departed. Turning back to me, Tara said, "Part Two of the ceremony will begin shortly. You are to head to one side of the river with the men, I'll join the women on the other."
Tara, now quite used to being naked around me, got up and stretched like it was no big deal. I sat up but kept the reed blanket strategically over my crotch and my damned persistent erection. Part of the problem was that I also had to take a serious piss. Once I could relieve my bladder I'm sure my erection would go down...
I said, "Um, why don't you go on ahead. I'll be out shortly."
"Really?" she said. "I think there is a crowd gathering outside. They'll want to see us emerge together."
"Oh boy..." I puffed out my cheeks, stared down at the ground for a moment.
"Cal, what's wrong?"
"I just...need a few minutes."
Tara knelt down next to me and holy fucking god was she still so gorgeous! I forced myself to look away.
"Cal," Tara said, a note of worry in her voice, "this is getting to you, isn't it? We've definitely gone too far, haven't we?"
"No, it's not that," I said quickly. "We've made it this far, it's just...I'm...somewhat...excited at the moment."
"Excited?" The worry in her voice turned to puzzlement.
I glanced at her. "You know when guys wake up and they have to use the bathroom how sometimes..." I trailed off.
Tara finally came to a realization. "Oh my! I'm sorry, I understand now." We were both quiet for a moment. Then she said softly, "You're erect right now?"



I nodded. "It would help if I could go to the bathroom, but..."
I saw Tara bite her lip in contemplation and glance around. "Here," she said at last, standing again. "Use this as a chamber pot." She'd stepped across the hut to fetch the wooden bowl from which last night we'd drawn water to wash my semen off of ourselves. It was empty now, and she set it down next to me.
"Seriously?" I said.
"You gotta do what you gotta do, right? And if we don't step out soon they're going to come back in here and get us."
"Uh...okay."
We stared at each other awkwardly for a moment. Tara then seemed to realize something and said, "Oh, sorry, I'll turn away."
I shrugged. "Hell, it doesn't matter, you've seen a much more serious bodily function of mine, I guess taking a leak in front of you can't be any worse."
Tara grimaced at me. "Oh god, Cal." But despite my crude comment we both chuckled, happy to release some of the tension that remained between us.
But speaking of "release," I felt like I was going to absolutely pop any second, so I mumbled "Fuck it" and stood, letting the reed blanket drop. Thankfully, my erection had abated somewhat, but there was still enough blood in the shaft to keep me well-engorged and sticking out considerably, much to Tara's amazement, which she quickly tried to hide in a blushed glance over to any other part of the hut that was suddenly fascinating.
In symbolic discretion, I half turned away from Tara, and bowl in hand, I took aim. For a few embarrassing seconds I was piss-shy, but eventually biology won out and I was able to let loose with an eventual torrent of urine into the bowl. It was a tremendous relief, and I was tempted to hang my head back and sigh, but I remembered I needed to concentrate on keeping everything flowing into the bowl and the bowl not spilling.
When I was done I glanced over at Tara, and interestingly enough I saw that she had, after all, pretty much watched the whole thing once I got started. Interesting. I also noticed that she was sort of crossing her ankles as she stood, and she was fidgety.
"You okay?" I asked.
"Hmm? Oh, yes," she said. "Just watching you...er, hearing you go makes me...well, I have to go too."
"Uh...well, there's room in the bowl, I suppose...."
"No, I'll make it to the river. I'm not the one who had to get rid of morning wood."
This last she said with a smirk and wink. I glanced down at myself and confirmed that my erection had finally died down so that my penis, while still quite proudly hanging down between my legs, was of it's normal flaccid size.
"Shall we, husband?" Tara asked, trying to sound cheerful again.
I grinned. "Sure, dear wife. Let's go."
Hand in hand, and of course naked, my sister and I stepped out into the bright light of the morning to find virtually the entire village gathered in a large circle around our marriage hut. Led by Zami there were energetic cheers, chants in Kasabai, and overall applause. The cheering sounded surprisingly Western, very similar to what one might expect stepping outside the church after a traditional Christian wedding. And it was quite amazing to see how wholly and thoroughly this culture embraced their own odd concept of matrimony.
As the chanting continued, Zami stepped forward and said a few things to Tara, who translated: "As the girls said earlier, you will now leave with the men for a sacred part of the river, I will head with the women to another. There will be some ceremonial hunting, more bathing of course, among other things, then we'll meet again for dinner before sundown. Okay?"
I shrugged and gave her a smirk. "Got nothing better to do."
Tara surprised me by leaning toward me and giving me a very loving but light kiss on the lips. "You are wonderful, Cal. Thank you." I could only smile stupidly at her. One of the village girls was already tugging her away, so she parted from me and shouted, "See you soon!"
Now that I was on my own with just men, I found it a little easier to concentrate. Not being able to speak a word of Kasabai, I had to pay close attention to the gestures of guidance the men gave me, encouraging me to splash and bathe with them in the refreshing current of the river. If any American with classic OCD could stand to be naked in public, he or she would be quite at home in how obsessed this tribe was with cleanliness.
The bathing was followed by Pictionary-style instructions on once again how to use a bow and arrow, how to use a spear, how to look for grubs under rocks and what plants could and couldn't be eaten. I got the sense that I was being given a crash-course in how to fend for myself and provide for my new bride. I didn't mind. As a former military officer and survivalist by trade, this was actually an incredible experience, and I reminded myself to pay very close attention to everything I could, because I would need to provide accurate feedback to Tara for her documentation.
Tara. My sister. And according to the Kasabai, now my wife. I wondered how Tara would transpose such information into her documents. Her breakthrough in integrating with this tribe was going to get her name into all of the most prominent journals of her field, I was sure of that. But if she were to refer to me as her "mate" in all this, it would most certainly cause shock and distraction from the otherwise true value of her work. I made a mental note to ensure that she obscured my true identity when she published her work. Amazingly, I didn't feel embarrassed at all about what I had done with my sister, but I was certainly concerned that Western society would be appalled, and Tara would be shunned amongst her peers. So the fact that her "husband" was her sibling would have to be concealed forever....
The highlight of the day was when I successfully arrowed a wild bore from around 30 meters or so. Certainly no archery records would be set by me today, but for someone much more used to an automatic rifle than a bow I was fairly proud of myself. And the men of the tribe seemed to take my fresh kill, so early on in my "training," as a good sign.
Though the steamy heat of the jungle never really seemed to ebb, day or night, I could sense by the changing light through the canopy overhead that it must be getting fairly late in the afternoon, and the rumbling in my stomach reminded me that I hadn't eaten in hours. I also quickly learned that dinner would be shared with the women.
Once again I found myself seated in a circle in the main hut of the village. Zami and her "elders" completed a circle that included me and my "wife." Young female attendants stood behind each of us, eager to serve us remove after remove of yet another feast. The men of the village stayed nearby, but outside the hut.
Though we had been naked around each other for days now, it was still very striking to see my nude sister again after not being around her for hours. She was so beautiful, so perfect, I knew that my desire for her was infinite now. I felt no shame in looking forward to our next encounter, though I was careful to act as "brotherly" and professional as possible. In the hours of separation it was quite possible that Tara's feelings were going in quite an opposite direction as mine. But I would find out exactly what was in her mind soon enough, because the meal was concluding, and without having to wait for my sister's translation I could tell that Zami was indicating that a return to the wedding hut was forthcoming.
As we walked toward the hut, Tara and I debriefed on our days. I updated her on the highlights of my day with the men, and she said that other than the hunting her day was similar, even somewhat mundane. She added that if anything there was a concerted effort to ensure that she did not expend too much energy.
"Why is that?" I asked.
With a sudden blush, she looked down. Her voice was almost inaudible when she answered, "To help ensure conception."
My throat went dry.
And then we were in the hut, making a scene almost identical to the one last night. There was Zami, in her ceremonial garb (but still 95% naked) aided by the same pair of young women, chanting on in a voice loud enough for the gathered villagers to hear outside. I watched Zami for several minutes, but it suddenly occurred to me that Tara was not translating for me. I turned and looked at her, admiring her beautiful face in profile, her olive skin aglow from the lamp light. Sensing my eyes on her, Tara turned toward me and gave me a slightly self-conscious smile.
"Everything okay?" I whispered, not wanting to intrude upon Zami's preaching.
Tara nodded, then whispered back. "Just absorbing what's going on." She glanced at Zami, who had paused but realized that Tara was probably just translating, so she picked right back up. My sister went on, "We're going through the usual blessings of the marriage, with high hopes that our first night of consummation was happy and healthy and to the satisfaction of the God of the River, that sort of thing."
I nodded, listening, watching my naked sister.
She quietly continued, "Loosely translated, last night's...union...between you and I represented Light penetrating through the Forest, through the canopy. The Light brings Life." She turned to me, "You, of course, represent that Light, and my...opening myself to you represents the welcoming of the Forest. The Fertile Forest. And Light brings Life, as is expected of your..." She trailed off.
"My what?"
Tara glanced back and forth between Zami and me, but her eyes eventually settled on mine. "Well, your...your seed, of course...that's the Life you are bringing to me."
The sudden memory of the sight and feeling of my "seed" flowing out from my cock and splashing against my sister's flat stomach and the bottoms of her heaving rounded breasts momentarily blinded me. It was such a raw moment, so erotic, so amazing...but through the fog of lust that was filling my mind once again, I picked up on what Tara was getting at. As with the union of any man and woman in any society, the production of children is of course expected and encouraged. Under normal circumstances a new Kasabai husband and wife would have actual intercourse, not a simulation. As far as Zami and the tribe was concerned, my sperm was now flowing through Tara's body, and the blessings being bestowed upon us was meant to encourage conception.
Trying to steer my reeling mind back to rational thought, I quietly asked, "If last night represented my bringing life to you—which we successfully convinced them actually happened, I might add—why do we seem to be going through the same ritual again?"
Hearing myself ask that, it occurred to me that Tara would sense that I was reluctant to repeat last night's ceremony. I most certainly was not reluctant, but I was concerned that the more we had to simulate things, to more likely our charade would be discovered, and Tara's whole mission here could be blown.
If any visible expression of those concerns was readable in my face, Tara didn't seem to notice or be bothered by it. Actually, at this point she was only half paying attention to me, half to Zami. Ever the anthropologist. After listening to the leader of the tribe for several more minutes, Tara leaned toward me.
"Although I can speak Kasabai fluently, there is still the challenge of correctly interpreting some of the analogies and metaphors they use. In one sense, it does appear that we will need to repeat our...our consummation, but something about it will be different."
I swallowed and tried not to let the sudden excitement of "repeating our consummation" work its way down to my loins, which would most assuredly lead to an embarrassing erection. I whispered back, "What will be different?"
Tara held up a finger while paying close attention to Zami. "She's getting to that." More Kasabai chants, more words, more preaching. Finally, Tara lowered her finger and glanced at me, her brow furrowed slightly in curiosity. "Our consummation will now symbolize, to translate literally, 'the flowing of the River of Life through the Forest.'"
I thought about this for a moment. Last night, Tara, as the woman, represented the Fertile Forest, and I was the life-giving Light. If she remained the Forest again, I was now the life-giving River. So what made it different for me?
As if reading my mind and ready to explain, the young assistants to Zami stepped forward and moved to either side of Tara. They gently took her arms and guided her toward the long reed mat that had served as our wedding bed the night before. As she stepped away from my side I selfishly enjoyed a full view of my sister's long slender nude body. Her buttocks were high and taught, her thighs lithe and muscular from regular exercise and a limited diet.
I felt my loins stir in anticipation.
Thankfully I happened to be moving my gaze back up toward Tara's slender shoulders and her long soft blond hair cascading between them at the moment she glanced back at me. Our eyes locked. Once again concern was in her expression, and I knew the question on her mind: was I still okay with this? Despite my growing lust, I still felt an extreme fondness for my sister—in fact, much more than simple fondness now—and with as much warmth and affection as I could convey, I smiled reassuringly at her, adding a slight nod. She nodded back and allowed the assistants to continue to guide her. They stood her toward the center of the mat and then eased her down into what was at first an upright kneeling position. From there she was encouraged to lean forward, onto her hands, then elbows. This caused her luscious rear to point upward and back toward me. Only a few feet away I had a completely unobstructed view of her slightly parted ass and fully exposed and completely smooth vagina.
My erection grew.
Zami noted the visible evidence of my desire at once and said something with an approving tone in Kasabai. One of the assistants moved from Tara to me. She paused in front of me, openly and unabashedly admiring arguably the largest penis she'd ever seen in her life. It only fueled my erection to look at her in turn, her lovely young dark-skinned naked form, but my lust was reserved for my sister. And I wanted her now.
Zami uttered a slight grunt, startling the pretty young assistant back to her task, and she took my hand. I allowed her to walk me the few steps toward Tara until I was standing directly behind her upturned ass. My cock felt so hard, so huge, it actually eclipsed my view of Tara's behind as I looked down at her, the length of my shaft obscuring her ass crack from my point of view. It was with a sudden shock back to the reality of the moment that I realized this whole time Tara had been turning her head, looking back and up at me. And here I was, standing naked behind her, as fully erect as ever in my life.
I felt my face redden. Last night's situation had been different: it could be argued that my erection had understandably occurred by the physical contact and repetitive motion of moving back and forth against my sister's naked flesh. Up to this point I hadn't even touched her, yet here I was, a raging cock with a man attached, little else.
Then something wonderful happened: Tara give me a reassuring nod. We were committed to this charade, come hell or high water. I took a deep breath and nodded back, feeling slightly relieved. As this exchange of approving expressions was happening, I felt both assistants now, one holding each of my hands, gently pulling and guiding me down to my own knees, my cock now mere inches from poking into my sister's backward facing genitalia.
At this point, at this proximity, I could smell my sister! It was a scent that I found intoxicating. I glanced down at the source of the scent. With a perfectly laser-smooth pussy, there was nothing to obstruct the fact that she was wet, apparently as stimulated as me! I was so enthralled with the thought that my sister was as eager as I was, I practically jumped when I felt a pair of soft hands on my shoulder: it was one of the assistants. The other was kneeling near Tara's head and encouraging her to lower her upper half even further. I, in turn, was guided to lean forward to the point where I was now on my hands, and as we shuffled slowly into these positions, it happened.
My cock brushed against my sister's ass.
We both gasped, and in a childish moment of panic I lifted up slightly, as if by touching the tip of my penis against her the electric current it generated would shock the two of us into the reality of what we were doing, something unspeakably taboo. I looked down between us and saw a small wet spot on Tara's right butt cheek, and it was only then that I realized I was already drooling copious amounts of precum. It was so enthralling I almost felt like the next time I even so much as grazed Tara's body with my penis, it would explode into the largest climax of my life.
But somehow, slowly but surely, we lowered ourselves even further. Although it still sent shivers of lust through every fiber of my being, I miraculously did not climax the moment my penis touched my sister's naked buttocks again. In fact, the shaft was now resting snuggly in her crack. But I was still supporting a great deal of my weight on my arms. Arms that were trembling, muscles flexed out to the max.
Tara seemed to sense that I was fatiguing quickly. She spoke softly, "Cal, relax down against me if you need to. You'll never be able to stay up like that."
"I know," I said through gritted teeth. "It's just...I mean...I'm not sure how we're going to be able to...simulate this if they just stand there and watch us again."
Tara got my point very quickly, and this caused her to twist her head around again to look at me, quite a bit of worry in her expression. But as she met my steady gaze some kind of process seemed to occur in her mind, for her expression began to soften, and as her eyelids dropped a little, I even got the sense that she was going to—
No, I couldn't even tempt fate by thinking it!
Yet still she stared at me. Oh god, I thought, my body trembling. Are you going to ask me what I think you are, dear sister?
But then her expression changed again, and her eyes looked away from mine to some point just behind me. Before I could look back to see what she saw, I felt it: the girls were draping the long skin and fur blanket over us. Now, as last night, our naked bodies were "censored" save for our feet sticking out one end of the blanket, and our heads and shoulders the other. This of course made the decision about how to handle Night #2 an easier one: it would be like Night #1.
At this point, with as far as we had taken this charade, I would have been absolutely kidding myself if I tried to deny the almost primal desire penetrate my sister. But as consumed as I was with such wonton lust for the woman beneath me, I still cared about her enough to realize that such an act would change everything, no matter how far we had already taken things with our continued mutual nudity and simulated sexual actions. So that just left having to determine how best to position ourselves under the crude blanket to make this second act of marital consummation look believable. Tara apparently had figured this out already, because I could feel her begin to move beneath me.
"Lift up a little," she requested, her voice a little unsteady. "They know you're resting against me now. You need to make as if you're going to...enter me."
In complete amazement at the words coming out of my sister's mouth, I knew that she was making sense from a practical "plumbing" standpoint. I indeed lifted up, and another electric shock of pleasure zapped through me as I felt Tara shift her weight slightly to one elbow as she used a free hand to reach back and tentatively grasp the shaft of my penis.



"Jesus, Tara," I moaned.
"I'm sorry, Cal, but with you holding yourself up on your elbows like that, one of us needs to make as if to...well, to make it happen."
I closed my eyes and let her guide me...but to where?
"Let me know if this is too uncomfortable," she said, and I felt my stiff cock being angled out away from my body, almost straight down, and then I realized what she was trying to do. "Just need to get it down and...in-between," she said, her voice raspy now, her breathing quickening.
She parted her legs a little more, angled her hips just so, and then I felt the shaft of my penis being pulled down and in-between my sister's inner thighs. The upper length of my cock was now pressed firmly up against her moist labia. I shifted my weight as we connected this way, and a sudden gasp escaped Tara's lips.
"Ohhh...Jesussssss!" she exclaimed.
I froze solid, terrified that I'd hurt her or something. "Are you okay, Tara?"
"I'm sorry but...I...oh, Cal!" was all she could utter.
Her body began to quiver.
"Oh, I can't help it, Caaaaaallll!" I felt a sheen of sweet sweat suddenly form on her back, and incredibly it seemed to get warmer and wetter where my cock pressed against my sister's pussy.
Tara was in orgasm.
Holy Jesus, my sister was experiencing a powerful climax, and this was just with my pressing against her, not even moving! All I could do was lay there, my teeth clenched tight, my body stiff and shivering in excitement, as this incredible orgasm seemed to bubble up from deep within Tara's core. It seemed to build and build, and last and last, and through the whooshing sound of my own blood coursing through veins near my eardrums, I could hear even Zami and the girls let out their own exclamations of wonder at how sudden and how powerful my "wife's" orgasm was.
Back on both hands and elbows now, head pressed against the mat, Tara pushed back and hard against me with her pussy.
"Oh Cal...Caaaallllllll...ssssssooooo....soorrrrryyyy!"
Her voice was little more than gurgling now, so completely did this orgasm sweep through her. But from what I could make of her words I sensed that she felt quite guilty about the pleasure she was experiencing by her own brother's touch. This was still taboo, still against what our rational natures should be allowing. But it was happening, goddammit, and I did not want my beautiful sister to feel guilty about it. I knew now that I was hopelessly and deeply in love with her, and I wanted her to feel perfect, to feel like the princess she was.
"Shh," I soothed her softly. "Just let it wash over you, Tara. Just let it happen, baby."
I wanted to take her hand and reassure her, but this required me shifting my weight so that I could move an arm up toward hers. This shift caused the shaft of my downward pointed cock to slide several inches against my sister's slightly parted pussy, and when the head of my cock grazed Tara's heavily swollen clitoris, she exploded.
"Ohhhhh! God! Oh god, Cal! OH GOD YES!" she wailed at the top of her lungs. It was still hitting her, a full minute in, maybe more, and so powerful were her cries of joy that even Zami and her assistants were stunned, and I could hear murmurs of amazement from outside the hut.
It was so intense, in fact, that it became infectious. With all this anticipation, all the build-up to this moment, and now with such proximity of our bodies, of our exposed and sensitive genitalia grinding against each other, there was no way I could maintain control. It was almost as if my body took over on its own as I began to grind even harder against my sister, pushing the shaft of my cock up and down, up and down, against her perfect pussy.
This only re-intensified her marathon orgasm, and I swear I could feel her gushing at this point, because just before I climaxed I felt a literal torrent of warm fluid wash over my shaft and balls. But climax I did, and my sister and I both cried out together. I felt my balls tighten, and my semen began blasting great thick warm ropes from the tip of my cock and spattering wetly into Tara's thighs and the reed mat beneath us.
Somehow, as our mutual orgasms were exploding and merging, my hand found hers, and we gripped each other like lovers....
* * *
I have no recollection of what happened immediately following the mutual orgasm I'd experienced with my sister. All I knew was that at some point in the middle of the night I'd woken with a start to realize that it was pitch black in the hut, the lamps having long since burned out. The village was quiet, and the only sound I heard was that of Tara breathing deeply next to me. Not just next to me, curled up tightly against me. The night of our first "consummation" we had felt awkward around each other, and though we'd slept together, we'd remained somewhat apart most of the time.
Not tonight. At some point soon after cumming together, Tara and I had drifted off into sleep in the natural position of me spooning against her from behind, and her snuggled directly within my grasping arms and legs. This night had turned out to be slightly cooler than the previous, and with only a loosely stitched blanket to cover our naked bodies, we enjoyed the warmth of each other's embrace.
I lifted my head just enough to find a soft spot behind my sister's ear, where the warm skin of her slender neck met her hair, and I gave her a soft kiss. Her breathing changed slightly, then settled into a steady rhythm again. Her orgasm had completely drained her. And mine had drained me, quite literally.
I drifted back to sleep.
* * *
In the morning I woke up on my side, almost as if I hadn't moved at all last night, but when I gradually opened my eyes Tara was no longer spooning up against me. I frowned, worried for a few groggy seconds, before I sensed a presence and turned to look up: Tara was sitting up on our mat, legs crossed, smiling down at me.
Smiling.
It was the most beautiful smile of the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.
"Good morning, sleepy head," she said.
I smiled back up at her, relieved to see her in such a good mood. I rolled on my back and felt the still air of the hut upon me. I was still completely naked, of course, but no longer with even the blanket over me. Tara actually had it draped around her shoulders, not unlike a shawl. It must have been to keep the last vestiges of the fading chill off her; it certainly wasn't for modesty, because the blanket was fully open in the front. I could very clearly see my sister's large breasts, her hard nipples pointing right at me. And, as I had mentioned, she was sitting cross-legged, meaning that with just the slightest lift of my head I could peek over her crossed legs and stare directly into her beautifully exposed vagina. Which made my smile bigger.
Among other things.
"I think you have to pee again," she said with a wink.
"What? Oh." Lifting my head a little more, I could see what I already felt, yet another erection.
But this time I wasn't embarrassed. This time, I was happy to show it off to her.
"It's not just because I have to pee this time," I said, allowing a little mischief in my voice.
"I hope not," she teased back without hesitation.
This caused a long moment of silence between us, both of us locking eyes for several moments. I may not have penetrated my sister last night, but something definitely had changed.
"Come on, husband," she said at last. Then with another wink and her cute little tongue sticking out, Tara shocked me by taking the finger and thumb of her right hand and applying a light gripping pinch to the shaft of my hard cock, just below the base of the head. "You need to take care of this so we can get started with our day."
Before I could react she was on her feet. She dropped the blanket and found another empty wooden bowl. I shook my head and grinned, then got to my feet, stretching and trying to work out the kinks of sleeping on nothing more than a mat and a few animal pelts over dirt. Tara handed me the bowl.
On only our second morning of "matrimony" we were already following a routine. But as our second night as "husband and wife" had progressed, so was our second morning, because this time my sister didn't bother turning away to give me a semblance of privacy while I went to the bathroom. She simply folded her arms under her ample breasts and watched with unmasked amusement.
"Really?" I said.
She shrugged. "After last night, after having to clean your mess up from between my legs, I figured being shy around each other was sort of silly now."
"My mess?"
"Okay," she blushed. "Our mess. Nevertheless," she gestured the entrance to the hut, "the natives grow restless."
Well, if she was going to be bold, then so was I. I hesitated only for a couple of moments, because I now really truly had to piss like a race horse. It certainly wasn't easy, facing off with my naked sister, trying to will my erection back into some partial degree of flaccidness so as to be able to aim into the bowl. Eventually, though, I got the aim lined up, and after a couple of piss-shy drops I finally got a good stream going, and it was a wonderful relief.
Halfway through, when I was more sure of my aim, I glanced up at Tara. She was openly staring at my cock as a steady stream of urine filled the bowl.
"It'll only be fair for you to let me watch you do this some day," I said with a mocking tone of annoyance.
She blinked, then looked up at me. "What? Oh...well, I suppose that's only fair."
Wow, I had only been joking. Did I really want to see my sister pee?
"Sorry," she said. "I don't know why I suddenly find what you're doing so fascinating. I keep resisting the urge to step around behind you to help you aim."
Wow again. It was surprising enough to cause me to stop peeing. My cock twitched.
She giggled. "Oops, did I embarrass you?"
I gave a nervous chuckle. "Not really, I was about done anyway." I gave my now fully flaccid penis another shake or two over the bowl, causing Tara to titter in amusement, then carefully set the bowl down. In another part of the hut I found another bowl still full of fresh water with which to rinse my hands, though I knew I'd be washing in the river again soon.
Turning back to her, I said, "So, shall we, Mrs. Staddon?"
"We shall, Mr. Staddon."
* * *
On this second of our three-day matrimonial ceremony, different activities at last took place. The men and women of the village went their separate ways again, but only as far as having one sex on one side of the river, the other on the other. For a short while there was a degree of mixing as everyone enjoyed an opportunity to splash and swim a little in the fresh water of the river. But at a single sudden command from Zami on the female side everyone quickly hopped out to the river's edges, segregated once more, and everyone dripping and gleaming in full nudity.
Near each edge of the river, directly facing each other, I noticed that surprisingly Western-looking chairs had been fashioned out of reeds, sticks and leaves. Guided by my "groomsmen," I found myself sitting in a high-back chair with honest-to-god arms, not unlike what one would expect at the head of an American dinner table. Tara had her own equally elaborate chair facing me from across the water. It was one of the narrower points, so I could clearly see my sister only about thirty feet away.
We smiled at each other's naked glory as the segregated tribe halves gathered around us. On my side the men began to beat their chests and strut around, chanting in unison. On Tara's side the women lined up along the edge of the water, laughing and gesturing teasingly, as if conveying to the men that they were no match for the strong Kasabai women.
From time to time Zami spoke, or small groups from either side would sing songs back and forth, dancing in very unusual but clearly festive routines. Between the distance and the sound of the river, it would've been impossible for Tara to translate for me in anything under a constant yell, so I just sat back and let the events unfold around me.
In truth, I was only interested in one thing: our third night together. As patiently as I could, I played the dutiful new husband and did my best to enjoy being the center of attention, along with my "wife," throughout the rest of the day's festivities, which included fine meals, fine singing, and of course more bathing. I was beginning to think the term Kasabai actually translated into "prune."
Then the evening, with all the incestuous pleasures it promised, came at last.
* * *
Back in the marriage hut, the scene was quite familiar: Tara and I stood side-by-side while Zami, facing us between her two nubile naked assistants, orated in her now-familiar "elder" tone, no doubt blessing we the happy couple, conjuring the gods of the lands to be kind to us, happiness to the village, that sort of thing. In a soft aside, Tara partially paraphrased the transition for me, but unlike the previous two nights she seemed to be less focused on Zami's words.
In fact, I was beginning to get the sense that my sister was growing impatient for some reason. She was shifting a little too frequently on her beautiful bare feet. We started holding hands, and her thumb moved back and forth regularly along mine. When I turned to look at her she seemed to be almost aglow, clearly charged by something. My heart swelled when a sudden thought came to me: was she as eager as I was to get to our third coupling? If the orgasm she'd had last night was any indication of what our sessions were doing for her, the answer had to most definitely be yes.
So I smiled, and my penis began to swell.
It didn't take long for Tara to notice this, and I now luxuriated without reservation in the fact that she was gazing very openly and wantonly at my growing erection. Without taking her eyes off it, she whispered to me once again.
"You're so beautiful, Cal."
Her tone was pure, full of emotion, I felt myself getting choked up a little.
Seeing my erection for herself, Zami seemed to hasten her words, and before long her young assistants were stepping toward us, gesturing for us to move to positions to which they guided us. This time I was the one who was encouraged to get down on the marriage mat first. The young woman guiding me spoke gently in Kasabai, and Tara translated.
"She wants you to lay flat on your back, Cal."
I followed instructions. At one point, as I was being guided down onto the mat, the tip of my erect penis grazed against the assistant's arm. She grinned in amusement when she realized what hit her, and I clearly could see a small moist spot where my precum had oozed against her smooth brown skin. I glanced sheepishly up toward Tara, but she was looking again at Zami, who began speaking once more. Tara translated:
"Tonight is the final phase of the union. We began with the Sun bringing its warmth and Light to the Forest. The next night brought the River flowing and nourishing its strength and Seed into the Forest. And tonight..."
Tara looked down at me, her eyes twinkling with emotion.
"Tonight the Forest finds its Root."
While I pondered what that meant exactly, my assistant moved from me and joined the other on either side of Tara. She was guided to approach me, and then to step over me so that her feet were on either side of my hips as she looked straight down at me. Were I to grab my cock and point it up toward her, it would be aimed directly at my sister's smooth moist vagina.
We stared at each other.
Tara's breasts looked heavy and massive from my current point of view, looking straight up toward her. They moved beautifully as her chest puffed in and out with deep breaths of anticipation. Her legs looked infinitely long, infinitely smooth. Her perfect pussy pouted proudly down toward me. I began to feel a slight tingling in my fingers and toes, as if every last ounce of my blood was now flowing toward my groin, desperately keeping my cock as hard and ready as possible.
The Forest finds its Root... The meaning of the translation was beginning to make sense. Assuming on all three nights she represented the "Forest," it was now pretty obvious as to what the "Root" was. In crude Western thinking, on our first night together Tara and I had done it Missionary style, and last night had been Doggie Style.
Tonight my sister would straddle me.
She seemed to come to this realization at the same time, and when I could pull my eyes from her beautiful pussy or various other naked parts of her body I saw her expression change slightly into one of logistical consideration: how would we go about simulating our final act of marital consummation tonight? The answer actually seemed fairly straightforward: she'd settle onto her knees over me, no doubt, and when the blanket was draped over us, she could simply sit upon my cock as it flattened against my stomach. Or to make it look like I was entering her, she could conceivably angle it to stick up against her ass crack, needing only to slide forward slightly to get the look just right. So tonight I would either be cumming against her ass, or my own stomach. Either way, I certainly wasn't going to complain. I only hoped at that Tara would allow me to use my hands, to hold her hips, perhaps reach up to feel her breasts...
As predicted, the assistants guided Tara to lower herself down. Tara kept her almond eyes on mine the whole time. We were lost in each other, now completely committed to our simulated roles as husband and wife. No awkwardness remained; we'd seen too much of each other, felt too much of each other. This third night was feeling quite natural. And as Tara sat upon me, my penis felt the now familiar sensation of her soft, warm vagina lips as they caressed gently along the length of my cock, which had indeed been pressed against my stomach, between her thighs.
This was going to be wonderful.
I moved my hands tentatively, grazing along the sides of my sister's legs. In our previous "couplings," my hands and arms had been used only for support and balance. Tara had gripped my penis that first night, speeding my ejaculation, but amazingly this was the first time I was attempting to explore Tara's body on my own initiative.
She welcomed it.
With her own hands, Tara guided mine toward her naked hips, and I gripped them with open lust. My expression at this point must have been that of a giddy teenager about to get laid for the first time, and Tara's face beamed with affectionate amusement back down toward mine. Her thighs and hips and buttocks became fields of exploration for my fingers. Smooth skin, toned muscles, pure woman. In return, Tara allowed herself to lean forward slightly, and she brought her arms closer together in front of her, causing her breasts to swell to an even larger size, capped by rock-hard nipples. At the same time she leaned gently against me, her hands on my muscular chest. She shifted her hips slightly, smiling at the gasp of air that escaped my lips at the sensation. The shaft of my penis, and even my testicles, were now quite moist by my sister's eager wet pussy.
Where was that damned blanket! I was eager to feel my sister begin moving over me, desperate to feel her up even more, and hopefully help her cum again before my own inevitable explosion. But after what both Tara and I realized had been several moments, no blanket had come. Something other than our sexual position was different tonight. But what?
The answer apparently came in the form of Zami speaking again, and while I had to wait for my sister to translate, I clearly recognized something unmistakable on her face: stunned surprise.




"What is it?" I whispered. I couldn't wait for the translation. Whatever Tara was hearing from Zami caused her not just to look surprised but to freeze her body in a clear fit of tension. It was frightening enough for me to refrain from any further groping of her naked body until I knew what the hell the matter was.
Finally, Zami stopped speaking, and Tara slowly looked down at me again. "There...there will be no covering tonight," she said weakly.
"What...what do you mean?"
She swallowed. "I...well..."
Movement in the hut caused Tara to pause and glance away from me again. I shifted just enough to see that it was Zami who was moving. The assistants had long ago backed away to the walls of the hut, once again watching the entire proceeding with open interest. But Zami was indeed moving again. Moving toward us.
She kneeled down next to us.
"Tara," I croaked, "what's...what is going on?"
Zami knelt down, and as she muttered yet another odd chant in Kasabai, she reached out toward Tara's hips. I slid my hands out of the way, quite confused. I looked back up at my sister, not even trying to mask my concern.
Tara, for her part, seemed to have regained some of her composure, the shock of what she'd been hearing Zami say finally settling down. She looked down at me and said gently, "Cal, Zami is going to bestow her final blessing upon us."
As Tara said this, I felt her begin to lift her weight off of me at Zami's guidance. I began to desperately wonder what in the hell this all meant. Was Zami pulling my sister, my "wife," off of me? This "elder" wasn't about to try to mount me herself, was she? Lord knows, I was horny enough at this point to hump a rough-barked tree trunk, but this was certainly not the setting I considered ideal in what was otherwise every man's fantasy: a threesome.
But there would be no threesome, as Tara explained: "Cal, as the chief elder of the village, of the Kasabai, Zami is going to personally bless and personally...guide us...in our final and most precious stage of marriage." She paused, then added, "She's going to...'plant the Root.'"
With that, she lifted herself off me completely, and I felt the warm air of the night on my glistening cock. I hadn't realized until that second how indescribably magical it had been to feel warm caress of my sister's groin on me. But then it was my turn to give a look of shock when I felt Zami's warm dry fingers begin to lace themselves around the thick firm shaft of my penis.
I opened my mouth to say something, feeling obligated to say something, but I was as stunned and amazed as that very first time that Zami had clutched at my flaccid cock and balls when I had encountered her before we had first entered the village. That seemed like months ago, though it had been only days. And at that time, though I was still quite nervous about being naked around my sister and other villagers for the first time, I had been otherwise relaxed "down there." Not this time. This time I was sporting the epic erection of my life, and it was now firmly in the grip of the elder of a strange and obscure tribe in the middle of an almost unknown corner of the wilderness. In fact, she was gripping me with only one hand. With the other, Zami was reaching up and touching Tara's shoulder. But she wasn't just touching Tara's shoulder. She was urging her back down. Directly down toward my cock, which, in the firm grip of Zami's hand, was now pointed straight up at my sister's vagina.
"Tara..." I was finally able to moan.
She had been slowly allowing herself to be lowered down on me, but with mere millimeters to go, Tara paused, and she placed her hands on my chest again.
"Cal, I'm sorry...I had no idea it would come to this."
I glanced at Zami, but the elder was surprisingly patient. For all she knew with her fractured understanding of English, Tara and I were simply expressing words of love and commitment to each other. I turned back to my "wife." When I spoke my voice seemed to be from a thousand miles away.
"Tara, I am not going to do anything you do not want to do."
"Oh Cal," she said. A tear formed around one of her gorgeous eyes, like a gleaming diamond. "You are the most wonderful, most important person in my life."
"And you are everything to me," I replied, my voice thick with emotion.
"So I tell you this with an open heart, my Cal," she said, her voice cracking with emotion, barely a whisper. "Enter me now, my love, and allow me to reward you with my very body, my very soul."
My love...
Zami pressed again on Tara's shoulder, and closer the two of us came, until we connected. Until I was at her entrance. Our eyes never broke contact, and as the diamond fell from my sister's eye, down upon my chest, her hips lowered down upon mine, and slowly the penetration began. And I entered her.
I entered my sister.
As my penis slid inch by inch into the tightness of Tara's vagina, Zami's fingers disconnected one by one, and in one long incredible fluid motion, Tara settled fully onto my hips, and her weight upon me became an extension of the warm blanket of pleasure that emanated from our combined cores. Continuing in slow motion, Tara leaned down fully against me, and as our chests came together I felt the added warmth and softness of her ample breasts.
When our faces got close there was no hesitation: we kissed.
Days of nudity, days of incestuous sexual tension, including mutual orgasms and various other bodily functions...yet only just now, in this perfect moment, was I kissing my sister as a lover for the first time. Our tongues intertwined and ours was a kiss as deep and as passionate as could be expected from any newly betrothed couple. It was such a whole and fulfilling and mind-numbly exquisite kiss I'd almost—almost—forgotten that I was inside her.
Until she moved.
Our eyes had been closed for the kiss, but as the sensational reminder of our coupling sent tingles throughout our bodies, our eyes opened simultaneously, and Tara lifted her head slightly, breaking the kiss only so she could look down upon me.
"So beautiful," she said, and she smiled. I smiled back.
We began making love.
Forgetting everything around us, forgetting the reality of our genetic connection and the world outside this hut, Tara and I moved slowly against each other. She raised herself steadily up and down, and as our hips met I pushed up, getting every last possible millimeter of my aching erection into her. Our movements became more pronounced, more eager, and my sister occasionally let out a gasped grimace. It was clear from the beginning that her vagina was not yet used to my much larger-than-average penis, and her cervix was literally feeling the brunt of it.
Amazingly, though, even though this was our first time having sex it was as if we'd been lovers for decades, because our rhythm never lost its steady stride. I'd never felt so complete and perfect inside a woman before, and Tara clutched at me as if to lose me from inside her would mean the end of her life.
We were only vaguely aware that our incestuous love-making was taking place under the gaze of other people. It didn't matter. Tara and I were lovers at last, and the rest of the world was now melting away as we melted together. Throughout the experience, we never really moved more than slowly, hips moving just enough, arms clutching tightly to each other, tongues continuously intertwining. I wanted it to go on forever. But of course, the laws of biology were beginning to take their toll...
I felt the rumblings of my orgasm. It wouldn't be long now. And Tara's tight vaginal opening clenched and unclenched around my shaft, her breathing became erratic, even coming out in quick staccato gasps...
My sister was about to cum, too!
It was incredible. It was too good to be true. I was about to experience a simultaneous climax with a woman I now loved more than anything else on this planet. But with that realization, I also suddenly became aware of other laws of biology: I was inside my sister, I was about to climax, and I was wearing no condom.
The thought of ejaculating directly into my sister's eager body was almost enough to push me over the edge for real, but I managed to slow our movements even further, scared to even bring up what had to be said. But as if she could read my mind—or more accurately, deducing why I had slowed our love-making to practically a halt—Tara made the decision for both of us.
"Don't stop, Cal," she whispered breathlessly in my ear. "I can't bare the thought of you stopping, baby, not now...not when we're both so close..."
"But—" I stammered, gasping as she began to slam her hips firmly against me, impaling herself even further on my cock. "But Tara...should we be careful? Shouldn't we—"
"It's okay, Cal," she almost shouted. "Don't stop, baby, please! I'm going to cum, and I want...I want you to cum too!" She began grinding harder, as if just that one more quarter-inch of cock was going to hit her spot just right. "Inside me!" she cried out. "Oh God, Cal, cum inside me, please do it!"
"Oh God, Tara!" I moaned, feeling my balls tingle and tighten.
"Oh, please do it, my love! Just let go and fill me!"
Her last plea was an all-out scream as she was now deep in the throes of clearly the most powerful orgasm of her life. And I was right there with her. With one final powerful thrust upward with my hips I buried my raging cock to the hilt and unleashed a torrent of molten semen. For a solid minute she wailed out in pleasure and I grunted like an animal, brother and sister cumming together. I felt rope after rope of thick, potent incestuous sperm blast deep into my sister's clenching pussy, and it only served to heighten her orgasm. Deep within her I knew that I had ejaculated harder and more powerfully than ever in my life, and throughout our mutual explosions of bliss I could only clutch desperately to my sister so she wouldn't fall off of me in her ecstasy.
After this exquisite session of long warm blasts inside her, I felt my ejaculations finally began to ebb. But as my cock calmed down from its own spasming twitches, I could feel the continued contractions of Tara's vice-like vagina. It was as if a fist was inside her body, clutching and squeezing my cock tightly, milking every last drop of sperm from the shaft. Beyond the copious moisture of our love juices flowing together at our groins, the rest of our bodies were wet as well. In such jungle settings, after such intense orgasms, we two new lovers were drenched in sweat. But we didn't care.
Tara's quivering pussy finally began to relax, and her breathing just started to slow, and in total orgasmic exhaustion she slumped forward again, onto my chest, her firm wet breasts squishing out again against me as I gripped her naked hips and kept her steady. We lay like that for several minutes, just breathing and basking in the afterglow. Out of my peripheral vision I could sense that the Zami and her wide-eyed young assistants had quietly exited the hut. Another few minutes passed, and it seemed almost as if Tara had fallen asleep on me. Amazingly, I was still almost fully hard, and still buried inside her. I flexed my groin instinctively and heard a slight subconscious gasp from my new lover.
I kissed her forehead and whispered instinctively what I'd come to realize over the last few days: "Tara, I am in love with you."
Though the words had barely been audible it was enough to stir Tara from her semi-slumber. She lifted her head and gazed directly into my eyes. She held herself like that, just staring intensely at me. Despite the situation—including the fact that I was still inside her—I began to feel slightly foolish. We had toyed with the "love" word quite a bit over the last few days, but now I was saying it directly: I was IN love with my sister.
Was it too much? No.
Because in the next moment Tara burst into tears and threw herself back against me, gripping my body almost painfully tight with her thighs, knees and arms. When she spoke through her sobs, her voice was muffled against my neck, but her words were clear:
"I am in love with you too, Cal. Oh god, how I love you!"
There was no ambiguity in the tone and language we were using with each other. This was far, far beyond the familial love between siblings. I had fallen utterly and deeply in love with my sister, and she was expressing the same toward me. I wasn't about to try to rationalize it or think about the implications of it. I only knew it was true, deep and absolute love.
Our new love was being consummated through continued caressing, kissing and, well, love-making! Though I was far from being as ramrod hard as I had been during our first round of sex, the novelty of Tara's unknown vagina, the pure eroticism of the incestuous moment, and my complete passion for this woman kept my penis firm enough to remain inside her. Our faces were so close that we could taste each next breath we exchanged in front of each other.
Eventually we did move, had to move. Tara's frame was quite slender and light against my thicker more muscular body, but a person can only hold a position for so long! As I moved to roll my sister under me, she maneuvered her legs to keep us together, her heels now digging right into my butt cheeks, keeping my perpetual erection firmly inside her. When we made it all the way around we ended up in the classic missionary position, and it was clear what need to be done: I started pumping again.
I drove my tongue into my sister's mouth, and hers entwined right back into mine. I moved back and forth, in and out, steadily pumping my once again fully engorged penis deep into Tara's eager opening.
"Jesus, Cal," she said, her voice shaking and breaking as my hips pushed against her, "you're so big...oh how I've been craving you!"
To this I could only respond by thrusting harder, more desperately into her. Having climaxed mere moments before I was more relaxed, more confident, and much more determined to give this beautiful woman the ride of her life, and I fell into a steady solid rhythm of fucking. Tara continued to moan and gasp and occasionally cry out as each next orgasm began to build, crescendo and then crash over her, filling her body with a feeling I could only imagine yet fully appreciate as something I, her own loving brother, was giving her.
I can only imagine what the villagers were thinking as the minutes ticked by with the constant sound of my sister orgasming loudly from within the tent. For the most part the sounds from her throat were unintelligible syllables of ecstasy, but here and there her words were pure:
"So good, Cal...oh, my sweet brother! Yes, baby, make love to me! Give it to me! Don't ever stop, my love!"
And I didn't! Well, I mean I kept giving it to her as much as I could, as hard as I could, until the essence of what we were doing began to creep up on me again and I began to feel the tell-tale sensations from deep within my groin, deep within my core: I was going to cum again.
Inside her.
Having let loose inside my sister the first time, there didn't seem to be a need to warn her this time. On the contrary, as soon as my writhing and bucking lover began to sense my rhythm breaking, my breath coming short, she opened her eyes and began to encourage me.
"Cum for me, my love. Let yourself go."
I clutched her desperately as my orgasm built up, and once again I felt her heels dig into my ass, beckoning my climax.
"Give it to me, baby. Cum inside me, please!"
It was going to happen soon.
I grunted, "Oh Tara, my sweet girl, I can't hold back, I can't—"
"Yes, my love!" she cried out. "Cum for me! I love you so much, and I want to feel you explode inside me!"
That was all it took to send me over the edge. What man can resist the words of a woman practically begging him to ejaculate inside her? And that's exactly what I did. After giving her a few last monstrous thrusts, sliding us half-off our reed mat, I finally slammed home against her and roared out once again in ecstasy as I unleashed yet another voluminous torrent of semen into to Tara's perfect pussy.
My sister received my seed and my love as eagerly as I gave it; I felt her clasp me even tighter, screaming out, "Yes! Yes! Fill me, Cal, yes!" There could be no mistake by anyone in the village—hell, anyone in the whole fucking jungle: this "marriage" was CONSUMMATED!
Now it was time for true exhaustion. We couldn't have kept going if we'd tried, and as if to confirm what needed to be a rest period, I felt my penis slowly deflate and soften at last. I looked down at the woman below me, the woman I'd grown up with as a sibling and now knew as a lover, as a "wife." She was absolutely glowing.
"My god, you are so beautiful," I said.
She giggled, causing us both to wince in "pained" pleasure as her vagina contracted and involuntarily expelled my flaccid penis from her body at last.
She said, "If I'm as sweaty as you appear to be, I'm sure I'm a horrid mess."
"You are beautiful," I insisted, giving her sweaty nose a light kiss. "You're perfect."
"And you are like a god, Cal," she said softly. "I want to worship you, I swear."
"Oh, baby..." And we kissed again, for several moments.
Eventually Tara eased back, breaking the kiss. She said, "I'm sorry, baby, but as much as I want to stay like this with you for ever, I'm actually starting to cramp up."
I feigned a moment of pouty resistance, realizing I had this slender lovely girl locked in my embrace, but I too was feeling quite stiff and gooey from our epic love-making, and it was actually nice to be able roll off of her and lay next to her, catching my breath, resuming a normal pulse rate.
I must have dozed for a few minutes, but Tara's sudden gasp of "Oh my god" got my eyes wide open again.
"What is it?"
She was sitting up, looking down at her crotch, her legs spread apart. She looked...hot!
"You came like a fire hose, Cal," she giggled, staring down at herself. "I'm going to be leaking for hours."
I grinned. "You should have expected that."
She glanced at me, then grinned herself. "That's right. That first night when you came on my stomach, my god! You can really pump it out, baby!" Hearing my sister talk about my cum actually got my cock to twitch, ever so slightly. Tara actually noticed it, then reached over and put her hand over my crotch, as if to block another erection. "Oh, no you don't! It's going to take me a while to get used to that monster, don't even expect a Round Three tonight!"
"Don't worry," I said, "I promise not to rape you again until the morning."
"It's me who's going to do the raping," she quipped back.
It was incredible. Here we were, bantering and flirting and joking like excited new lovers. Well, we were new lovers, but certainly the two most unconventional lovers anyone could possibly imagine outside of this backward jungle: two blood-related siblings now married in the eyes of the community in which we had integrated ourselves. I must have been really daydreaming about this, because I suddenly noticed Tara just staring at me, smiling.
"What are you thinking right now?" she asked.
I shook my head and smiled back. "Only how incredibly lucky I am."
She moved toward me, shifting to her hands and knees to lean in and give me another kiss. "That makes two of us," she whispered. "I could never have imagined that—oh!"
She suddenly looked down between herself again, and I followed her gaze as a large glob of my semen chose that moment to ooze out of her still-swollen, onto the reed mat.
"Like I said," she chuckled. "I'll be leaking for hours."
"Why don't we rinse off before bed," I suggested.
"A wonderful idea!"



We both got up and ducked out of the tent, hand-in-hand. To our mutual surprise there were still at least a dozen or so villagers hovering near the tent, at a somewhat discreet distance so as to give us a modicum of privacy, yet close enough that they most certainly had to have heard every sound we'd made. I could only smile at this peoples' rather Western inclination toward voyeurism.
Our dip into the cool river was as refreshing as it was cleansing. We splashed around and teased each other for several minutes before our bodies reminded us that it was getting pretty late and we had recently fucked ourselves into exhaustion. When we returned to our marriage hut, we were pleasantly surprised to see that someone had swooped in, refreshed our pelt blankets and padding, and had set out fresh gourds of pure spring water and fresh fruits and nuts on a "tray" formed out of a pair of massive leaves. Both Tara and I went for the water, but the idea of getting all sticky again with the fruit gave us both pause. It was time for rest. It was time for bed.
It was time to sleep with my "wife," my sister, my lover.
* * *
Who was going to "rape" whom in the morning was determined quite easily the moment I felt myself stirred awake by the most wonderful sensation: my sister's hand gently stroking my stiffening cock. What had been a lazy semi-erection in my slumber quickly grew to its full intense length and girth, drawing a genuinely girlish squeal of delight from Tara. She was like a kid in a candy store now that we had broken through any remaining barriers of sexual hesitation between one another, and I could only smile down the length of my body as my sister enjoyed her new toy.
Now that I was awake she paused her stroking only for a moment so she could reach her face up to kiss me and whisper, "Good morning." Then while I stroked her soft blond hair Tara used my stomach as a pillow and stared directly at my twitching erection mere inches from her face. With teasingly light slowness, my sister allowed her finger tips to barely brush up and down my shaft. I was in absolute heaven and content to let this continue for, oh, how about all day? This blissful teasing did go on for quite some time until Tara became fascinated with a small drop of precum that had formed at the tip of my penis. She stopped stroking, then laced her fingers around my shaft—barely able to do so, by the way. I thought maybe she was going to take her thumb and rub the silky precum around the head of my cock, but what she did instead sent me to the moon.
She leaned forward and sucked the head of my cock right into her mouth.
When I gasped it caused my stomach muscles to tighten, which in turn sort of bumped Tara's head off of my tummy. But she didn't let the tip of my cock out of her mouth. In fact, she simply shifted herself up so that she was now kneeling sideways on toward me, bending right down and keeping me in her mouth. She used her hand to guide my cock straight up, and with a sidelong glance and wink toward me she began to bob up and down, progressing into a full-fledged and glorious blowjob.
"Oh Jesus, Tara..." I groaned in pure selfish pleasure.
Tara merely moaned in acknowledgement and continued her work, up and down, up and down...saliva beginning to drool nicely down my shaft. She worked it between her palm and me and really showed off some surprisingly talented cocksucking skills. While her one hand complimented the ministrations of her mouth, her other reached up and started toying with my testicles. God, I loved this woman!
For several minutes the only sounds in the hut were that of my quiet moaning and the slurping sounds of a woman very much into what she was doing for her new lover. It wasn't long before my balls began to quiver and the beginnings of what would surely be a huge orgasm began stirring within me. Tara did her best to bring me closer and closer to my climax, but however talented she was at giving head, the poor girl simply wasn't used to a cock my size. Just as I was reaching the most wonderful of sexual plateaus, Tara eased off my cock with her mouth, though thank god she still stroked me lightly.
"I'm so sorry for stopping, baby," she said, working her jaw back and forth and catching her breath. "You're just so goddamned huge!"
Who could be disappointed from an interrupted BJ after a compliment like that!
"It's okay, baby," I assured her. "It was a wonderful surprise to wake up to that in the first place."
She winked. "I said I wanted to worship you, didn't I?"
"Come here," I beckoned, reaching out to her. But she actually avoided my arm, instead lifting up a little so she could swing one long slender leg out from under her and across my thighs. In the next instant she was hovering over my on her knees, and her hand that had been stroking my raging cock, still slick with her saliva, was now guiding it directly toward her infinitely tight entrance.
"Coming as ordered," she side, closing her eyes and smiling in gratification as she lowered herself directly onto my cock. Although I could tell she was quite wet it was still a chore for her to work a penis of my size fully into her vagina. But once there it was the most perfectly comfortable tight fit I had ever known. I was home.
This time as she rode me Tara remained fully upright, placing her hands on my stomach or chest to keep her that way, and as she bounced greedily on my cock I had the most wonderful view of her gloriously full tits bouncing porn-star style up and down. Her nipples were rock hard, and she surprised my by reaching up and giving her own nipples the occasional squeeze or even pinch. Cued by this, I frequently reached up and did the same thing, and you would've thought there was a button connecting her nipple with her clit, because she seemed to squeal out with a little mini-orgasm every time I did it.
She bounced and bounced and I held on for dear life and enjoyed the ride, right up to the point where my orgasm once again began bubbling up from within my core. Tara opened her eyes and looked down at me, once again amazing me that she could always tell when I was about to cum. And as generously as always, Tara added a little something to our sex that would help propel me closer to the edge.
She reached back and started fondling my balls as she rode me.
"Oh, God!" I exclaimed, ever so close to my moment.
"Is my big brother going to pop soon?" she asked in a throaty voice. "Is he going to cum inside his sister again?"
My eyes went wide and my cock swelled. I couldn't believe she was talking like that!
"Give it to me, Cal! Give you sister the cum she craves so much!"
"Oh Tara, my sweet sister! Get ready for it!"
Feeling my balls tighten, my sister slammed down on me one last time and cried out in her own orgasm. "Yes, Cal! Cum in me, baby, do it!"
The moment hit and suddenly I was gushing and pulsating inside her, filling my sister's pussy with jet after white-hot jet of potent cream. Our cries of ecstasy must certainly have caught the attention of the entire village again, but we didn't care. This was our moment, our time to cum together and become one flesh.
As our orgasms subsided, Tara leaned forward at last and rested on me, nuzzling up against my neck and shoulder. "I love you so much," she whispered.
"I love you too, baby," I cooed. "More than anything, I swear."
* * *
Later that day there was another celebratory feast, and Tara translated that that truly was the last formality of the marriage ritual. By the afternoon we were just another couple of members of the Kasabai tribe, and other than knowing looks and grins from the others toward us, the insatiable newlyweds, the world around us went back into its routine. Hunting was done, crops were harvested out of small pockets of roughly cleared jungle, meals were made, and huts and other simple tools were built and mended. Although I was hopeless to ever learn much more than a few phrases of the Kasabai language I was still determined to carry my weight with whatever duties were required of the men. After a couple of weeks I could chuck a spear or loose a bow well enough to earn several nods of respect and appreciation. As a survivalist and would-be Special Forces operative, I had the training and experience to know my way around a hunting situation—I'd actually proven it early on with the bow-and-arrow kill I'd made. After only a little reluctance the men let me tag along for our prey, having originally worried that I'd just stomp around like a white Western fool and scare away this week's dinner.
For her part Tara continued to painstakingly study and document the life and times of the Kasabai. After the distraction of our three days of marriage ceremonies she had once again put pencil to journal—several journals, in fact. Whenever we eventually got out of here she would easily have enough documentation to earn her well-deserved Ph.D. Just how she was going to describe her firsthand knowledge of the intimate secrets of the Kasabai marriage customs was beyond me, but I trusted her to find a way to pull it off.
The days after our "marriage" turned to weeks. But there wasn't a single night—hell, barely a half-day would go by—before Tara and I were making love again in our hut, or I was ramming her from behind as she bent over some downed tree in the forest, or pumping away at each other in the tranquility one of the gentle pools that formed just off the river. You would think we had both just discovered sex for the first time, like a couple of heavily hormone-infused teenagers, we went at it so much! And it had evolved nicely. With a little more practice Tara could now suck me to the point of orgasm, and although she did gag a little the first time I came down her throat, the poor thing, she could now swallow more or less all of my loads. And she enjoyed it immensely. I too enjoyed going down on her, and it was with wild abandon that I would drink the nectar of her love juices as she climaxed repeatedly to the stimulation of my tongue and/or fingers on her clit and in her pussy.
I wasn't exactly keeping score, but over the last few weeks we'd been in the village Tara and I had made love or at least gotten each other off at least once, if not twice a day on average. I wasn't complaining at all, but it was all I could do to keep up with my sexy vixen of a sister. Always begging for my cum, always eager to pleasure me, I was living in absolute paradise. We were completely cut off from the outside modern world, and we were living our own bona fide fantasy.
But, as I realized had to happen at some point, reality kicked in.
One morning I woke up and groggily leaned over to feel for my sister's glorious breasts, a tradition I had come to enjoy. But she was not there. I couldn't recall a time in the previous weeks that I'd ever woken up alone, without her. It was more surprising than worrisome, but a moment later when Tara did duck back into the hut she had a somewhat somber look on her face.
"Good morning, beautiful," I said.
"Good morning, Cal," she said. Her tone was slightly off but still not enough to worry me too much. Clearly something was on her mind. She sat down next to me, and I sat up and reached out for my morning hug and kiss. However, Tara in turn reached out and took my hands in hers. Now she looked serious.
"Cal," she began hesitantly. "You know I love you, right?"
"Of course, Tara. I love you too."
She gave a small smile and said, "But you also know that I am in love with you, right? Absolutely hopelessly in love with you."
"The same goes for me, Tara," I said, wondering where this was going. We had said those words to each other several times by now. We had already come to grips with the fact that though we were siblings we were total and complete lovers, society be damned. So why was she reaffirming this so specifically now?
She said, "I wanted to remind you of that, because the consequences of our love is as much my doing as is yours, Cal. I take full responsibility for it."
I reached up and touched her face lightly, because a tear was forming in one of her eyes. "What are you trying to tell me, my love?" I asked softly.
"I'm...pregnant."
In the brief silence that followed I felt my heart begin pumping hard, but as shocking as it was to hear that I had impregnated my own sister, I also instinctively knew that this was what she was going to tell me. It certainly made sense. We'd been making love without protection almost daily for weeks. Just over five weeks, in fact. I added it all up. I knew enough about female physiology to note that five weeks was longer than the normal span of time between a woman's monthly cycle...
"No period," I said, somewhat clinically.
She nodded. "It should have happened last week. I waited a little to be sure, but now the morning sickness is kicking in a little. It all adds up." She took my hands into hers again, her way of focusing us together. She looked directly into my eyes and asked, "Are you okay, Cal?"
It took a moment for me to consider my answer; I needed to sort out the whirling emotions inside me. Even under normal circumstances it is a massive thing to learn that you have created a whole new life form with someone. And this was far from normal: I had impregnated my sister! So there were the biological implications of that to consider. But beyond anything, the strongest emotion I felt was love, pure unbridled love for my sister, and to be the father of her child swelled me with pride beyond description. I finally responded.
"I'm more than okay, Tara. I am the happiest man on the Earth. And I am prepared to handle this any way you prefer."
She squeezed my hands and sighed in relief, fresh tears forming in her eyes. She said, "Oh, thank you, Cal. I was so worried how you would take it."
We leaned in and hugged each other closely. I closed my eyes and held her tightly, my mind still trying to take in the news. I had given my sister a baby. The magnitude of it gave me a strong sense of masculinity, of power. I was potent, she was fertile. Suddenly I could only think about those magical moments when I was ejaculating inside her, and my cock began to swell. Tara felt it move against her. She glanced down, then up at me in surprise.
"Someone else is quite happy about it!" she quipped.
I shrugged with a grin then brought her close again, kissed her, then laid back down with her, desperate to be inside her again. For her part Tara eagerly reclined onto her back and opened her legs for me. Other than a deep kiss there was no foreplay, we were both ready. She desperately grasped my shaft and guided the head of my cock against her labia. In a single thrust I was fully inside her, and by the third thrust she was cumming, her fingers clawing into my back and ass, begging me to plunge in harder, deeper. I obeyed and put all my weight into it, all my strength. This was my woman, my sister, my village wife, and as her man I had given her a baby. In the euphoria of the moment I let the emotions and feelings in my groin wash over me, and with a primitive growl of pleasure I exploded into my sister's pussy, flooding her with yet another supply of hot semen.
I stayed inside her as we settled from our orgasms, catching our breath. In a moment she said quietly, "We're going to have to leave now, Cal."
"Are you sure?" I asked. "Your research."
She kissed me, appreciative of my thoughtfulness to her reason for being here. "I'm quite certain I've documented all that I need to begin drafting my official dissertation. For that, and for the baby, I need to be back in the modern world."
The modern world... I think she really meant the modernized world, but it was fitting. These last weeks, it certainly felt like we were back in time, centuries before airplanes, TV, rock and roll...and for the baby.
"What do you want to do about the baby, Tara?"
"I want to have it," she said without hesitation. She saw the concern in my eyes and added, "Despite the common notion of blood-relatives having children, any increased risk of my pregnancy, or the child's development will actually be negligible. I'm more worried about the fact that we lack any medical support here. It's only fair to the baby to deliver it back home."
I smiled at her. "Okay, my love. I'm with you one hundred percent. Forever." We kissed, then broke the kiss with giggles as we both felt my now-flaccid penis slip out of her.
"I love you so much, Cal."
EPILOGUE
A few days later, much to the disappointment of Zami, the other elders and the villagers as a whole, Tara and I bade a very tearful farewell to the Kasabai. With her journals carefully packed up, my sister and I made our way out of the village and to the sealed container where we'd first stripped naked in front of each other. It felt like years had passed since then. We retrieved our clothing from the container, but the idea of putting them on just then actually felt weird! So other than putting our boots on, we remained naked all the way back to her base camp, where the Jeep and other containers remained just as we'd left them.
Because it was unplanned, the journey back to the United States took a couple more weeks, with stops in a number of different countries, each one getting increasingly "modern" until the 21st century was suddenly thrust upon us again upon landing at Los Angeles International Airport. The delayed return was actually good in that it gave Tara and I plenty of time to establish just how we would live out our new lives together.
Until Tara finished her schooling and secured her Ph.D., we went back to "normal" as brother and sister. Her being single and being pregnant and having a baby would be a curiosity, but it would never occur to anyone that her own brother was the father. This was not going to be a permanent setting, because that would also mean lying about what we now were to each other, secret lovers, for the rest of time. That was unacceptable in the long run.
While Tara focused on her dissertation, I worked on creating new identities for ourselves. I had eventually contacted Kevin, my business partner in Northern California. I apologized for being gone so long, leaving him to run the business on his own. As a reward, I sold him my half of the company for one dollar, then informed him that I'd be staying in the jungle indefinitely, helping my sister make a career out of her research. The lie was effective in that I would be cut off from modern communication methods, so there would be no temptation to contact me.
Tara and I would move to Arizona, a state neither of us had ever spent much time in, and where we knew absolutely no one. Arizona would allow us to maintain a very outdoor style of life that we both enjoyed, and in nice hot weather, which we also enjoyed!
We would keep our names and be a perfectly normal "husband and wife" to our neighbors. Sharing the same last name made this easy, and there was no reason to commit identify fraud. Sure, the new friends we made would joke that we looked similar to each other, but people say that about non-blood-related couples all the time!
Tara was certain she could get a job teaching or perhaps writing a book about her time with the Kasabai—carefully editing out anything to do with incest, of course—and I would establish a new adventure business, taking city slickers on survival tours once more.
While working on all this Tara scheduled regular check-ups with her doctor. Unless the doctor reported that there was something terribly wrong with the baby and needed to investigate its genetics further, we never said a word about the child being a product of incest. And to our good fortune, the beautiful daughter Tara gave birth to was as healthy as anyone could wish.



Our adventure into the jungle was over. Our futures were secure and our secret was safe. Best of all, the sister I'd taken as a lover and considered as a wife was mine to cherish and worship for the rest of our days.
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SATURDAY MORNING
It was still pre-dawn when I stirred awake. For a few moments I'd forgotten where I was. That is, I knew I was in my own home, but not in my own bedroom. The small warm body breathing beside me brought it all back in striking detail: I was naked in bed with my own 18-year-old daughter, and I had taken her virginity just hours ago. My heart raced at the thought. What had I done? How would Cait react once she woke up?
With mixed emotions of lust, love and apprehension, I played back the events of the previous evening: the drinks, the dinner, the Sex Talk, then the fateful tickle fight...and making love! With a warmth of trust and openness I would never have expected, my daughter had asked to see my penis, and this had quickly led to kissing and stripping. With wild abandonment of mature thought or consideration of repercussions, I took my daughter's virginity. What's more, rather than use a condom or pull out as any logical thinking man should have done, I had ejaculated directly into Cait's unprotected pussy. I could very well have bred my own grandchild last night!
Amazingly, after the deed had been done, rather than recoil and run from what she'd just done with her own father, Cait had simply leaned up against the couch with me, both of us completely naked, and gently mopped at her sperm-dripping pussy while we sipped on our final night cap of the evening. That's when I found out that Cait wasn't on any form of birth control. That's also when she told me that she wanted to have me again, and she never wanted a condom to interfere with our love-making. Knowing that the poor girl would be sore from her first sexual encounter (and me having a significantly larger-than-average penis to boot) I had finally acted like a father and put my daughter to bed, promising that we'd have all weekend (while Mom was out of town) to have more sex. Of course, when I'd put her to bed I'd also climbed into her queen-size bed with her, and that's where we were both dozing, both still fully nude.
I was on my back, and Cait was curled up against my right side. She was using my right arm for a pillow, and she had one hand draped over my chest with her legs loosely intertwined with mine. The lights were off in her bedroom, but there was some light coming through the open door from the hallway that was casting a faint illumination on us. The warmth of our connected naked bodies meant no need for a sheet or blanket over us. I rubbed my eyes for a moment and took a good long look at my daughter's nude form. She was absolutely flawless, absolutely perfect. One of her large breasts was squished warmly against my ribs. I studied the curve of her exposed hip and buttocks. I felt my cock stir, pressing against her leg. It was very possible that Cait would wake up in an hour or two, now quite sober, and completely freak out about what we had done. But for now, in this moment, it was perfection, and in this moment I was completely and utterly in love and in lust with my beautiful daughter.
But I also had to pee. Badly.
I was loathe to untangle myself from Cait, worried that doing so would wake her, and upon waking our dream might turn into a nightmare. But my bladder would only hold out for so long. So, as slowly and as gently as possible, I began to maneuver myself from my daughter's naked embrace. In the early hours of the morning, I was still feeling the effects of all the booze we'd consumed, so I could only assume (and hope) that such amounts of booze would keep Cait and her smaller, inexperienced form comatose for just a little while longer. I took almost five full minutes to disengage from her, and she appeared to remain dead to the world that whole time. Thank goodness!
I gently swung my legs over the side of the bed and stood up slowly so as not to jerk the bed around on its springs. Once I was standing, I glanced back to confirm she was still out. I took a deep breath, and the distinct (and sweet) smell of my daughter's bedroom filled my nostrils. With whatever hair products and lotions she used, Cait had a very lovely and distinct aroma about her. But I could also smell traces of our combined bodily fluids—the smell of sex—and it would forever alter my established "Scent of Cait."
To further avoid waking Cait I padded down the hallway to the guest bathroom to use the toilet. I would possibly make too much noise in Cait's bathroom, and for some reason I didn't want to travel the extra steps to the master bathroom, as if to enter the private domain of my wife and me would bring back reality too fast. So I stood over the bowl in the guest bathroom and let loose a solid steady stream of urine. I had to choke off the desire to let out a loud moan of relief, because only as I now pissed did I realize just how badly I'd needed to go. As I held my penis steady during this epic pee, I felt a little crustiness in my pubic hair. I smiled knowing that this was from the combined bodily fluids of my daughter and me. My penis thickened slightly as my mind recalled our love-making, but fortunately my flow of pee continued...and continued...until finally it slowed to a trickle and I gave my cock it's customary little shake at the end. I reached forward to flush but hesitated, figuring I could come back and do that later in the morning, after my girl had awoken. So I turned toward the sink, and in the mirror I suddenly saw Cait standing in the door.
"Good morning, Daddy."
"Cait!" I gasped, startled. How long had she been standing there?
She said, "You really had to go, didn't you, poor thing?"
Long enough.
I tried to gauge her attitude. I hadn't turned on the light in the bathroom, so there was still only the light coming form the hallway, and it was casting Cait in silhouette. But while I couldn't exactly see her expression I could tell she was still just as completely nude as I was, so that was a good sign.
"Well," I said, "we drank a lot last night, so yeah, I was ready to pop."
"I know the feeling," she replied, stepping into the bathroom. Seemingly oblivious to me standing right next to her and watching, Cait lowered the toilet seat, sat gingerly upon it, and a few seconds later I could hear her own steady stream of urine splash into the bowl.
She looked up and saw the surprised expression on my face, and she smiled with a shrug. "I got to watch you go pee, seems only fair you get to watch me."
I smiled back. "Makes sense."
As she continued to pee, Cait asked, "Do you and Mommy go pee in front of each other?"
"We're probably not this direct about it with each other when we're both in the bathroom at the same time, but if it's just for a quick pee we rarely close the door."
Admittedly, I found it very erotic to watch my naked daughter going to the bathroom. My swelling penis betrayed what was in my mind, and Cait smiled at it.
"This is fun peeing together, Daddy," she said. "Not sure why. But I hope we can always do this together if it's just you and me."
"Sure, pumpkin."
"But just pee! I don't feel very sexy pooping!"
I chuckled. "That's a fair compromise!"
That was about when Cait finished pissing, and after she dabbed her bald pussy with some tissue and flushed we both washed our hands together.
"It's still night time," Cait said. "Let's go back to bed!"
"No argument here!"
I followed her down the hallway, getting a good well-lit look at her backside for the first time. I was fully erect by the time we entered her room. She climbed back into bed, then turned and saw my cock as I stood by the bed.
"God, Daddy, I will never get over how huge it is."
I grinned proudly, then tested the waters for future fun. "I hope I didn't make you too sore last night..."
"I gotta admit," she said, "I'm still kinda sore down there, yes. But it was sooooo worth it! And I know I'll get used to you!" She grinned and added, "We have all weekend!"
There was now no doubt that I would get to have sex with my daughter again at some point, so if it wasn't now I could be patient. But the thought that future sex was guaranteed made my cock twitch and bounce, and Cait noticed it and was now staring right at it.
"Hmm," she said. "Maybe there's something else I can do for you, Daddy." She got to her knees and moved close to the edge of the bed where I still stood. "You know, to help relieve the pressure until we can do it again."
My own grin widened. "Oh yeah? What are you going to do for me, baby?"
She finally reached out with one small hand and gently gripped the head of my penis. "You taught me how to have sex last night. Maybe now you could teach me to...you know..." She gave me a couple of tentative strokes. Pre-cum was already leaking out of me.
But I wanted to hear the words from her mouth. I wanted my daughter to tell Daddy what she wanted. "Ask properly, my girl."
She blushed, then smiled and looked up at me, giving me the most innocent little-girl expression she could muster. "Please, Daddy, will you show me how to give a blowjob?"
"Is that what you want, baby?"
"Yes, Daddy." She scooted closer. "I want to learn how to suck a dick."
"Who's dick?"
"Your dick, Daddy. Only your dick."
"That's my girl," I said, my vision almost clouding over with lust. "Daddy will teach his precious little girl how to suck a dick."
Cait pouted in the most adorable way when I took my hand and gently moved hers off of my cock. But it was only so I could climb back into bed with her. I put a bunch of pillows behind me to be able to recline a just the right angle to be able to relax and enjoy the pending fellatio while being able to watch and guide my novice little incestuous cocksucker at work.
My daughter kneeled beside me and reached out for my erect cock again. She held it gingerly in her slender fingers. I was so turned on I was now steadily oozing pre-ejaculate fluids, which got on her fingers and made them glisten. I reached out and stroked Cait's hair for a moment, then slid my hand down along her face and then toward one of her heavy breasts. I gently massaged it and nodded for Cait to begin.
"Feel free to explore," I encouraged softly. "I know you'll be wonderful."
Cait leaned down and got close to my cock. She tilted it straight up and gripped it just a little more securely. She put her nose close to the tip and inhaled, obviously curious about the slick clear fluid that bubbled from the opening to my urethra.
She swallowed, her mouth apparently watering, and said, "I'm nervous that I won't be good at it, Daddy."
"Oh, my beautiful girl." I reached out again and stroked her soft hair, gently brushing her long strands away from her face and behind her ear. "There's no possible way you could be bad at this. Just do what comes naturally." I guided her hand on my shaft, subtly suggesting a position and grip a little more comfortable for me. "Explore me with your hands. When you feel comfortable, taste me with your tongue."
Tentatively, Cait did what I suggested. In a sign of good instincts on her part, she took advantage of the natural lubrication my pre-cum was making and began sliding her fist up and down along my rigid shaft. I marveled at the fact that even her middle finger couldn't quite touch the tip of her thumb. The poor girl was probably wondering just how she was going to fit the fat head of my penis into her mouth. But she was prepared to try!
"You have such a beautiful cock, Daddy," she said in almost a whisper as she stroked me.
"Thank you, baby."
"I want to bring you so much pleasure." She glanced into my eyes. "I always want to be your little girl. Can I still be that and still have this?" She gripped my penis devoutly.
"Oh, Cait," I sighed, my eyes actually misting up. "You will always, always be my little girl."
I now meant that last remark on a much deeper level. Had we never entered into a sexual relationship, I would always adore and protect Cait and be a good father to her. Now that she had given me her body as well as her love as a daughter, I knew I could no longer just love my daughter.
I would worship her.
We locked eyes for another long moment, an unspoken bond of love and lust being formed right there. And then, to my great pleasure, my daughter returned her attention to my cock. With one hand she continued to slowly and gently stroke me. With her other she began curiously and lightly exploring my testicles. She bent her head down and sniffed at the tip of my penis again.
"I want to know what it tastes like," she murmured.
I gasped in wonton pleasure when she gingerly stuck out her little pink tongue and made contact with the swollen, purple head of my cock. Her first quick taste test turned into a second, and then a third. She glanced up at me and grinned.
"Not bad!" she said. I could only hope she'd hold that opinion when the real stuff came out. Through the lusty fog clouding my mind I made a mental note to warn her before the inevitable happened.
"You're doing great," I said. "You're making Daddy feel so good. Keep going."
Cait grinned at me once more, but this time in addition to the love there was something else, something a little devilish, and little mischievous. When she turned back toward my cock she pursed her lips, then licked them. She lowered her head down again and planted a warm puckered kiss right at my tip. I squirmed and moaned in pleasure. This was such sweet torture! Encouraged by the sounds I was making, Cait kept her kiss attached to my penis, and then I felt her tongue darting out, as if to poke into the opening of my urethra. And she was so slow about it that I almost didn't sense at first that she was moving, but with just a little bit at a time, my daughter was sucking more and more of the head of my cock into her mouth.
"Oh, my baby girl," I cooed. "That's it...that's it, baby."
"Mmmm..." was all she could reply, and the vibration from that sound sent tingles of electricity through the shaft of my pulsing cock.
Once my head was fully inside my daughter's mouth, she once again went to work with her tongue. She seemed to be using the same technique as if she were making out. With an eagerness to please, Cait swirled her tongue round and round and back and forth. All the while she kept stroking my shaft with one hand and massaging my balls with the other. This girl was a natural.
It was almost as if I were receiving a blowjob for the first time in my life. A few times in high school and through the first years of college I'd enjoyed some great blowjobs and some not-so-great blowjobs from a handful of women, but that was so long ago. Having been married to my wife for twenty years, it was natural that the frequency of blowjobs was decreased from our first days of dating. And even when my wife, Heather, did suck my cock, it was usually as a method of foreplay, leading quickly to intercourse. I wasn't complaining, because my wife and I did truly have a pretty good sex life. Yet I honestly couldn't remember the last time I'd been blown for the sake of being blown. So today would be a day I would remember—and treasure—for an eternity.
Cait was getting bolder now as her mouth started to become adjusted to my girth. She now had a good few inches of me between her sensuous lips. She was pausing frequently to get used to that and probably control her gag reflex. These pauses served to "tease" me to no end, which ironically made for the blowjob to be even better. Only as she began very carefully and slowly bobbing her head up and down did I feel the occasional and very light scrape of her teeth. But I could tell she was working out a way to suck me with as little tooth-interference as possible, and I didn't have to instruct her about it.
Again, this girl—my girl—was a natural.
It was all I could do to prevent my own hips from thrusting up, I was so eager to bring about orgasm now. But I had to be patient. Cait sensed me fidgeting under her and glanced up at me, her big eyes looking so gorgeous above the erotic sight of my cock still halfway inside her mouth.
"You're doing so well, pumpkin," I said. "Daddy is just so excited, it's hard to stay still."
Cait lifted her mouth off my cock and worked her jaw a bit. "I'm so glad, Daddy." She smacked her lips. "This is fun! And you taste so good! It's just that you're so...big!" She pressed her warm flushed cheek up against the length of my wet shaft. "I'm sorry but I just don't think I'll be able to get all of you in my mouth!"
I chuckled, quite proud of my size. "It's okay, baby, really. You're already so gifted at this, I just know you'll get better with practice. You don't have to get the whole thing in your mouth." I touched the little hand of hers that was still fisting my shaft. "Just practice timing the rhythm of the pumping of my shaft with the sucking up top and you'll have me ready to cum in no time, I promise!"
"Really?" she beamed. "Help me. Guide me, Daddy."
With relish she once again engulfed the head and upper shaft of my raging cock. And with renewed vigor she began stroking the exposed part of my cock. It took very little effort to coax her into moving her head up and down in perfect time with her hand, and she quickly realized how getting it just right meant perfect stimulation between the sucking and the stroking.
"That's it," I moaned, "thaaaaat's doin' it right, baby."
My balls were beginning to boil, eager to cough up their potent seed.
"You make Daddy feel sooooo good, my sweet girl."
After a few more minutes Cait had to lift her mouth off me to relieve her tired jaw again, but thankfully she never slowed her stroking. She opened and closed her mouth a few times then seemed ready to dive back in. But first she smiled at me.
"Are you going to be able to cum, Daddy? Am I going to be able to make it happen?"
"Oh god, yes," I said with passion. "I'm already so close, baby. Just a few more minutes of sucking and I'll be ready to cum. I'll let you know," I added, remembering I needed to warn her.
Cait lowered her head back toward my cock again, but before she sucked it back in she said, "You made me a woman last night, Daddy, when you took my virginity. I loved feeling you cum inside me."
"It was so wonderful," I replied, desperately hoping she'd start sucking me again soon. "I will always treasure our first time."
Cait said, "Daddy, I want this first time with my mouth to be special too. I want you to...will you cum in my mouth when you're ready?"
My cock twitched in near orgasm as if to reply on its own. It was enough of a jump to surprise Cait, and she glanced at it, grinned, then glanced back up at me.
"Is that okay, Daddy? Can I taste your cum?"
"Oh, baby, yes, yes! If you're sure though."
My balls were starting to contract. It would not be long now.
"I'm sure, Daddy. I don't know if I'll be able to take it all if you cum as much as you did last night, but I'll try."
"That's already so generous of you, Cait. It will feel so good to cum in your mouth."
"That's what I want for my Daddy," she said, turning back to my cock, as if talking to it now and not me. "I want him to feel the kind of pleasure only his own daughter can give him."
Her mouth was on me again, and to my astonishment she was able to get well more than half of my cock into her mouth this time. She was pouring her heart and soul into making her first blowjob the best blowjob ever, and the best it certainly was! I almost reached out to back her off as I felt her cough slightly and saw her eyes welling up with tears. She was fighting her gag reflex like a trooper.



But I did not stop her, oh no my good friend, because I was now on the verge of erupting into what I knew would be a tremendous orgasm. I began to moan and croon out my daughter's name. And as she sucked me for all she was worth I heard her begin to whimper and moan as well over my cock. Even in the haze of my own pending orgasm I realized that this otherwise one-sided act of fellatio was also having an effect on Cait. She started trembling and squirming, and that's when I realized that she was about to have her own orgasm. Both of her hands were still dedicated to my cock and balls, yet just the act of blowing me was bringing such pleasure to my daughter that she would be climaxing as well.
Such a realization, and such a primitive and wholly encompassing desire for my own dear daughter was enough to finally send me launching over the edge.
"Cait!" I cried out. "Oh baby, I'm cumming now! Cumming!"
"Mmmmmm!" Cait squealed back around my cock.
The first blast of my semen must have been so huge, so powerful that it shot straight up and then down my daughter's throat. It was the second, third and then fourth blast that really started filling her mouth. Through the first half of my orgasm I saw nothing but black and stars as my eyes were screwed shut in ecstasy. As my balls continued to jet forth their milky white contents I finally managed to reacquire focus on my little girl. Like a resolute rookie she maintained her grip on my cock with her mouth and hand. While her mouth had frozen over the head of my penis, she kept pumping my shaft with her tiny fist, instinctively milking me for as much sperm as I could shoot. The poor girl's eyes were streaming with tears, and her face was beet red, but she was determined to let me finish before she thought of herself.
I lost count of how many times my cock and balls flexed, and it seemed like my climax had lasted for an eternity. But finally I felt my orgasm subside, and though my penis was still twitching the last few tiny squirts of seed, I placed my hand on Cait's head as a signal that the poor girl could let me go.
With her mouth still around my shrinking cock, Cait blinked some of her tears away and looked at me. I nodded permission and only then did she finally release me. My wet cock flopped down onto my stomach with a light slapping sound. Cait stared at it and held her head still over it. Her cheeks were bloated out and strings of overflowing semen hung thickly from her lips. Through her nose I heard Cait take a slow careful breath. She closed her eyes and paused. After a moment, when to my observation she had fought down the final temptation to gag or cough, she tilted her head up toward me.
Then swallowed.
I stared at her in utter amazement. Her first blowjob. Her first time taking a man's cock in her mouth. Her first time tasting semen. And my little girl had done her Daddy proud by swallowing his massive load.
Well, most of it. To her own obvious (and adorable) surprise she couldn't quite swallow all of my spunk in one go. After the first swallow she gave me an otherwise charming girlish grin, but it was also wholly erotic, because basting her lips and teeth and oozing down her chin were still copious amounts of my warm white seed.
Still somewhat breathless, I said, "You okay, baby?"
Cait nodded and the motion of her head caused a dollop of my cum to drop from her chin to my thigh. She glanced down at it, then back to me, and her grinned widened! Then she licked her lips and swallowed a few more times.
"I did it, Daddy!" she shouted proudly. "I did it!"
"Oh yes, you definitely did, my gorgeous girl. Daddy is sooooo proud of you!"
She seemed remarkably unconcerned about either the taste or the appearance of my semen all over her face and mouth. As if it were merely dabs of frosting Cait wiped herself with the back of her hand. She didn't go so far as to lick my seed off her hand, but she didn't hesitate to wipe it on the sheet.
"I don't mind your cum in my bed," she said with a wink.
I simply stared at her in wonder, still quite drunk from my own massive climax. Cait sat up on her haunches, then glanced down at her shaved pussy. She reached down and touched it, then the sheet below.
"Wow," she said, "I knew I had an orgasm too, but I can't believe at how wet I got the bed!"
I blinked and leaned forward a little, admiring both her bald little pussy and the damp spot beneath her.
"You're amazing, Cait," I said simply.
I got a loving grin in return, then Cait lowered herself down again and curled up against me, almost recreating the image I'd seen of her when I first woke up. She closed her eyes and snuggled with me for several long moments. I simply lay back, closed my eyes and enjoyed the afterglow.
Without opening my eyes, I asked, "Are you okay?"
"Oh yes," she said. "That was amazing."
"You're telling me!"
"I guess I'm going to have to get used to being gooey with you, whether you cum in my pussy or my mouth." I heard her smacking her lips again. "You cum a lot, Daddy!"
"You bring it out of me, pumpkin."
"I love it. I love you."
I felt her squeeze into me, and I squeezed back, allowing a hand to graze along one of her wonderful breasts. "I love you too, baby." After another moment I asked, "So I taste okay?" I was worried that she didn't actually like the taste of my semen, and I wanted to let her know she didn't have to do that all the time.
"It's definitely a weird taste," she said matter-of-factly. "But it's not bad at all. In fact, it was a huge turn-on knowing that you were going to cum in my mouth."
"Really?"
I felt her nod against my shoulder. "I think what actually sent me over the edge was when I first tasted it, when I first started to swallow your cum."
"Wow," I said, quite literally in awe of my daughter.
She sat up a little and I opened my eyes and saw her watching me.
"I meant what I said, Daddy. I want to be your little girl, always. And I want to bring you pleasure, always."
"I believe you, baby, and I want that too."
"Drinking your cum...having it shoot inside me...that's my favorite way to prove to you that I'm your girl."
I reached up and stroked her hair. "And that's how I'll claim you as my girl, baby. I will fill you with my sperm every chance I get. I will always want you. I love you."
"Oh god, Daddy, that's so wonderful." She dropped down and hugged me again. "I can't wait to feel you inside me again. Please promise we can make love all weekend long."
As if to match the warmth that was rising in my heart for this girl, the first early rays of dawn began illuminating her bedroom. I held her tightly to me, our naked bodies almost as one.
"I promise, pumpkin. We will make love all weekend long. Because you are my girl."
"Awesome!" she exclaimed. Then, a few moments later she said, "Daddy?"
"Yes?"
"Since you made such a wonderful dinner last night, your little girl is going to make you an epic breakfast!"
I chuckled. "I can't wait."
"But we gotta take care of something first."
"And that is?"
I gave a slight frown of mock-disappointment when I felt Cait stir and sit up again. She slid to the edge of the bed and stood up. By chance she happened to stand up directly in a wide warm beam of new sunlight, and her adorable naked body just glowed. She reached her hand out toward me.
"Come one, Daddy," she said. "Let's get in the shower..."
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THE ANNOYANCE
It was barely a week into 19-year-old Stephanie's summer vacation when she became fed up with her 18-year-old brother, Greg. Originally she had been looking forward to being back home with her parents, and yes even her annoying brother Greg, after experiencing her freshman year in college and all the wonders (and stresses) of a large campus. Spending some relaxing quiet time in the small town where she grew up seemed like a good way to recharge her batteries, and she had figured she'd do purely leisure activities for at least a couple of weeks, then perhaps pick up a summer job or put in some volunteer hours at the small medical clinic in town. Aspiring to be a nurse, she knew she'd need to start getting some hands-on experience before too long.
But Greg was getting on her nerves, and only after a few days. How could she put up with him and his antics all summer? It actually hadn't occurred to her that she'd have to deal with him at all. For the last few summers, Greg had attended a summer camp a hundred miles away. When he was younger he enjoyed attending; in his middle to late-teens he became a junior camp counselor. As he finished his senior year in high school, he turned 18 and declared that he was done with summer camp in any form. He would be enjoying one last lazy summer until it was his turn to start his freshman year in collage, like Stephanie.
The reason Stephanie was so annoyed with her brother was absurd, but there was no denying it: Greg was hopelessly obsessed with Stephanie's boobs.
Sighing at the thought of Greg's testosterone-fueled stupidity, Stephanie entered her bedroom and stood in front of a full-length mirror in the corner. She looked at her own breasts, which swelled amply under her white v-neck short-sleeved t-shirt. She had to admit to herself, for a young petite woman of her short stature (she was only a couple inches over five feet and only about 110 pounds), her breasts were indeed larger than average. Much larger than average, she had to admit.
Stephanie knew it was what guys first noticed about her when being approached in social settings. Her friend and classmate Shelly once joked to her that any guy Stephanie dated didn't know that the color of her eyes was green or that her long hair was blond until the third date. She wasn't naive, she knew that her breasts were her sexy secret weapon, but she also knew that men's general obsession with them could also be a distraction and that she might not be taken seriously. It was a fact of life that she was well-endowed in the breast department, and she would just have to deal with it.
But her own brother's obsession? Jesus.
Stephanie not only had large breasts, they had started developing early, much earlier than her female friends in her age group. And almost immediately her brother Greg started noticing them and staring at them pretty much all the time. Stephanie would simply yell at him to snap out of it, sometimes bop in him on the head, and he would blush and look away. Even Mom and Dad had scolded him for openly starting at his sister's chest.
Having been gone for the school year, and with the vain hopes that her brother had matured at least somewhat, or perhaps gotten a girlfriend to focus on, Stephanie figured that her brother's obsession with her tits would have faded. But to her initial shock and then utter annoyance, she had been home barely 10 minutes, exchanging hugs with her parents and yes, even her brother, when she glanced at him and found that his gaze was squarely on her secret weapons. As a young teenager, she could simply ignore his gazes and chalk it off to ignorant and innocent puberty kicking in. But now, at 18, her brother was officially and adult. And despite the age, she was his sister!
She had considered talking to her friend Shelly about it and seeking her advice. But as the whole thing had an incestuous bend to it, she didn't really want to bring up such an awkward topic. For pretty much the same reason she didn't mention it to her folks, and whether they noticed his renewed staring habits or not, they hadn't said anything since she'd returned home. No, she was going to have to take matters into her own hands. She was going to have to confront her brother about it once and for all.
Stephanie suddenly felt the pure irony of the fact that while she had been standing there trying to figure out what to do about her brother staring at her tits, she was standing there staring at her own tits. She allowed herself a quick laugh, and her anger subsided somewhat. Despite her brother's annoying habits, staring her breasts being chief among them, she realized that she still loved him and cared for him. He was often annoying, but he was never mean. In fact, he was quite caring and supportive in general. By nature, Greg was easy-going and definitely not hung up about himself like some knuckle-dragging idiots she'd dated in the past.
The more she thought of her brother's demeanor, Stephanie realized that most of the time Greg had a quiet confidence about him. When she would catch him lost in his own thoughts, and actually not starting at her chest, he often had a small smirk on his face, even a twinkle in his eye, as if he had a special secret that only he knew about. She had to admit that he had also grown into a pretty good looking guy, and she knew that he would have little trouble getting dates in college. What it boiled down to was this one major flaw: for some reason he just wouldn't let up on staring at her breasts!
It would have to be dealt with. Soon.
THE PLAN
Throughout the course of the day, Stephanie contemplated how to approach her brother about it. At the extreme end of the spectrum she could simply start screaming at him the next time she caught him staring, perhaps even in the presence of her parents to maximize the shock value. But she quickly dismissed that thought, because it could deeply embarrass him to the the point that their otherwise good sibling relationship would be irrevocably altered.
She knew that her approach would have to be one-on-one and somehow in a way that would embarrass him the least. She would sit him down and be direct but with a careful tone, perhaps a little gentle pleading, maybe add a couple of tears. That would reach into his heart and help him man up and break his immature habit. Maybe...
That evening another idea hit her like a ton of bricks and in the most unusual way.
Stephanie, Greg and their folks enjoyed a nice dinner together. Mom kept remarking that it was so nice to have everyone home this summer, lamenting that once Greg started college she and Dad would officially be "empty nesters." Dad just grinned mischievously, it was obvious he was looking forward to having no kids around for once. Greg engaged in conversation as well, but of course he spent much of the time staring at his sister's chest.
After dinner they all gathered in the den to watch TV, perhaps stream a movie. Stephanie's dad flipped on the TV, and before he could hit the menu button they were all a bit shocked to see two naked people on the screen! Stephanie's mom, who was always rather conservative, let out a gasp, but almost immediately they all noticed that the people on the TV were actually censored...sort of.
"I know this show," Greg remarked. "It's Naked and Afraid. Hilarious."
"Naked and Afraid?" Mom asked.
Everyone continued to watch. The naked people were censored in that their private parts were blurred out, but they were clearly naked. They were also dirty, as if they were stranded castaways, and they appeared to be making some kind of camp in the middle of a jungle.
"Yeah," Greg replied. "It's one of those survival shows, but the big twist is that the contestants, always a man and a woman, are required to be completely naked-at least when they first get there. Sometimes they fashion make-shift loin-cloth type things."
"You sure know a lot about this show," Dad quipped. Greg blushed and Stephanie couldn't help but let out a giggle. But Dad was also apparently curious, because when he saw that the DVR had been recording this channel he scanned back to where the show began.
"Honey, seriously?" Mom said.
"I'm just trying to get how this show gets started," Dad said. "I mean, it sure seems like it would be distracting to have to do that naked. Are they married?"
"No," Greg said. "They are always complete strangers." Clearly he had seen several episodes of this show.
Sure enough, the show's introduction of the contestants specified that they'd be meeting for the first time when they got dropped off at their survival location and made to strip down. In this particular episode the guy was a fireman who liked to do extreme sports, so he seemed in pretty good shape for survival. The woman was an ER doctor who had served in the Air Force. They would be required to last seven days in the wilderness-in this case a jungle in Laos-with only one or two items from a survival wish list. The guy got a flint and a small pocket knife. The woman got an empty plastic bottle and a fish hook.
Both contestants were being transported separately to the meeting point, both expressing a bit of anxiety about being naked, but they were also pumped up about proving they could survive with no significant survival gear or tools. As soon as they were dropped off they took off all their clothes, including underwear, and handed it over to what must've been an assistant to the camera person. Then they started walking toward the meeting point.
"I can't believe anyone would do this," Mom said as the two naked strangers finally saw each other from a distance that was steadily closing.
Stephanie couldn't believe it either, but she was used to shock TV shows like this. She was genuinely curious to see how the two would react to each other's naked bodies. Although their genitals were blurred out it was apparent that they were both in pretty decent shape, even fairly attractive. And here they were, meeting for the first time completely in the nude.
There was definitely a bit of awkwardness as the two shook hands and exchanged names (Jack and Sarah) and what they did for a living. They would also have quick cut-scenes where the contestants recalled what they were thinking and feeling in those moments. In the woman's cut-scene she said, "As a doctor, particularly an ER doctor, I see naked people practically every day, so I'm pretty much immune to it, doesn't shock me. But I could tell Jack was doing his best to maintain eye-contact with me. It was actually very gentlemanly of him."
Stephanie immediately glanced over at Greg. He was watching the show.
Sarah continued, "I knew that it was going to be awkward no matter what, and I also knew that I had to get along well with Jack if we were to help each other survive, so I decided to just let him get the staring out of his system right away."
The show cut back to their introductory exchange, and Sarah said, "Look we're going to be naked for the next week, and survival needs to be our focus. Distractions can literally be fatal out here, so I want you to feel free to just get it over with and get it out of your system." With a big grin she held her arms out and did a slow turn in front of Jack, then added with in a playful tone, "Have a good long look!" Jack was grinning ear-to-ear and getting a good long look at her naked body. Sarah, in turn, did her own fair amount of staring, and with obviously provocative editing, they included a quick close-up of Sarah's face, apparently looking down at Jack's crotch, and raising her eyebrows in appreciation.
After a couple moments of that they laughed, even gave each other a light hug, then set off on their adventure. Stephanie and her family ended up watching the entire episode. Amazingly, throughout the rest of the show Jack and Sarah worked side-by-side as if they were fully clothed. The sexual tension was pretty much gone.
Throughout the episode, Stephanie kept glancing over at Greg, and an idea-a crazy idea-started formulating in her head. Two phrases that the contestant Sarah had said kept resonating in her mind:
Just get it over with...
Get it out of your system...
Later, after everyone had gone to bed, Stephanie was wide awake under her covers, wearing simple cotton panties and t-shirt, her mind buzzing. Was she insane just thinking that the "Sarah Tactic" might be an good option to use on Greg? If she actually just whipped her shirt off and let him get an eyeful might that actually get him to calm down and behave more appropriately?
She giggled at the thought, at first chastising herself for even considering exposing her breasts to Greg. But she couldn't help but further consider the option, and she eventually came to the realization that if she were to do something like that, her approach and tone were still critical to its success. If she just cornered him and took her shirt off, her brother would get an eyeful but he could also likely freak out, just as he might if she were to scream at him.
No, she had to be more thoughtful about it. And she would have to commit. If she merely took her shirt off but still wore a bra, he would definitely get much more exposure to her breasts, but not much more than he had certainly seen whenever they went swimming and she wore a bikini. She would have to be completely topless. And she would have to allow him a good long look, no quick flashes. She would have to allow him to burn the image of her naked breasts into his brain. Then, hopefully, finally knowing exactly what his sister's big breasts looked like, he would start staring less often now that the mystery being gone.
Stephanie decided she would have to set some other ground rules to ensure he behaved properly in the moment. She also thought to herself, "Hell, this might be a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for me to get a favor in return from my brother!" Her parents had told her that they would permit her to spend the summer in the house rent-free and without getting a job so long as she agreed to help with general chores around the house, from vacuuming to mowing the lawn to replacing a toilet valve, whatever came up. The same applied to Greg, and Dad was an equal opportunity chore-giver. He simply divided up the chores and projects he and Mom wanted to get done that summer, and the kids were expected to pull their wight.
"I think I can get Greg to agree to take on more of a workload than me," Stephanie thought. With a slightly evil grin she reached her hands up and pushed her two braless breasts together under her thin shirt. Until well past midnight she mapped out her scheme in her mind...
THE MOMENT
Another two days passed before the opportunity arose. The weekend was approaching, and Stephanie and Greg's father surprised their mother by announcing he was taking her on a romantic three-day weekend trip for their 24th Wedding Anniversary.
"The twenty-fourth?" Mom had said, puzzled. "Wouldn't it be more appropriate to do something special for the twenty-fifth?"
Dad had retorted with a grin, "Then it wouldn't be a surprise!" That was Dad, hopeless romantic and goof ball rolled into one.
Dad gave Mom barely a day to pack for their weekend trip to some cozy bed-and-breakfast on a lake abbot two hours' drive from home. He lectured the kids about behaving, keeping the place clean, continuing with their chores, no parties, etc. But neither parent was worried; they were fortunate to have more or less well-mannered kids. Then on a Friday morning they were both gone practically in a ball of dust, Dad being eager to beat the weekend getaway traffic.
After seeing them off, Stephanie went into the kitchen to get something to drink, finding some iced tea in the fridge. She heard Greg enter the kitchen a moment later and heard him grumble a bit. She turned and saw he was looking at a freshly printed list of chores for the two of them to do that weekend.
Greg said, "Dad added a note: 'I will be checking on the completion of these items when I get back home. Have a fun weekend without us, but don't be complete couch potatoes.' Gee, thanks, Dad." Greg crumbled the paper.
Stephanie walked over, flattened the paper back out and, and scanned through the list. There were about a dozen tasks for Greg, the same number for her. She grimaced, some were gross, like cleaning the toilets, deep cleaning the pool filter, things like that. When she hatched her plan, she would ensure that Greg first agreed to take on most, if not all, of these tasks.
Suddenly Stephanie blushed. It struck her that she had been seriously ready to expose her naked breasts to her brother, and she'd been thinking about it it so much she was almost looking forward to it. It had become her mission. But could she really, really go through with it?
She glanced from the list to Greg. He was staring at her tits. She rolled her eyes.
Yes. Yes, she could.
LIQUID COURAGE
Yes, Stephanie still felt she could, but as the day wore on she began losing her nerve. She procrastinated through doing a few of the chores, but only the silliest, easiest ones, such as dusting the ceiling fans. If she moved forward with her plan, she wanted to reserve the more labor-intensive ones for Greg to agree to before he saw her fleshy mounds.
She knew she had to make a decision sooner rather than later. Greg had also immediately set out on his tasks, but his intent was to knock them out as quickly as humanly possible so that he could, in fact, become a couch potato as soon as possible. Stephanie knew that probably the only thing he was thinking about when he was not starting at his sister breasts was the XBox One waiting to be played.
They both paused for dinner, munching on leftovers and watching a little TV, not conversing much. As she finished up, Stephanie went to put her dishes in the sink, and she passed Dad's treasured wet bar on the way. A new twist to her scheme suddenly presented itself. She quickly dropped her dish in the sink, then ran back and plopped onto the couch, knowing full well that her large breasts would bounce heavily and sensually in the movement.
Sure enough, Greg's eyes immediately left the already forgotten show on the TV and looked at Stephanie. Or more specifically, at Stephanie's chest. She was wearing another thin v-neck t-shirt, and she had a bra underneath. She was also wearing little jean shorts, which, had Greg ever bothered to look, would display a pert round ass. But that didn't matter now because certainly there was no reason for her to get anything other than topless soon.
"Greg," she said, looking directly at him. "I have a crazy idea."
"And that is?" he asked, eyes glued to her mounds.
"Let's get drunk."
At this, Greg actually managed to break his gaze from his sister's tits and make eye contact. His eyes were wide in surprise. "Seriously?"
"Yes," Stephanie said. "Well, maybe not completely pass-out hammered, but I think we deserve to cut loose a little." She looked past his shoulder over toward the wet bar.
Greg turned his head to see what she was looking at, then turned back to her. "My god, you are serious!" He laughed. "But Dad would kill us."
"We're adults. Heck, I'm almost twenty."
"But in Dad's eyes, we're lightyears from twenty-one. He barely allowed me two sips of beer on my eighteenth birthday."
Stephanie leaned in a little, supporting herself on her arms, causing them to squish her boobs together a little. Greg gulped and struggled with eye-contact.



She said, "Look, at this moment in time, you and I have clean records. We've never gotten into serious trouble, our grades have always been good. We're such fucking goodie-goodies that I can see you actually blushing because I just used the F-word."
He uttered a nervous chuckle.
Stephanie continued, "Anyway, Dad would have to find out first, wouldn't he? I mean, come on." She jumped up and let her tits bounce noticeably before him before turning and heading toward the bar. "Come here."
He quickly got up and went to the bar. She went behind it and he sat on a stool on the outside. She started looking at all the bottles. "We should probably stick to something that he has a good supply of. He'll definitely notice if we empty the final few sips of one of his fancy scotches, but here look." She grabbed a bottle of Skyy vodka that was already opened and three-quarters full. "We could do a few shots of this and Dad would never notice."
"We could probably drain it and Dad wouldn't notice," Greg said. To answer Stephanie's puzzled look, he added, "You know Dad, he only likes the good high-end stuff. I even heard him say 'shit like Skyy is for when the neighbors visit and want stupid Cosmopolitans or Lemon Drops.'"
Stephanie laughed openly, quite fully aware that her breasts moved and swayed nicely to her laughter. Greg of course definitely noticed this, too, but he also laughed as well.
She said, "You do a good impression of Dad. And you definitely are very observant of what he likes to drink. Okay, so we'll stick to the bottom shelf stuff." She added with a wink, "I mean, we're still teenagers, so I guess that's sort of what's expected of us, right?"
"Oh yeah," Greg said. "He's got that Chopin vodka there, too, which he has mentioned is damned expensive, but I know I wouldn't be able to tell the difference between the two, because he's never given me the chance!"
Stephanie smiled at her brother. "Okay, so we're really doing this. What do you want?"
Greg grimaced. "Oh god, I have no idea. I think I might just steal one of his beers out of the fridge."
"Boring!" Stephanie cried out. "We're going for the hard stuff. Tell you what, I'll make you a vodka with cranberry juice, on the rocks. You won't taste much alcohol in that."
"You really know your drinks," Greg said, "after only one year of college."
"It's college," Stephanie said with another wink. "To be honest, I only drank at one party, just a couple shots of nasty tequila. Go get some ice, please." When he was back she started mixing his beverage. "This will only be the second time I've drank in months. Here you go."
He leaned back. "No way, I'm not touching that until you have one too. For all I know you have a spy cam hidden somewhere, and you're trying to catch me in a sting!"
"You've seen way too many cop shows." She laughed and started making her own drink, a vodka tonic. She raised her glass. "To being bad sometimes!"
"Here here!" They clinked.
An hour later they were starting their third drink. Stephanie had a good buzz going, and she knew Greg wasn't feeling any pain either. This was where she wanted them to be. Liquid courage for both of them once she revealed her plan.
Greg was getting a little wobbly on the stool, so she suggested they head back to the den. He plopped on the couch, nearly spilling his drink, and she sat in Dad's recliner near him. It was now or never.
"Greg," she said quietly, twirling the ice in her glass. "I need to tell you something, and then I have a proposition, and I want you to keep an open mind and let me say what I have to say before you respond, okay?"
As usual, Greg had been pretty much focused on Stephanie's tits, but after hearing what she said he once again made good eye contact. He could tell she was serious, and he suddenly had a worried look on his face. It endeared him to her.
"Don't look so upset," she said. "I promise you that I am not mad at you. I am not upset. I am just concerned about a little something, and I want to just get it out there and find a way to move past it."
He stared at her, right in her eyes. "My god, Steph, what did I do?" He was genuinely nervous.
She realized she was only inadvertently building this up to something bigger than it was, so she took another gulp of her drink and dove in. "Greg...for a long time now you have developed...kind of a bad habit." She took another drink. "In fact, you're doing it now."
Greg blinked, and for what seemed like the first time he realized what he was doing. He had let his gaze drop back to her breasts. When he glanced up at her eyes again she nodded.
"Yes," she said softly. "That's it. I really, really would prefer that you stop openly staring at my chest. It is very awkward for me. And if you do this to other girls it will make them feel awkward too. It will make some feel objectified, and a few probably even angry."
Greg looked down again, but this time way down, into his own lap. Without looking he set his drink on the side table and put his hands to his face. In a muffled voice he said, "Oh god, Steph, I'm so sorry. I'm so, so sorry."
"Greg, it's-"
"No, no! I'm so embarrassed. I'm an idiot, please don't hate me."
It was clear from his tone that her brother was genuinely ashamed. Stephanie had wanted to send a clear message, but she did not want to make him feel like a complete pervert. She set her own drink down and moved next to him, putting her hand on his back. He winced at her touch at first, as if he was thinking of literally running away, but he settled down eventually. They sat for several minutes in silence. She thought he might have cried a little. One thing for sure is that he was no longer looking at her. Not just her breasts but her whole person. He was practically turning his body away from her.
"Greg, look at me."
"No way."
"Greg, seriously. Look at me."
Slowly he lifted his face from his hands and moved his head towards her. But it was almost silly; his eyes were closed.
"Greg, it's okay, I swear. Open your eyes."
He slowly cracked one eye open, then the other, both watery. But both focused squarely on her own eyes.
"See, I know you can do this. When you focus, you can do this."
He blinked slowly. "But I'm still an idiot. You think I'm a pervert."
"No," she said quickly. "I don't, I swear. It's not like that." She took one of his hands in hers, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "In fact, in an odd way, I'm rather flattered."
He gave a nervous giggle, "Really?"
"Yes, I mean...I'm fortunate to have a...full figure, and girls do like to be admired by guys."
"But I'm your brother."
"Yes, and that's part of it. A big part, obviously. But I also want to help you with this, because I care for you, and I want to help you to avoid awkward situations with other girls, girls you may want to date."
"How can you help me?" he asked, innocently.
"That leads us to my proposition," she said, reaching for her drink, then handing him his. They each took another sip, and she continued: "I think part of your issue is that you're curious of the unknown."
"Curious of the unknown?"
She nodded. "Let's just get blunt here. Boys like boobs. You definitely like boobs. And I've got big boobs. Huge ones."
"Enormous ones!" he blurted, then went beet-red.
Stephanie let herself laugh. "Exactly! Monster boobs! It's okay, that's what the booze is for, to just acknowledge the elephant in the room."
"You mean the two elephants in the-oh, that doesn't really make sense."
"But now you're getting the point. In this moment we are going to be open about my boobs and your obsession with them. So, you ready to hear my proposition?"
"Sure," he said, brining his glass to his lips.
"I'm going to let you see them."
Greg didn't quite pull off the cliche spit take, but he came damned close and managed to put his hand to his mouth as his sip of vodka cranberry nearly blasted into Stephanie's face.
Then there was understandably a long awkward moment of silence.
Stephanie broke it: "The idea came to me when we watched Naked and Afraid." She saw her brother's eyes start to get really wide, but she quickly added, "No, I'm not suggesting that the two of us get completely nude and start rummaging for food in the back yard. I mean, to just get it out of your system, to just get it over with, I am willing to let you look at my naked breasts."
He just stared at her.
"There are conditions," she said at last.
Greg sat back a little, completely ignoring his drink now. He said quietly, "Why would you do that?"
She swallowed, suddenly getting a little nervous. "Like in the show. We just get it over with. You get a good long look at my boobs, then the mystery is gone. You'll get it out of your system, and then moving forward I'll be able to walk in the same room as you, start a conversation, and know that my brother is talking to me, not to my tits."
He was clearly trying to process this, but something she had just said finally sank in, and he asked, still quietly, almost in a whisper, "What are the conditions?"
"Well," she said, her nervousness temporarily becoming masked by the more conniving twist to this scheme, "you need to make it worth my while."
"In what way?"
Stephanie suddenly realized she pretty much had her brother hooked. He was probably rationalizing that if there was even a one-percent chance of being able to look at his sister's naked breasts, he was willing to consider agreeing to just about any condition.
She tried not to grin.
She said, "That list of chores we have to complete before our parents get back...I want you to do my half as well as yours."
Greg appeared to contemplate this for a moment. He asked, "Fully exposed or in a bra?"
"Fully exposed."
"If I agree, how long?"
"How long what?"
"How long do I get to look at them?"
Stephanie hesitated. She knew she'd have to give him a "good long look," but she hadn't actually considered an exact timeframe. She began the more bizarre negotiation of her life.
"A full minute."
He laughed.
She blushed. "Well, how long were you thinking?"
He shrugged. "The weekend."
It was Stephanie's turn to almost do a spit take. "The weekend!? Are you insane?"
He shrugged gain, "I figured you could just go topless for the rest of the weekend while we do our chores. Sort of like how the two contestants went about their business after they got the awkwardness out of the way."
Needing a minute to think, and seeing that they had both just finished their drinks, Stephanie used this as an excuse to grab their glasses and take them to the bar. She emptied the ice from the glasses into the sink and called back to him, "No way."
Greg got up and moved back to the stool. When she looked at him she was pleasantly surprised that his gaze was squarely on her eyes. He was getting into this. His liquid courage was definitely kicking in.
He said, "If you want me to do every one of your chores, in addition to mine, I think I deserve more than just sixty seconds." He pointed to the bottle of vodka and she took the cue to start making fresh drinks. She didn't think they should be drinking any more, but keeping busy with her hands helped her think.
Greg started up again, "How about an hour per chore."
"An hour per?"
"Yeah," he said. He popped into the kitchen and came back with the list. "You had thirteen tasks to complete. How many have you done so far?"
She handed him his drink and glanced at the list. "Four," she said.
"Okay," he said, taking the list back. "So nine hours of you topless as I complete the rest of the tasks. So basically one topless day instead of the whole weekend."
"Greg, no fucking way."
He laughed and put a hand up. "Okay, okay. So then I'll still offer you an hour per chore. I do two chores, I get two hours. If you only think you can handle one hour, I only do one of your chores."
Stephanie shook her head and took a sip. "You're still thinking I'd even be willing to go topless for a full hour. That's out of the question."
"So then how long were you thinking you'd be willing to go?" He took his own sip, "Because it had better be a hell of a lot longer than one lousy minute!"
"God, Greg," she said, shaking her head again. "I guess I was thinking...maybe...I don't know, five minutes. Tops."
She could tell that he was disappointed, but at the same time she had just given him a very specific length of time during which he could stare at his own sister's naked boobs. He was definitely in Dreamland if he thought he'd get an hour, let alone nine, but five minutes would be a good enough time to memorize every detail of her breasts, every curve, each pert nipple, the size of her aureolas, even the barely visible little veins under her warm soft skin...
"Ah hell," he blurted. "I give in. I'll take the five minutes, but I'm only doing half of your remaining chores." He glanced at the list again. "So...say five chores, five maximum!"
She jumped on this, "But I get to choose which five!"
"Deal!"
They clinked glasses and Stephanie finally thought holy shit what have I just agreed to do!
EXPOSURE
Drinks in hand the siblings went into the den once more. Greg took his usual place back on the couch. Stephanie stood in front of the couch. She figured she would just whip off her shirt, unclasp her bra and stand there, probably close her eyes, and let him stare with wild abandon. But she needed something else first. She grabbed her iPhone off the coffee table and set a timer for five minutes. She would start the time and then take her shirt off. That would give her just a few extra seconds of modesty, and she doubted he'd complain once he was staring at her pink nipples.
She looked at her brother. Amazingly, and somewhat ironically, he was watching her eyes, not the part of her that she was about to expose. His gaze actually made her self-conscious, so she said, "You know, it's the last time, but for the next few minutes you're actually allowed to stare directly at my chest."
"I know," he said, his eyes not wavering from hers, "I will."
She let out a long breath. "Okay then, time for the show." She took another sip, a big sip, realizing she would have to set her drink down to take off her top. She started to do so, then stopped, realizing she had other conditions. "Wait, one ground rule."
His eyes narrowed. "Which is?"
She said, "No touching."
He blinked at her.
"Yes, exactly how that sounds. No touching me, and...no touching yourself."
He snorted into his glass. "I think I can handle that."
"Okay..." A bit more hesitation, a couple more sips.
"Steph," he said, "just get it over with."
"Yes," she replied. "You're right. Just get it over with." With that, she set down the glass, took another big breath, and reached for the bottom of her shirt. Now that she was committed, she made it quick. Off came the shirt, and when her shirt was momentarily covering her face heard her brother gasp in surprise, probably to this moment not expecting her to actually do it, and then she reached back and unclasped her bra. She was about to let it drop, but she suddenly realized she'd forgotten to start her timer!
With the clasp undone she held the bra cups up to her overflowing breasts and said, "Greg, please start my timer!"
"What? Oh!" He set his glass down and grabbed her iPhone. "Um...the phone is locked."
"Shit," she said realizing that although she wasn't fully exposed Greg was getting a good several extra seconds of his bra-clad sister. "It's four-four-five-five-six-six, quickly please."
"Got it." He opened her phone and got it going.
"Thank you." She hesitated again until he sat down, and she could see this time, finally, he was very clearly staring at her chest. "Here we go." She relaxed her ams and shucked out of her bra, letting it drop to her side.
Stephanie was now topless, naked, fully exposed from the waist up. Her brother drank it in. His mouth went slack and his eyes glazed over. Stephanie felt very weird about it, so she closed her eyes as she told herself she would. All she could do now was hold up her end of the bargain. Instinctively, she reached up and gave her breasts the briefest of squeezes as she always habitually did after removing a bra she'd worn all day. She caught herself and dropped her hands, but not before she heard almost a groan from Greg.
Jesus, she thought. I'm doing it. I'm letting my brother get it out of his system. Once and for all.
Seconds ticked by...how much longer, how much longer? She asked that out loud.
"You'll know when the timer goes off," Greg replied in a throaty tone.
With her eyes closed, and being so buzzed, Stephanie felt a bit wobbly, and when she sensed that she was perhaps leaning a bit too far in one direction she abruptly straightened herself. She heard another gasp from Greg and realized that her sudden movement had made her large breasts jiggle and sway.
And her arms were getting tired. She lowered them somewhat and rested her hands on her hips at first. Then she slowly reached back and let her hands clasp behind the small of her bare back. It occurred to her that this would have the effect of making her already large breasts thrust out just a little more and make quite the eyeful for her brother. She also realized that he was enjoying the gaze of not just her boobs, but her smooth flat tummy and slender shoulders as well. The image of her beauty and sensuality would be burned into his brain in these short minutes, and she hoped it would be enough to carry on like a normal brother and sister afterwards...
She felt wobbly again and decided to open her eyes. It was no surprise to her that her brother's gaze was squarely on her big bare breasts. She still felt self-conscious, but she was committed to her bargain. She only wished she knew how much time was left, surely just another minute or two, but she couldn't tell for sure because her brother had set her phone face-down on the coffee table.
Looking at brother, Stephanie regarded how intently he was staring at her. He was leaning forward, his eyes slightly squinted, as if she were a hundred yards away. He clearly wanted to take in every detail, every minuscule freckle, the color of her flesh, her nipples...her nipples...
Stephanie glanced down at her own breasts and found that her nipples were absolutely rock hard. She wished she could blame it on the cold, but the room was quite warm. She had to admit that her nipples were hard for purely sensual reasons. She was naked in front of her own brother, yes, but there was a slowly creeping thrill affecting her due to the fact that she was voluntarily exposing herself to a man who was openly gazing. It was a moment of pure exhibitionism and voyeurism. She didn't recall being intrigued by exhibitionism or voyeurism before, but now that she was engaging in it, she found that it was exciting. Perhaps even...a turn-on?
She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, telling herself that she couldn't possibly get turned on. Not in front of her brother! She could fantasize later all she wanted about flashing her tits to other guys, and perhaps she could experiment with the idea during private moments of masturbation in bed or in the shower. But not here, in the den, with Greg!
She opened her eyes again, trying to remain calm, willing the countdown clock to go faster, but then something else sent her already rapid heart rate in to overdrive: Greg was adjusting himself! He was so enthralled with his sister's naked breasts that he must've formed tunnel vision, not even remotely realizing that she had her eyes open and was witnessing him reach to his jeans-covered crotch and adjust what was clearly a fully grown-



"Oh my god," she screamed in her mind, "he's got a fucking boner!"
Now it was Stephanie's turn to stare directly at the private area of her brother. There was no denying the fact that he had a full erection. And Christ what a large bulge, Stephanie realized. What the hell was her brother packing down there, a baseball bat?
He adjusted himself again, and again, as the seconds ticked by. His jeans must be getting very tight, she pondered, because it was every few seconds he would adjust again. But then, and again there was no denying it, but then he kept his hands on his boner.
And he squeezed!
He was fucking squeezing his own cock over his jeans while he stared at his sister's tits. Stephanie opened her mouth to bark at him about the no-touching rule, but just as she was about to speak she felt a new sensation that left her speechless.
She was getting wet!
She was getting wet, and her vagina gave an involuntary twinge. Her pussy was lubricating itself for sex. She was now officially turned on. It was like she was losing control of her own body. And watching her brother gently massage his erection wasn't helping. She was drunk, he was drunk and this was getting way too weird, and she knew she had to say something. But before she could find the words he startled her by suddenly standing.
"Wh-what are you doing?" she stammered, resisting the urge to cover her breasts with her arms.
"May I get closer?"
"I...uh..."
"I promise to respect the rule: no touching. But you said nothing about getting a closer look."
She almost told him that he'd already sort of broken the rule by rubbing his cock over his pants. But in thinking about that image, she looked again at his crotch and saw his erection very clearly and largely pushing his pants outward. Whether he was aware of his clearly obvious arousal or not didn't seem to matter, he just wanted a closer look at her tits.
"Please," he pleaded, already stepping slowly around the coffee table and toward her. "I'm sure I only have about a minute or two left. I just want one last good look, and I promise it'll be out of my system."
"Fine," she said, figuring what the hell, that buzzer is going to sound any second now. Whether he stares at her from six feet away or two, what difference would it make?
Well, it made a huge difference, because as soon as she gave consent he practically warped the last few feet over to her and fell to his knees and got his face within inches-inches!-of her tits. For a split second Stephanie thought her brother was going to bury his face in her chest, so she flinched back a little. This only served to make her big boobs jiggle and sway as she re-steadied herself. Greg was practically drooling, and even moaning a little.
"Steph," he said horsely, "your breasts are absolutely the most beautiful, the most perfect, the most wonderful breasts on this planet. I swear."
Stephanie looked down at him. His voice had trembled as he said it. Yes, he was drunk and clearly turned on beyond belief, but she could clearly hear the sincerity in his voice. In almost a whisper, she said very lovingly, "Thank you, Greg."
She started to reach a hand up to run her fingers through his hair, but she caught herself in time and simply readjusted her hand back to her hip. What the hell was wrong with her? She almost lost herself in a sensual moment with her brother, and she was wet to the point that her panties were most certainly soaking. God, he was close enough to her that he might even be able to smell her arousal!
Whereas Stephanie was barely a couple of inches over five feet tall, her brother was very tall, six feet even. On his knees his face was pretty much level with her breasts, and he was so close now he could almost touch a nipple were he to simply dart out his tongue. The thought of a man licking or biting her nipples while she was in such a state of arousal caused Stephanie's pussy to clench up again, and again. Her body didn't care that a blood relative was in front of her. It was sensing a mature male body with a full erection, ready for intercourse, a male body with muscles and warmth and seed...
The iPhone started vibrating. The alarm.
Neither sibling moved. The vibrating continued. Stephanie knew that Greg wouldn't move or hardly even blink until she ordered him to. She had every right to reach for her shirt and cover right back up. But she hesitated. She gave her brother the bonus seconds he had probably been praying for. She admitted to herself that she was in an incredible state of euphoria, she was almost high, and she too wanted it to last for just a moment more.
But the longer she stood there looking down at her brother, the stronger was the urge to reach up, lace her fingers through the hair behind his head, and thrust his face the final couple of inches to her naked flesh. Christ, the urge was strong. She figured the urge was even stronger for him to just shoot forward, bury his face in her cleavage, perhaps even pull her down and rape her. The alcohol fueled teenage hormones were raging within both siblings to the point that should one of them be cut open the blood would be boiling hot.
In the softest, most sensitive tone she could muster, Stephanie said, "Greg."
No response. It was as if he was hypnotized.
"Greg, please...I'm sorry, but the time is up." The iPhone continued to vibrate. Stephanie did finally reach her hand up to him, but only to touch her fingers to his chin and gently move his gaze up to face her eyes. "The time is up."
He blinked at her, swallowed a couple of times, then nodded. He slowly stood, and as he did so he looked at her breasts again, and she let him. Another minute would not make any difference. She would let him watch her put her shirt back on. Well, she would actually let him watch her put her bra on first, to hide those still rock-hard nipples, then put her shirt on. As a final reward for his sticking to the rules-sort of-she would do all this facing him, rather than modestly turning her back to him.
She waited until he sat back down. First he stopped the iPhone's alarm. Then, as he sat, he winced, and it was clear that he was still very aroused, still very hard, and the confinement of his erection in his pants could not be very comfortable at all. And here she was, topless in front of him, keeping him in such a state. Not just that, she was giving her brother lots of bonus time to keep looking at her nudity, because she hadn't yet reached for her bra and shirt. There was a reason for that.
SHE was staring.
Stephanie slowly, far too slowly, came to the realization that she was now openly staring at her brother's bulge. She just couldn't believe how much it was tenting out her jeans. He must be hung like a horse, she thought. Then she squeezed her eyes shut, mentally chastising herself for contemplating the length and girth of her own brother's penis! She had to get a grip-
She let out a short clipped laugh.
Get a grip, no pun intended, she mused in her alcohol-addled brain. She had to regain control of her thoughts and urges and put this display to and end once and for all. Any second now he would realize that she had so far made no move to cover up after the five-minute limit, and he would probably look at her face to see what she was doing, and he would see-
"Steph?"
She blinked, "Hmm?"
"You're the...um, you're the one staring now."
"Oh?" She blinked again and pulled her eyes from his crotch to his face, only to see he was looking directly into her eyes now, and there was even the slightest of grins on his face.
"Nonsense," she said quickly, ridiculously in denial.
"Steph, please," her brother chided. "It's no worries. And I'm...well, sorry for my...physical reaction."
He made as if to adjust himself again, causing her to look down again. But he stopped himself. He actually looked down at his own crotch, realized that there was simply no way to disguise such a noticeable bulge, then dropped his arms to his sides and leaned back a little.
She managed to revert her eyes to his face again and said, "What are you doing?"
He gave her a puzzled look. "I'm doing nothing. Well, I'm still looking if you're still showing."
"What? Oh, god, yes!" She felt so stupid in that moment, blushing profusely, almost just remembering that she was still completely topless! But she just couldn't bring herself to reach for her bra or shirt. Oddly enough, she was hoping to keep him distracted by her exposed breasts, yet in the manner in which he had sat back, somewhat relaxed despite his arousal, he had regained a sense of composure.
Was he getting used to seeing her topless? Had her plan worked? Had he gotten it out of his system?
"Steph?" She heard his voice almost as a distant echo, the blood in her head was thumping her eardrums.
"Wh-what?" she said softly.
"Do...do you need to just get it over with now?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean," he glanced down at his own crotch, then back up to her again and gave a nervous laugh. "You're staring again."
She blushed even redder. "Well," she stammered, "well, it's just that I...I mean you are so..."
Her mouth went dry, and she swallowed. Dammit, she cursed herself, she just had to know.
"Greg, how big is it?"
It was his turn to blush again. "Excuse me?!"
"You heard me." It was as if someone else was speaking through her. Half of her mind was screaming inwardly that she was an absolute sick pervert to even ask such a question. But the other half of her mind could think of only one thing: her brother's cock.
"I don't...well, I don't really know," he said. "I've never actually taken a tape measure to it, if that's what you mean."
"Why are you still so hard?"
"Well, because you're still topless, and you're sexy. I'm sorry!"
"Don't be sorry," she whispered. "I'm actually flattered."
"Thank god," he said, relaxing a bit, and in that moment of ease he instinctively reached a hand up and adjusted himself. He stopped abruptly when he heard her gasp. "Sorry!"
"Don't be sorry," she repeated. "I'm the one who should apologize. You must be very uncomfortable."
"Well," he said, shrugging sheepishly. "If I have to admit, yes. But it'll go away."
They stared at each other for a number of silent moments.
"It's not going away," she said.
"I know," he groaned.
"Greg," she said, about to ask him something, but she stopped herself, closing her eyes.
"What?" he said.
Fuck it, she thought. Just get it over with.
"You can...you can take it out if you want."
She opened her eyes and saw him starting at her in disbelief, his mouth open.
"Are you asking me what I think you're asking?" he said.
She swallowed again and nodded. "Yes. You can take your pants off if you want."
"What about my underwear?"
"Y-yes, that too. You got to see me, now I get to see you."
"Really?"
She nodded.
Greg hesitated only for a second, giving his sister one last questioning look. It was a delicate moment. If he hesitates just a few seconds longer, she told herself, I'm going to run out of this room. But the moment passed quickly, and suddenly Greg was standing and unbuttoning his jeans. He quickly unzipped, then grabbed both his pants and underwear and pulled them down at the same time. When he straightened it was Stephanie's turn to open her mouth and gasp with wonder.
His cock was fucking huge.
Steph had only been with a couple of lovers in her young life, and the size of their penises were different but more or less "average" from what she figured. But her brother put them to shame. His penis was long, very long, with a slight curve, and it was thick, lord help her it was thick, long and thick and just absolutely perfect. Where Nature had gifted her with enormous breasts, Nature had in turn bestowed upon her brother a penis that would most certainly please many women throughout his life.
Then it twitched, and Stephanie practically fainted.
"Sorry," he mumbled, feeling a bit awkward, just standing there, naked from the waist down, his jeans and boxers in a puddle at his ankles.
"Greg, don't apologize for anything. You absolutely don't need to apologize for anything, just let me look."
It made for a very unusual but certainly erotic scene: a topless sister facing off with her bottomless brother, both giving each other an eyeful. Stephanie had to resist the urge to lick her lips when she saw Greg's cock twitch and bob again, causing a small amount of glistening precum to ever so slowly ooze from the tip.
It was Stephanie's turn to enter into a lust-crazed trance. Her mind raced with the thought of what it would be like to take the biggest cock she had ever seen in her life into her tight inexperienced vagina. Greg's penis was easily three or four inches longer than either of her former lovers. She envisioned herself squatting over her brother and impaling herself, or bending over the couch and feeling him shove that monster into her dripping pussy from behind...
But I can't! she screamed in her mind. I can't think of such things with my brother! Jesus, what are we doing? How did she let the situation get this far? She had to do something to defuse the situation before she went insane with her incestuous thoughts.
Clearly Greg's erection wasn't going to just subside on its own, not with her standing here, topless. But she still didn't want to put her shirt on. Her mind battled within itself, torn between lustful curiosity and proper reason. The solution she was about the propose seemed to come out of her mouth before her rational brain realized it.
"Greg, you may relieve yourself if you want."
He just stared at her. She nodded toward his long erection, then looked into his eyes and nodded again.
"Take care of it."
In a whisper he said, "Are you serious?"
"Yes," she whispered back. "But hurry or I'll change my mind."
He didn't need to be encouraged a third time. Like the horny teenager he was, Greg reached up a hand and grasped his penis, giving it a squeeze. They both gasped. Greg looked down at his own dick, then back up to his sister. Then he locked in on her breasts.
And started stroking.
Slowly...slowly at first. He didn't seem to be in any hurry to climax, though by the sound of his breathing and the ferocity of his erection, his body wanted to climax as soon as it could. Stephanie couldn't bring herself to believe that this was a real moment. She was really here, watching her own brother masturbate. She watched with detached fascination, and studied every detail about how Greg self-pleasured himself. He was left-handed, so naturally he was using his left hand. He had a good grip on his dick, but there was enough length that plenty of the tip and upper part of the shaft still stuck out, and there was a good bit of shaft exposed at the base two, just above his hairy testicles.
His testicles!
Oh god, Stephanie swooned inwardly, his balls are amazing too! They hung down just perfectly in the warm room. They were quite sizable, and they appeared full of semen to the point of bursting. She could only imagine the mess he would make once he finally blew. Unless by chance he had masturbated at some point before this whole adventure began, he would probably have quite a bit built up. Now she was curious to know just how much he could shoot out. How far would it travel?
His pumping sped up, just a little. He allowed himself a groan, then caught himself and looked Stephanie in the face. She caught his expression and nodded reassuringly.
"It's okay," she said. "I asked you to do it. Don't hold back on my account."
"God, Steph," he groaned again, momentarily closing his eyes. "Thank you, thank you so much! This feels so good." He grinned with foolish delight and pleasure as he stroked himself. "I thought my balls were going to explode inwardly."
"We don't want that," she said lightly, then added with a smirk, "Outwardly would be much better."
He looked at her again, not just at her breasts, all of her. She could feel him drinking her in, and she was giving him plenty to visually drink: literally the only clothing she was wearing were her little denim ultra-short short shorts over a pair of tiny thong panties. Her smooth legs and feet were bare. Her soft long hair was pushed back behind her, so he had full 100% sight of her massive breasts.
She knew he was openly lusting her now. She was purely a sexual object to him, and her intimate nudity was helping bring him to orgasm. Stephanie was now a visual stimulant, whose purpose was now to serve as an instrument of human sexuality. She felt a thrill of excitement. And her pussy started convulsing again.
There was no denying it: she wanted to have an orgasm too. She would stay here just long enough to watch her brother cum. She wanted to see him ejaculate, she wanted that image burned into her brain and fresh on her mind, and she would race up to her room and finger herself to her own intense climax.
"Oh god, Steph, yes!" Greg grunted.
She was startled, and by the way he had grunted out that exclamation, she thought his orgasm might be eminent. He was still stroking his shaft quite steadily, but what he was remarking on, and what Stephanie hadn't even realized she was doing, was the fact that at some point in her lustful haze she had reached up and had started massaging her ample breasts.
And it felt good.
Surprised at herself, Stephanie almost dropped her hands, but for the benefit of both her and her brother she kept them there, and she squeezed and massaged some more. She pushed them together, pushed them up, let them drop back down with a jiggle, all to Greg's delight and her own sensual pleasure. She ran her fingers over her hard nipples and felt bolts of electricity shoot straight from her breasts to her pussy.
Her pussy was soaked. And it ached for direct stimulation.
God, she wanted to just slide her fingers own her shorts in the worst way. Incredibly, Greg seemed to read her mind.
"It's okay," he said, paraphrasing her from a few moments ago. "Don't hold back on my account."
Stephanie bit her lip and paused in her self-massage. She said flatly, "Greg, what are we doing?"
"Just getting it out of our system," he replied, his own voice vibrating in time to his stroking. "We...we can blame in on the booze later."
She narrowed her eyes at him but made no move to stop what they were doing. She resumed her self-massaging.
He managed a grin, and suddenly, for what felt like the first time, Stephanie found her brother to be incredibly attractive. Glancing down at his enormous dick, with it's fat swollen purple head glistening with copious amounts of pre-ejaculate, she also realized why Greg always seemed to carry himself with a sense of what she would describe as "quiet confidence." He'd gained this confidence over the last couple of years. Clearly it coincided with puberty. His dick had probably grown in size and length substantially, and now, at just 18 years of age, Greg had a cock that would make male porn stars jealous of it and any female salivate for it. Any female.
Including her.
Stephanie swallowed, finding her mouth suddenly going dry despite almost simultaneously drooling at the sight of her brother masturbating. She wanted him. She wanted her own brother. She wanted him inside her. She felt as ashamed as she did turned on. She tried to tell herself she was just losing herself in the moment, seeing Greg not as her brother but as a virile man with a solid penis that she could use for pure pleasure. Just as he was gazing at her naked breasts for a visual stimulant, she was doing the same with his cock. Well, almost the same...



"Fuck it," she murmured aloud, and she dropped one hand to the top button of her tiny shorts. She popped it open and saw Greg's eyes go wide.
"Holy shit," he exclaimed as she unzipped shorts about halfway. This gave her just enough access to slide a few of her slender fingers inside them. As she felt her own smooth skin, she wondered if it would shock her brother if she were to reveal the fact that there pussy was shaved baby-bald smooth...
No, she told herself. I have to set a limit. If I take my shorts off, I might lose control all together and let my own brother have me. We both just need to cum, she reasoned with herself. He's going to climax any minute, and hopefully me too, and then we'll calm down and come to our senses. It would be difficult, but she had to reinforce a key rule.
She approached Greg, and he paused in his stroking, watching in wonder as she kept one hand on her breast, the other just inside her shorts.
"Remember the rule," she said. "No touching."
He swallowed, still frozen, because she kept getting closer. "Okay..."
"Back up a little," she said. He obeyed, stepping back until he was stopped by the couch up against his calves. She got directly in front of him then sat on the coffee table. She opened her knees a little, dug deeper into her shorts with one hand, then leaned back a little on the other. Her amble breasts moved slightly as her weight shifted, but they were still perky and perfectly round, almost defying gravity. Then Stephanie started playing with herself. When she saw Greg still wasn't moving, she glanced down at his dick, then back at him, and nodded.
"Keep doing it."
He didn't need to be told twice. Now at point blank range Greg started pumping his fist up and down on his hard dick with a new fury. As if to keep in time with him, Stephanie started fingering herself with equal intensity. Now that she was going the distance with him, something compelled her to try and achieve her climax at the same time. The last remaining semblance of rational thought was that whomever came first would probably start feeling awkward first, and that person might flee the room before the other could finish, and that would be so unfair...
She was close, she had no trouble stimulating her sopping wet pussy and completely engorged clitoris. Normally she needed her vibrator if she wanted to cum quickly, but she could already feel the warmth and tell-tale "pulsing" sensation she knew only too well that a big orgasm, a major one, was about to engulf her. And she was getting off with her own brother!
She looked at him. His eyes were narrowed to mere slits; he was resisting the urge to close them in his obvious throes of pleasure, but that would mean no longer seeing his hot topless sister who was masturbating right in front of him. Through her own haze of lust Stephanie smiled, admiring the honest wonder and attraction her brother had for her. And she could no longer deny that she was highly attracted to him too. She let her gaze drop back down to his midsection, and she wondered yet again at the sheer length and thickness of her brother's perfect cock. Were she to take over his stroking she didn't think she'd be able to close her fingers around it. It just looked absolutely menacing yet beautiful is it was being pumped toward a huge climax.
Stephanie now wanted to memorize as much of him, just as he was trying to do the same with her. Greg was still wearing a t-shirt, but he had lifted it up a little with his free hand so it wouldn't interfere with his masturbation. She could only see the lower part of his abdomen, but it was enough for her to tell that not only was his tummy nice and flat, like hers, it was even somewhat chiseled. My god, she thought, my brother not only has a huge cock, he's got a rockin' body to compliment it!
Just below Greg's perfect penis was a sizable set of testicles. She licked her lips as she saw them dangle and sway, clearly heavy with semen, as her brother jerked off. She noted that the pubic hair on his balls and round the base of his shaft was neatly trimmed and blended up nicely with his "happy trail" that lead to his belly button. And supporting this gorgeous body was a pair of legs that were clearly toned and muscular.
"Greg, you're so hot," Stephanie felt herself utter, and she added a groan as her pending orgasm built up.
"Oh, Steph...you too!" he grunted, quickening his stroking pace. "I've always thought you were so hot. So...beautiful!"
"Thank you, baby" she said, as if to a lover.
"You have such a perfect body, Steph," he said through clenched teeth. "Such. A. Perfect. Body!"
"Then take it in, baby," she cooed. "Watch my tits, watch me play with myself. Stroke your cock and get yourself off for me." She looked at him for a quick nervous moment, wondering if she let her dirty talk start getting too graphic, but she could tell he liked it, because his eyes widened in amazement, and he started grinning.
"Oh, I'll get myself off for you, Steph. I'm so close to cumming now. I'm gonna fucking explode."
"Me too," she cried. "I'm almost there. Cum for me, Greg," she begged. "Cum for me and I'll cum for you."
"Oh, Steph," he said, and he quickened his stroking to the point where she saw his fist only as a blur. His breathing became erratic and he started moaning constantly.
Stephanie stared directly at her brother's cock now, determined to have her eyes glued to it when he came, which she knew would instantly trigger her own orgasm. As Greg jacked his hand on his cock at lightning speed a steady stream of clear pre-cum was drooling from his tip, and the erratic motion of his pumping caused a glob of it to fly out and hit the inside of Stephanie's naked thigh, just below the hem of her short-shorts. She had to resist the urge to reach down and scoop it up and put it in her mouth. She let her gaze break from his cock to look at the dot of clear liquid on her thigh. Why was it turning her on so much to see just that little glob?
"Fuck," she said aloud.
Greg went with it, "Oh fuck, yeah, fuck. So fucking good. So close now, Steph!"
But her exclamation was because she was suddenly realizing in that moment that she wanted nothing more than for him to cum all over her. She was desperate for it. This was probably why it hadn't occurred to her to tell him to grab a towel or shirt or something to ejaculate into, otherwise it would make a big mess. But she wanted that mess.
All over her.
"Greg," she said, practically panting, almost out of breath. "I'm close, too."
"Oh god," he sputtered, "I can't believe you're gonna cum with me!"
"I am, baby," she said, liking the affectionate smile he made every time she called him "baby."
"You're making your own sister cum for you," she said. "And I'm watching my own brother jerk himself off to his own orgasm."
"Yessss..."
"But I want you to do one thing for me," she said, "and quickly, because I'm seriously about to cum, baby!"
"What?" he asked desperately. "Anything! Ask me to do anything!"
"I want you to cum on me," she cried out. "Just step forward and blow your load all over my tits!"
"Oh god! Yes, Steph, I'll do it! I'll so fucking do it!" He shuffled forward, continuing to pump his fist furiously on his dick. "I'm going to fucking cum on your tits."
"Do it, baby!"
"I am," he cried out. "Right now!"
"Yes," she panted. "Please, baby, shoot it on me!"
"Oh god, Steph! Stephanieeeeeee!"
Greg jerked and grunted and the rhythm of his stroking became suddenly quicker, then erratic and clumsy. Stephanie knew instinctively that this was the moment, the very second, when she was going to witness her brother, her own brother, climax in front of her. On her.
And he did! In a flash Greg stopped his fierce pumping and just gripped his shaft hard and low where it met his balls. He more or less pointed it toward Stephanie's chest, just a few inches away, but when his first blast of semen erupted from him the pressure was so great it overshot Stephanie's heaving tits completely and spattered partially on her right cheek and partially on her parted lips and even into her mouth!
Stephanie yelped in spurprise and closed her mouth in reflex, immediately tasting his salty warm spunk on her tongue. She managed to fight the urge to also close her eyes with the fear that his next shot should shoot into one or both of them, but the second volley of thick white cum spattered almost perfectly right up the valley between her breasts, instantly making what appeared to be a small white creek between her mounds.
"Oh Jesus, Steph!" Greg cried out, continuing to climax.
Still more cum shot out of Greg's cock, big thick ropes, one after the other, hardly losing pressure. Stephanie felt the wet warmth of his semen absolutely drenching both of her breasts, even a nipple; she felt it running along her neck and below her chin. She still tasted him in her mouth. It wasn't much since she had closed her mouth and he had bettered his aim, but what little there was she swallowed-
-and felt her own orgasm absolutely explode.
She screamed full volume in the throes of the most powerful self-induced orgasm she had ever given herself. "Ahh! Oh my fucking god, Greg, ohhh!" Her fingers continued to fly back and forth across her swollen clit. She was digging a couple of fingers into her vagina, too. Part her of orgasm-adled mind realized that she was probably exposing quite a good portion of the top of her shaved pussy, perhaps even her labia, but Greg now had his eyes closed and his head back as he jerked and pumped the final squirts of sperm out of his body.
As his own massive orgasm began to subside, he could no longer manage the pressure of the first few blasts, and the final smaller squirts of cum dropped down and coated Stephanie's tummy.
Stephanie didn't want to take her eyes off of Greg's beautiful still-hard cock, but she finally let herself close her eyes as her intense clitoral climax continued to overwhelm her senses. It just felt so fucking good.
"So fucking good," she groaned aloud.
"Oh yes, Steph," Greg panted. "Oh god yes."
Then a new sensation suddenly made Stephanie quickly open her eyes and look down at herself. She saw that, in his attempts to get as much of his ejaculate on Stephanie as possible, he had shuffled right up against the coffee table, his shins touching it. He was also leaning forward, so his upper body-his cock and balls-were now directly above Stephanie's midsection. And as Greg's orgasmic spasms had begun to subside, the last few strings of his semen hadn't shot out so much as they oozed down, dripping on her.
The new sensation was a final good sized glob of his seed dripping almost directly onto Stephanie's exposed pussy. Had her hand not been covering her pussy lips as she masturbated, his cum probably would have drooled directly between her labia, over her stiff little clitty...
The thought brought Stephanie over the edge again. She renewed the frenzy on her clit, let her head drop back again, and let the sensation of another powerful orgasm wash over her.
"Jesus, Greg!" She shouted. "I'm cumming so hard again, baby! Again! So hard!"
She panted and mewled like a naughty little girl. She practically drooled it was so powerful. She just couldn't believe it. But here she was, practically gagging and losing control of her own body, yet she somehow continued to support herself on her one arm while she used the other to stimulate her clit and pussy. This second orgasm lasted so long she started to feel her brother's cum cool and pool as it ran down her body. She still felt his stickiness on her cheek, on her lips...
Slowly, slowly Stephanie began to slow the movements of her fingers. She sensed that she had pushed her short-shorts down so much that were she to remove her hand Greg would have a clear view of her pussy. She lifted her had and opened her eyes to check on him, certain that he'd have his eyes glued to her cum-covered tits, the primary objects of his desire.
She blinked in brief confusion when she did not, in fact, see him standing over her. She lowered her gaze and discovered that he had finally sat back on the couch. He was sitting upright, and his pants were still down around his ankles. She could see his softening cock, still gloriously thick and long, and balls hanging down over the edge of the cushion. And yeah, he was staring at her all right.
But not at her tits.
He had been watching her masturbate with open wonder. He was still staring at that region, even though she had finally stopped moving her fingers. She had a brief moment of embarrassment, since what she had been doing is something considered so private, so intimate, that one really didn't do that in front of someone else, let alone a blood-related sibling! But the awkward feeling quickly subsided with the wider realization of how much the rest of her was exposed, and at how very, very much it was covered in semen.
She looked down at her tits and tummy. "Holy shit!" she exclaimed.
Greg's body jerked slightly, as if he'd just been jolted out of a trance. He looked up at her, then to her body. They both stared in open wonder at just how much cum he had produced.
"Jesus, Greg," she said, still trying to catch her breath. "Do you usually shoot this much?"
"Well," he said sheepishly. "I usually cum a lot, yes, but I would have to call this a record."
"A fucking world record!" Stephanie cried out. "You absolutely drenched me!"
He suddenly grinned proudly. "You said I could cum on you."
She laughed and sat up a bit straighter. Her supporting arm had gotten sore. She felt great globs of Greg's cooling semen start running down her body, dripping onto the coffee table.
"Baby, get me a towel or something," she requested.
Greg gave that new little smile he always did since she had started calling him "baby." He glanced around for a "towel" before quickly realizing that the closest and most convenient "towel" was his t-shirt. He stood, whipped it off and handed it to her.
"Thank you," Stephanie said, reaching out to take it. But her hand paused on the towel. She was catching the sight of her almost completely nude brother. Only his feet, which were covered by his pants and underwear, was out of her gaze.
She enjoyed the sight with a renewed appreciation for her young brother's physique. She had of course seen her brother shirtless countless times, and she knew he had a very nicely toned chest and stomach. But this was the first time she was able to admire how his chiseled lower abdomen blended naturally with his muscular upper thighs and groin. He had a bit of a shine to his skin; he had started sweating quite a bit as he had madly pumped himself to an orgasm. His penis was mostly flaccid now, but still so, so long, so thick and just motherfucking gorgeous.
"Uh, Steph?"
She blinked. It and giggled slightly. It had been her turn to get snapped out of a trance. She took the shirt and started mopping at her chest. As she did so she unconsciously licked her lips, and the renewed taste of her brother's cum tingled on her tongue. She glanced quickly up at him, wondering if he saw what she had just done. But his gaze was back on her chest again, mesmerized at the sight of her wiping his sticky sperm off of her naked flesh. He made no move to cover himself up.
She liked that.
There was so much to mop up. She needed both hands. After a slight hesitation, she took her masturbating hand from her pussy and pulled her shorts up a little, but not before Greg got a good look at the top of his sister's vagina. He now knew that she kept it shaved smooth.
After a few more minutes, and having had to turn his shirt inside out to be able to continue absorbing all the semen, Stephanie thought she had gotten most of it. She nodded satisfactorily as she looked over her body. Greg gestured with a finger, pointing toward her face. For a moment Stephanie was puzzled, then she remembered there was still a sizable glob on her right cheek.
"Oh, thanks," she said. She reached up and wiped it off with her fingers. For a split second she was insanely tempted to suck his cum off her fingers, but she knew Greg would absolutely pass out if he saw her do that so she wiped her fingers off on his shirt. She dangled it gingerly out toward him. He took it then did something that surprised him.
He finally stepped out of the pants and underwear around his feet. When she saw his toes Stephanie silently noted that was now looking at her brother 100% nude for the first time. He took his cum-soaked shirt, dropped it onto his pants, then sort of cocooned the sticky wet t-shirt with them. Satisfied that no part of his stained shirt would touch anything else, he set it aside, then dropped, still quite naked, onto the couch. He let out a long sigh and then just sat there, grinning stupidly at Stephanie.
She grinned back. Then they both laughed, hard, finally acknowledging the utter absurdity of their drunken erotic experience.
Wiping a tear from her eye, Stephanie said, "Greg, why are you now totally naked?"
He shrugged. "Well, it got really hot in this room as we built up to-well, you know-and I figured you've already seen the goods." He gestured his crotch, which got Stephanie to look down on it, which she didn't mind doing one bit. "And," he continued, "I'm still drunk and just figured I would like this moment to last as long as possible."
Stephanie realized she couldn't help but agree as evidenced by the fact that she, too, had not bothered to cover up after their shared orgasms. She stood, and it pleased her to know that her brother was once again openly admiring her big naked breasts. It also dawned on her that she hadn't bothered to redo the tiny little zip and single button of her little shorts. The fly was open, and the thin fabric of her skimpy panties-which were now completely soaked-could be seen peeking out underneath.
Yes, she was still quite drunk, too. And, incredibly, still fucking horny as hell. She looked down at her brother. She considered something. It only took a moment for her to admit something to herself.
She would let her brother fuck her if he wanted to.
She would let him. Because she wanted it. It was a profound realization that had struck her just a little while ago, and she was surprised with how comfortable she felt about admitting over and over in her head: I want him.
"Greg," she said quietly.
"Yes?"
"I'm sorry, but I need to take a shower. You got me very sticky, not to mention sweaty."
He looked a little disappointed, because the moment she walked away, this shared erotic experience would be over.
"Okay," he said in a sigh.
She smiled at him, took one more long look at her brother's cock, then turned to make her way to the stairs. She knew he was watching her as she walked away. She knew he was enjoying her naked back and round short-covered bottom. When she was about halfway up the stairs she stopped.
It took her only another moment to make another decision. She had already admitted to herself that she wanted him. Now she realized it was only a matter of time. She couldn't help but smile when she concluded what her inner voice was telling her:
Just get it over with.
"Greg?"
"Yes?"
"Care to join me?"
As she continued up the stairs she heard the sound of bare feet running quickly toward her, and she smiled...
TO BE CONTINUED
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Eighteen-year-old Kristin Davidge shut the front door behind her and listened to nothing but silence for several seconds. She was relieved to find that the house was empty. She had just gotten home from a particularly stressful day at school, and all she wanted was a little peace and quiet, even if for a short period of time. She dropped her book bag on the floor near the door, kicked off her sneakers, and padded directly up the stairs.
She entered her room, not bothering to close the door, and allowed herself to drop in one fell swoop onto her twin-size bed. Her short skirt flared out from her slender legs, but her white button-down shirt suddenly felt constricted.
"Dammit," she mumbled, lifting her head and looking at her chest. To her frustration, ehr breasts seemed to have grown even more in the last couple of weeks, and once again her shirt was too small. The material stretched across her mounds. Even though she was lying on her back, her boobs were just too naturally firm and pushed right up. The movement of the tight shirt rubbed against her sensitive nipples, which now poked out like a pair of little spikes.
Kristin knew from watching TV, movies and reading her mother's magazines like Cosmo and Allure, that large firm breasts were what men wanted and flat women wished they had. But right now, at barely 18 years of age, having big boobs was nothing but a terrible hassle. Puberty had been very cruel to her. Whereas almost all of her girlfriends had seen regular development with their breasts becoming larger and hips widening and becoming curvier, Kristin's own development seemed stalled.
Not even six months ago Kristin had only the mildest of mounds pushing only slightly out from her chest, and she had honestly begun wondering if she'd ever develop a bust. However, she was very skinny and only an inch or two over five feet, so along with her thin legs, flat tummy and perky but small rear, having small breasts fit just fine. Then, suddenly, as if a secret hormonal switch had been turned on in her body, it was as if Kristin's boobs had started growing and swelling overnight. Every couple of months since then her mother had to help her pick out new, larger bras, and none of her favorite little-girl shirts fit her anymore. Worst of all, her breasts ached. It didn't help that she had to keep her boobs clamped up in a stuffy bra all day so they wouldn't jiggle about at recess. Even together, the bra and the tight shirt could do nothing to stop (or hide) the fact that Kristin's breasts just kept getting bigger.
"Growing pains," her mother, Janice, had finally explained. At 41, Janice was a successful physical therapist with a PhD in Kinesiology, and she ran her own sports medicine clinic, so she definitely knew something about human anatomy. She went on: "Teenage boys and girls sometimes experience growing pains when they 'sprout' too fast. Usually it's felt in the knees or elbows as you go through a growth spurt, but for you, my dear, it's your breasts."
"Unfortunately," Mom added, "you inherited my genes. See?" She hefted her own large, very full pair of breasts swelling within her shirt. Kristin had seen her mother naked several times, and it was true that Mom's breasts were absolutely huge.
Watching her mother make funny faces as she squeezed her own big boobs, Kristin couldn't help but smile. Mom smiled back and said, "I too went through this awkward phase, being the last girl to...develop in school. I remember what it was like, dear."
Lying there on the bed, Kristin's aching breasts reminded her that they were still constricted by the bra and shirt. She sat up and removed them both. She held her bra up and double-checked the size: 32C. Her mother had warned that she would soon need a D, possibly even a DD. She wondered just how much her breasts would ultimately grow. She knew her mother was a 34DD, so it was quite possible that she would eventually grow all out of proportion to her skinny little body. Heck, it already felt like that!
Kristin caught her reflection in the mirror above her dresser, and she turned profile to study her jutting naked boobs. Yep, they definitely looked bigger. To her added frustration, she hadn't grown any taller. Her hips had started to flare ever so slightly, but whatever hormones God had seen fit to give her, He had definitely thrown 99% of them into her boobs!
At times like this, when her swollen chest ached really badly, Kristin's mom had advised her to massage them. "Just like you would rub your tired feet," Janice had explained, "or massage a stiff neck, it's a way to get the blood flowing and help you relax. It's perfectly normal."
Lying back on the bed, still wearing her short skirt but quite naked on the top half, Kristin reached up and gently began massaging her own breasts. She carefully avoided her erect nipples—they were just way too sensitive right now, and whenever she rubbed those she felt a little funny...down there. She wasn't quite sure why that was. Why would touching her nipples cause her vagina to get tingly and moist? She didn't feel like changing her white cotton panties right now, so she avoided what would make them damp. For several minutes she simply closed her eyes, tried to relax in the blessed silence of the empty house, and casually squeezed and massaged her breasts. Eventually, she dozed into a light slumber, allowing her hands to slip down to the bed on her sides.
***
Richard Davidge, Kristin's 20-year-old brother, was halfway through his third year in college. He was looking forward to someday getting a decent job and putting his years and years of study to good use. Ironically, he still wasn't quite sure just where he would begin his career, but one thing was for sure: he'd had his fill of studying even though he still had another boring year to go.
And he'd had his fill for the semester, too, which was why he was quite eager to escape from his crappy apartment near his city college in favor of his childhood home half a state away, in the more modest town in which he'd grown up. His mother had pretty much kept his room as is from the time he'd left for school at 17. It was always a nostalgic experience to visit again.
This time, he'd been gone the entire semester without seeing his home or family, nearly six months. Usually he would get at least one or two long weekends here or there to make the long drive back home. This past semester, however, had been quite brutal in terms of academics, and he'd been spending nearly every free moment perfecting his senior project required for graduation. He spoke regularly with his mother, Janice, and sister, Kristin, by phone or email, and he was eager to see them again. In one of her latest emails to him, his mother had warned that Kristin had "grown considerably" since he'd last been home. At an even six feet, Rick towered over his baby sister. He was used to looking down at her and offering his brotherly teases about his little "pipsqueak" sister. He tried to imagine her being taller but probably still skinny as a toothpick, which would make her look pretty silly.
Nevertheless, he told himself to be nice to her at first because she was probably quite sensitive about it. He remembered his own awkward teenage years, when he'd been a short, scrawny little dork until shortly after his sixteenth birthday, when suddenly he seemed to start growing a couple of inches a month. He'd suffered agonizing growing pains in his knees. The only good thing about all that suffering was the extra inches he'd gained in his penis. With the few girls he'd managed to sleep with in the last couple of years, there had never been any complaints about his cock. If poor Kristin was suffering the same growth-spurts—except the penis part, of course—he would have to be sympathetic. He knew Kristin looked up to him and would be crushed if he reacted negatively to her bodily changes, so if he was surprised to see her suddenly taller or with a face full of pimples, he would have to pretend nothing was different.
He pulled up to the house in the old Honda that had stuck with him and his meager budget through college. Using the clicker he kept in the glove compartment, he opened the garage door and was slightly disappointed to see that the two-car space was void of another vehicle: Mom wasn't home yet. Oh well, perhaps he could surprise his mother by having a meal cooked and ready for her.
Rick pulled into the garage, closed the main door, and glanced at his watch: 3:20. He wasn't sure exactly when Kristin got out of school, but he knew from a recent email that she had been working on a complicated school science project, which had been keeping her at school at least a couple extra hours each day. So he would be surprising both of them with the meal. Cooking was one of his favorite hobbies, so he knew they'd both be pleased with something really special roasting in the oven upon their return home.
Lugging a duffle bag over his shoulder, he entered into the kitchen from the garage and listened for a moment: silence. If Kristin were home there would invariably be a TV going, Facebook etched on the computer screen, and a cell phone blazing with SnapChats—typical teenage girl multitasking. Rick glanced at his watch again and figured he had time for a quick shower before digging through the pantry and fridge to see what he could whip up for supper.
The Davidge home was a moderate-sized four-bedroom two-story Mediterranean-style structure, pretty much identical to one out of every four houses on the rest of the block. Typical modern suburban family homes, all pretty much the same house with four different floor plans. Rick made his way up the broad open staircase until he came to the first door: his room. Further down the hallway was Kristin's bedroom, a spare room, and then the master bedroom for his mom. (Rick's father had been out of the picture for several years now, having divorced when the kids had only been a few years old.)
Rick took a deep breath upon entering his room, happy to see that his mother had freshened up the bed knowing he'd be home this weekend. It was a small, old bed, a little squeaky and sagging, but he'd grown up in that bed, masturbated a million times in that bed, even made love to a girl or two in that bed. It was a place of honor. He would never get rid of it. He dropped his bag on the floor and immediately began to undress. He'd been up driving since dawn, and he looked forward to a quick refreshing shower before settling in.
He padded naked into the Jack-and-Jill bathroom that his bedroom shared with Kristin's room. There had been times when they both lived here, when she was very, very young, that they'd gone through the classic sibling fights over use of the bathroom, but that seemed like ancient history now, and today he and Kristin had a great relationship. When he entered the bathroom, Rick saw that the door on the other side, that led into Kristin's bedroom, was partially open. He could see her dresser and desk from here. In case she happened to come home while he was showering he figured he'd better close the door, and he did so absent-mindedly while glancing back into the bathroom to see what had changed.
He noticed that none of his usual toiletries were around. Kristin had either thrown out or hidden his preferred brand of shampoo, conditioner and soap. Though she preferred scents that were a little flowery for his taste, he figured he could survive with her stuff for now. That only left needing a towel, and that's when he noticed that the bathroom was devoid of any towels, except for one simple hand towel folded neatly on the counter. He shrugged, must be laundry day.
Rick left the bathroom through his bedroom and walked straight out into the upstairs hallway. He was naked but alone, so it didn't matter. Passing right by the open door to Kristin's bedroom, he walked about halfway down the hallway to where he knew a small linen closet would contain spare towels. Sure enough, there were plenty from which to choose, and he grabbed two. When he turned back toward his room and took a couple of steps he was now able to see into Kristin's bedroom from an angle that presented her bed to his field of vision and—
Holy Mother of God!
Rick literally froze in his tracks. At first it was from simple and complete surprise to discover that his sister was home after all. But surprise switched swiftly to embarrassment when he remembered that he was completely nude. Embarrassment became full on shock when he saw that Kristin herself was nude—well, her top half was.
The shock increased exponentially when Rick blinked a few times at the huge pair of tits that swelled beautifully atop his little sister's rib cage. Holy Christ, he thought, when Mom said that Kristin had "grown considerably" who would've guessed she'd meant like this!
Rick stared: he stared openly and in total wonder. Kristin's breasts were amazing. They were perfect. They looked insanely large attached to her skinny little frame. He could see the outline of her ribs, and her arms were still very slender, as were her legs. How had nature managed to throw so much flesh into those two glorious mounds without spreading it out over the rest of her body? Perhaps she would eventually fill out, but for now this 18-year-old little girl had the body and tits any Hollywood actress would've paid tens of thousands of dollars to achieve artificially.
After several seconds, Rick managed to come to his senses enough to recall that he was standing naked in the hallway, with only a pair of fluffy towels shielding his genitals from his half-naked little sister. Fortunately, she appeared to be asleep. But it was quite possible that Kristin would wake up at any moment, so Rick had to make a decision:
Keep staring.
He took another step toward Kristin's door but then slanted to the side, angling just his head and shoulders into the doorway so that if for some reason Kristin woke up and caught him, at least his lower body would be shielded by the wall. He watched Kristin sleep, and breath, and heave her chest slowly up and down. Not only were the mounds themselves luscious, full and seemingly defiant of gravity, she had nice nipples as well, each of which was surrounded by a perfectly proportioned areola. And Lord God above, her nipples were hard! Rick was transfixed, but after several moments he actually managed to pull his bulging eyes from those perfect breasts, figuring he might as well check out the rest of her body.
First he went up, allowing gaze to take in his sister's cute face with its smooth creamy complexion and button nose. She had long, naturally wavy blond hair, a little past shoulder length, and it spread out softly on the pillow beneath her head. Then, moving back down (and pausing yet again on those breasts), Rick peered down along her chest and to her stomach, which was flat, defined and wonderfully smooth. The beginning of her hips was covered by the top of her pleated skirt. The skirt itself was short, terribly short, and at this angle Rick realized he could see just slightly up and into Kristin's crotch. There was just enough light in the room to let him know that her panties were white.
At this point Rick squeezed his eyes shut, blinked, and looked down at himself. He had dropped one of the towels to hold himself steady on the wall. Something flat and cold had started pressing against his penis, and upon looking down to the source of this sensation Rick realized that it was because of the fact that his penis had begun to swell and it was now touching the wall. When he backed his hips up a little, the blood continued to flow south, and in seconds Rick was sporting a raging hard-on. His thick, impressive cock was erect—while he stared at his sister!
He tried to rationalize this as just being hornier than normal. Because of the intense research project he had been conducting this semester, he'd been horrible about maintaining any kind of normal dating life. He'd never been much good at keeping a steady girlfriend anyway, though he managed to get laid at least every few months or so. However, he'd been in a really dry spell lately, for the last several months, which meant he was horny. Very horny.
Now he was horny for his sister. His own flesh and blood 18-year-old sister.
With this newfound incestuous lust welling up within him (and within his throbbing cock), Rick returned his gaze to his sister, double-checking those tits yet again, before resuming his complete examination of every visible section of her body. From the crotch area again, and those pure white panties, Rick moved lower still, following along the exposed flesh of her slim thighs and long slender legs. Those legs led beautifully to a set of pretty calves and dainty ankles, connecting in turn to perfect little feet.
Rick began to fantasize about working his tongue slowly up his little sister's body, beginning with a little nibbling on her toes, licking long moist lines along her legs...ever so slowly until he could get to her breasts. It was while he was staring at her feet, letting his purely inappropriate fantasy play out in his head, when he heard a familiar voice.
"Hi, Ricky."
***
Kristin didn't know for how long she'd been dozing, and it was in this slightly groggy state that she opened her eyes, glanced at the open doorway, and saw her big brother, Ricky, poking his head in. She smiled and said, "Hi, Ricky." She loved her brother very much and was excited to have him back home for a while.
When he didn't say anything at first, she wondered, in her waking state, that she'd only imagined him there. But no, he was definitely there, his head still leaning into the doorway, staring at her, his eyes wide. Why?
Oh, that's right, she was topless. But what was wrong with that? She knew Ricky had seen her naked plenty of times when she was growing up. She'd seen him too, especially since they had to share a bathroom growing up. He was her brother, after all, what was the big deal?
In response to her greeting, Rick could only stammer, "Oh, sorry, Kristin...sorry."
She frowned. That was weird. Why was he acting so awkwardly? Then she remembered and thought, That's right, he hasn't seen these crazy big boobs on me! He's been gone so long.
"I know," she said, grimacing. "They're crazy, right? Just grew overnight."
Ricky's reply was just, "Uh...sorry."
"Jeez, Ricky, it's no big deal. I'm just getting boobs like Mommy now. Are you going to say hi, or are you just going to stand there and make funny faces?"
She watched him blink a few times, then look down. He finally looked back over at her and said, "Hi...Hi, Kristin."
Kristin couldn't help but grin now. Ricky was acting just like those immature boys from school who seemed to only be able to stare at her growing chest. No way could her brother be as shallow or mean. She figured he was just surprised since he'd been gone so long and she had been more or less flat-chested when he'd last seen her. She hoped he didn't think she'd turned into a freak.
"I hope I'm not scaring you," she said.
"No, no," he said, "Not at all. I just...I just didn't know you were here. You surprised me."
She smiled, then sat up. "Well," she said, "do I get a hug?" She held out her arms.
"Oh, Kris," Ricky said. "I, uh...I was just heading to the shower."
She frowned and said, "You think I'm a freak now, don't you?"
"Oh, God, no!" Ricky said quickly. "It's just..."
"What? What's wrong?"
"Kristin, you should cover up."
She shrugged. "Fine. Just get in here and say hello!" She reached for her shirt and began to shrug it on. Because it was so damned tight, she only did one or two buttons. Her boobies still ached a lot. When she glanced up again, Ricky was still standing there.



"Ricky, what is wrong with you!"
"I'm...not decent, Kristin. I told you, I was heading to the shower. I didn't know you were here."
Her eyes widened just a bit. "Are you naked?"
"Yes," he said sheepishly.
She gave an amused giggle, then pointed to the towel that he had dropped on the floor, near the doorway. She pointed at it. "If you're going to be like that, there's your towel. Jeez!"
Rick couldn't get over how casual his sister was being about having woken up topless to her staring brother. She truly believed he was just surprised, not actually turned on by this. She was just too innocent, and she had every right to be. There really had never been any sexual awkwardness between them before, and it was only in his head now. So she wanted him to come over and hug her, no big deal, right? Well, his erection said otherwise as it continued to rage against the wall, just out of her sight. But since he had the other towel in his hands and didn't want to look like a jerk to her after being gone so long, he managed to unfold it and wrap it around his body, carefully adjusting his cock to flatten against his belly, hopefully obscured by the bulk of the fluffy towel, with his hand strategically holding everything in place.
Kristin smiled wider when Ricky finally entered the room. She was amused that he was clad only in a cotton towel. He still had the slender, muscular body she remembered from his last visit. She was happy that he kept in shape, it meant he would remain healthy and live longer. She also knew her brother had had girlfriends, and they would no doubt be attracted to his physique. She hoped someday that when she fell in love it would be with a boy as handsome as her brother.
She stood as he crossed over to her, and they hugged affectionately. Rick kept his hips bent back a little, avoiding her pelvis with his erection. He felt her large breasts flatten and squish out against his chest as she held tightly. He kissed the top of her head. They were quiet for a moment, happy to be there with each other, and then finally moved apart slightly. Rick could see right down Kristin's shirt to the valley of her naturally large cleavage, and somehow one of the only two buttons she used to clasp her shirt closed had popped open.
Kristin caught him staring at her and smiled. "I know. Crazy, huh?"
Rick swallowed. "Yeah, pretty surprising."
Kristin said, "I hate them, though. They grew too fast, and they really hurt."
"They hurt?"
"Yeah. Mom said I've got growing pains."
"In your breasts?"
She nodded. "Mom said there was really nothing I could do about it until they stop growing, which hopefully is soon. If they get as big as Mom's I'm not going to be able to stand up straight!"
Rick couldn't help but smile. "Not with that skinny little frame of yours."
Kristin reached up and cupped the base of her breasts. Rick's mouth went dry as he saw this. Then, to his amazement, Kristin actually began rubbing her breasts in front of him. She said, "Mom said I should rub them when they get sore, like a stiff neck or back."
In a horse voice, Rick said, "I guess...that makes sense."
"She also massages them for me when they get really, really sore, which is the case now."
Rick began to worry his erection would rip through the towel. He kept a hand planted firmly in place, holding the damned thing against his body. In his aroused state, the idea of his mother massaging his little sister's breasts—two women in an intimate situation—was almost too much for him. He knew his mother, in addition to having her doctorate in Kinesiology, was also a licensed massage therapist, a carry-over from the job she'd held to help pay for her higher education.
"I wish Mom were here now," Kristin said, sitting on the bed and sighing, still rubbing her breasts with apparent frustration.
"They...they really hurt?" Rick asked carefully.
Kristin nodded. "Rubbing my own boobs is like rubbing my own feet when they're sore. It just doesn't feel as good to do it yourself."
Rick just stared. If his sister was happy to squeeze her tits in front of him, he was happy to watch. Swallowing, trying to get saliva back into his throat, he said, "When's Mom getting home?"
"Kinda late tonight, I think. She said she has to go down to the track at the university to watch one of her clients do laps. He's recovering from knee surgery or something."
"I see...." His mind, of course, had already bridged the gap of where he'd hoped this conversation was going. He desperately wanted to volunteer to massage his sister's breasts. He couldn't believe he was even allowing himself to think it, but the twitching, pulsating penis connected to his body was calling the shots now. Nevertheless, if such a thing was even remotely going to happen, he knew it would have to be her idea.
He said, "I'm sorry you're in pain, sis. Mom really is the best at massage, isn't she?"
Kristin glanced up at him. When they were growing up, their mother had been—still was—a strong believer in therapeutic massage. Getting a massage, Janice maintained, not only felt good, it also released natural endorphins into the bloodstream, which alleviated pain and stress. Have a headache? Get a massage. Stressful day in school? Massage. Upset about a tragic event? Massage. Mom was very generous with her massages, and she'd taught both of her children to be pretty good amateur massage therapists, too.
Which is exactly what Rick was hoping his little sister would remember.
And she did.
"Ricky...would you mind helping me?"
Trying to stay cool, he said casually, "Hmm? How?"
"Would you massage me? I really am in pain here."
Resisting the urge to pounce on her, Rick managed, "Sure...I suppose."
Despite his attempt to be cool, Kristin sensed the anxiety in his voice. She said, "You don't have a problem massaging my boobs, do you?"
"Me? No. Of course not."
Kristin smiled and immediately took her shirt off. Reclining back on the bed with her wonderful 18-year-old breasts sticking right up, she said, "Oh, thank you, Ricky! This is going to feel sooooo good."
You don't know the half of it, Rick thought as he approached his sister. He took a step over to her and looked down. He was now only a couple of feet from her, and he could gaze without obstruction or distance at the smooth flesh of her naked upper body. He could smell her soft fruity scent, too. It was intoxicating. He felt his knees weakening.
Now came the question of how to begin. Did he just lean down and start rubbing away? Should he find some massage lotion? How should he sit? He was wearing this towel like a tight kilt, which made things awkward. (Strangely enough, neither one of them thought it was weird that he would be wearing only this towel while he massaged his half-naked sister.) Finally, he sat along the side of the bed, facing her. He had to close his knees together. The way his legs were facing, if she opened her eyes and moved her head slightly, she would be able to see up his towel. In such a case, she would undoubtedly see his hairy balls, swollen with the semen that he would be desperate to release once this massage was over and he was able to escape into the solace of his bedroom...
His cock, still raging hard, was pressed up against his belly, tightly covered by the towel, which was rolled tightly at the top. He finally, carefully, pulled his protective hand from where it was holding everything together. As long as he didn't shift around too much, it felt like the towel would hold in place. And if he could get his cock to settle down a bit, there would be less risk of a towel slipping episode.
When he finally reached out and placed one hand tentatively atop one of her naked breasts, both brother and sister couldn't help but utter a mutual gasp—hers of relief, his of simple sexual shock. But Kristin's eyes remained closed, and a happy, relaxed smile remained on her face. That meant only one thing: Rick could proceed.
His instincts, influenced by the raging hormones of the horny boy in his body, were to squeeze his sister's breasts hard, pinch the nipples and perhaps even dive in for a nibble. Of course, with tremendous willpower what he actually did was begin a slow, gracefully controlled massaging action on both breasts with both hands. He had given dozens of massages to his mother and sister before, always on only their backs, legs and arms, of course, so it made sense to apply the same uniform circular moves on Kristin's front. He would simply have to console himself with the fact that he was, after all, getting to feel some very nice, very large boobs, even if he couldn't outwardly sexualize his actions.
Kristin was suddenly in heaven. She sighed and relaxed and indulged in the wonderfully relieving endorphins that she knew from her mother's teachings were starting to flow through her body. Ricky's massage techniques were a little rougher and less practiced than Mom's. His hands weren't as soft, but they were much larger and almost able to cover both of her breasts as he spread them out. Almost immediately the growing pains she'd been experiencing in her breasts began to fade away.
Rick was also in heaven. Now settled into a slow and steady routine, working his fingers strategically around his sister's fleshy mounds, he allowed his eyes to wander her body. He loved how his hands looked on her breasts, especially when one of her nipples sort of poked between his fingers as he occasionally spread them out. He admired the curve of her slender neck and the line of her jaw. It gave him true pleasure to see the look of happiness and relaxation on her face. He could feel her heart beating through her chest, and he noted that it actually slowed in its pulse as her body relaxed and settled into the sensation it was receiving.
As he massaged her, he happened to glance down and see that the top of his towel had loosened slightly, and to his horror he saw the tip of his cock poking out. Worse, the purplish head was glistening with clear pre-cum. If his sister opened here eyes and saw this, she would certainly recoil in horror at the fact that her own brother was getting a sexual charge out of massaging her breasts. He didn't want that to happen!
Trying to make his movements very smooth and subtle (his mother had warned that sudden movements in massage disrupted the gentle atmosphere of the experience and could ruin it for a client), Rick slid his hand gently down across one of Kristin's breasts and over her stomach. While there, he felt her wonderfully firm musculature under its flats surface. Nice. But there was no time for that now, he had to get the wet head of his penis back into the towel...
Kristin wanted this massage to continue for a hundred hours. She had never felt more relaxed in her entire life. She didn't understand why this particular massage felt so much better than others she'd had before from her mother, even though she was professionally trained. Perhaps there was something with the more masculine way her brother rubbed her body. His hands were large and strong and deliberate. It was like he suddenly had some kind of power over her. There was also something else very strange going on: her nipples were beginning to get harder and harder. She sensed that Ricky had to spread his fingers apart to keep from accidentally trapping a nipple in as he moved his hands around. But every few revolutions, his palms moved against the very tips of her nipples, and in a way she was all too familiar with she knew that soon she would begin to get moist again in her vagina.
She would be very embarrassed if Ricky somehow noticed that she was wetting her panties with secretions that she knew a woman was only supposed to produce during sex. After it began happening to her regularly during increasingly frequent fantasies, Kristin spoke to her mother (they always maintained wonderfully open communication) who calmly explained that this was perfectly natural. Kristin had been really worried, but her mother just smiled and said, "Just because your vagina lubricates itself from time to time doesn't mean you're going to suddenly turn into a sex monster."
Kristin hoped her mother's explanation was true. She was beginning to get very wet down there. She hoped it didn't start to smell. One time, when she'd experimented in playing with herself, Kristin put her finger in her vagina, and after rubbing herself for a little while until wonderful jolts of pleasure shot through her loins, she put her wet finger to her lips and nose and tasted and smelled: there had been a subtle but distinct flavor. Was it something that Ricky would smell?
As these thoughts randomly rushed through her mind, Kristin felt one of Ricky's hands begin to move off of its regular circular course. As it moved down, his fingers scraped casually against one of her nipples, a little harder than normal, and Kristin couldn't help but let out the lightest of gasps. A fresh burst of vaginal fluid leaked into her already-most panties. Oh no, she thought, I must be absolutely soaked down there now. Surely he'll smell it!
She opened her eyes slightly, just as she felt Ricky's hand graze across her stomach. Ooo, that was new! She liked that. When she glanced up to study his face, worried that he smelled her juices, she saw that he was looking down. Oh no, she thought, it's worse than I thought. But when she tilted her head to follow his gaze, something else shocked her much worse than her own vaginal flow.
Ricky's penis!
It was sticking out of his towel! How could that be? She could only see the tip, and it was practically touching Ricky's belly button. This was bazaar! She knew enough about male anatomy to know that a boy's penis hung down between the legs, with the testicles. For her to see Ricky's penis like that it must be—oh my God, it must be hard! She always thought hard penises stuck straight out, not up...then again, if it was being restricted by the towel, then it could supposedly poke straight up, against the tummy. But for the head to be sticking up that far....
It occurred to Kristin that Ricky didn't realize she was watching him as he tried to adjust his penis and get it back inside the towel. As he did so, she noticed that a clear wet sticky substance was oozing slightly out of the little hole in the tip. What the heck was that? Finally, once he was adjusted once more, she watched him wipe his fingers on the towel before reaching back out with that hand to resume his massage of her other breast. As he did so, he looked at her face, and he saw that her eyes were open.
Rick's heart began beating wildly. How much had she seen? Her eyes were wide. The whole time, he had continued massaging her one breast with his hand. Actually, in his distraction with trying to adjust himself, his subconscious mind had continued the "massage" which had turned into little more than a cupping and squeezing action. He paused that action but kept the one hand on her breast.
He said, "Kristin, I'm sorry."
"Was that...was that your dick, Ricky?"
"Well..." He blushed bright red. Any second now he knew she would freak out and scream at him to get out. But he respected his sister too much to go anywhere but in an honest direction, so he lowered his head and nodded. "Yes."
"I don't understand," she said. Her tone sounded surprisingly calm. Curious, but calm. "How could it stick out like that?"
He looked at her again. He was relieved to find that her expression matched her tone. She was quite curious, but she was by no means freaking out. In fact, she didn't have a problem with the fact that one of his hands was still holding her breast.
"Ricky, is your penis...hard?"
He swallowed. He nodded.
"Why?"
In his embarrassed shock, Rick began to realize something. His sister Kristin wasn't freaking out due to the simple fact that she was truly and honestly curious about his penis, almost in a clinical sense. Despite her incredible newly bloomed breasts and the fact that she was now 18 years old, as far as he knew she was still a virgin and had always been extremely shy around boys. She didn't know yet how all the "plumbing" worked. She wanted her brother to explain it. So, he would try.
"Well," he began, and he removed his hand from her breast.
"Oh, Ricky, don't stop your massage!"
"Oh...okay." He reached up again with both hands and resumed his caressing of her young breasts.
She smiled, letting out a relaxed sigh. "Now...explain."
Does she really know what she's asking, Rick wondered skeptically. And did she really not know how guys got hard-ons? Well, he would do his best to explain, but he would watch her closely. Once she became uncomfortable, he would back away.
He said, "A man's thing...his penis...becomes hard when blood begins to flow into—"
She giggled, "Silly goose! I don't mean how does it physically get hard—I know how that all works. What I mean is, why? Why is it getting hard now?"
"Well, Kristin, the fact of the matter is, I'm a boy, and you're a girl."
"Duh!"
"Shh, let me try to explain. Even though what we're doing right now is to help relieve you of your growing pains, normally when a boy touches a girl's breasts it is considered much more intimate than when a boy touches, say, the girl's shoulders." He paused, gauging her reaction.
She didn't seem bothered. She simply asked, "So because massaging my boobs is more intimate than my shoulders, you're getting hard?"
"Yes."
"But it's not like we're going to have sex or anything. We're brother and sister."
"Yes, but..." Rick sighed, realizing things were going to get a lot more awkward. But he loved her and respected her enough to be honest: "What we're doing...it's still of a sexual nature. If you were just a regular girl, and I was a regular guy, it would be a sexual thing for me to feel your breasts." He added quickly, "I love you, Kristin, and you are my sister, yes, but I guess my body...my penis...doesn't always know the difference. I'm sorry."
Kristin gazed into her brother's eyes when he offered his apology. Her heart went out to him; he seemed genuinely embarrassed and troubled that he had offended her. She felt compelled to show that she was okay with this. She was aware, of course, that girls didn't normally expose their breasts to boys unless sex was going to be involved. But her thinking up to this point was, "He's my brother, it's no big deal." Nonetheless, she finally realized, although Ricky was giving her an honestly therapeutic massage, naked boobs were naked boobs, and the poor boy was reacting as nature intended.
Knowing that she had to put him at his ease, she confessed, "Ricky, I'm being affected too, you know."
"How so?"
"Well, you may have noticed but...my nipples are hard."
He paused in his massaging, his palms now cupping her hard nipples. "I noticed," he said, a slight grin on his face.
"But there's more," Kristin went on. "You see, when my nipples get hard, my...well, I get sort of wet...down there."
She watched her brother stare at her for a moment, and then he seemed to get it. Not only did he get it, it must've caused some kind of reaction in him, because she saw his jaw sort of tense up and his eyes narrow. Then he glanced down, and when she followed his gaze, she saw that the head of his penis had once again made an appearance above the line of the towel around his waist.
Rick took a hand from her breast to once again tuck in his newly inflamed erection. He was stunned to hear Kristin say, "No, Ricky...it's okay. Leave it."
"What?"
She shrugged. "I've already seen it. What's the big deal? I know why it's hard now. I appreciate you explaining. We now know that our bodies are reacting to each other, so we can adjust to this feeling and not get weird about it."
"Well...okay."




"Just don't stop my massage."
"Okay." He resumed. She no longer closed her eyes. She enjoyed watching her brother. She was now very curious to know what the rest of his penis looked like. The head was big and fat and shiny with pre-cum.
While she watched his face, however, she noticed that he seemed bothered by something. Every once and a while, he would grimace or even let out a slightly pained little grunt. She asked, "Are you okay, Ricky? Are your hands getting tired?"
"No, it's not that."
"Then what?"
"Well..." He trailed off. What was he to tell her? His entire being had become consumed with the powerful desire to rip his towel off, tear off his sister's panties and then rape her violently, a thought process that shocked even him. So he fought it. But in fighting it, his cock ached terribly.
"Ricky, please, what's wrong?"
Jesus, he thought, if she's going to ask then I'm going to tell her. So far she had remained calm, but the next test was coming. Through gritted teeth he said, "My body is having a hard time with this, sis."
"How so?"
"Well, you can see that I have an erection. The problem with having an erection for so long is that it can...hurt after a while."
"Really?"
He nodded.
Kristin suddenly realized something. Her eyes went wide and she even sat up slightly on an elbow. She said, "Oh my God, Ricky, when your penis grows, you get growing pains, just like my breasts!"
Rick could only respond, "Well, in a way, I suppose, yes."
"Ricky, I am so sorry! In asking you to relieve my pain, I've caused yours."
"It's okay, Kristin. Really." Though it wasn't. He could not recall ever feeling his penis throb so much without being able to relieve himself with some desperately needed masturbation. Instead, both of his hands still slowly and lovingly squeezed his sister's boobs.
Kristin said, "Well, what are you going to do about it?"
"What do you mean?"
"I don't want it to hurt, Ricky. What will make the pain go away?"
This was the moment he had waited for. As if from outside his own body, he heard himself find the courage to utter, "Perhaps...perhaps a massage would help."
He waited tensely for his little sister to realize that he was actually suggesting that she rub his penis. There was no way he was going to get away with this, he had simply bitten off more than he could chew. The fun was over—
But then she said, "I can do that."
His cock actually gave an involuntary flex when he heard that, and a fresh dose of pre-cum oozed from the tip. He said, "Really?"
Kristin smiled. "Sure, Ricky. It's only fair. My breasts feel really good now. The pain is gone. My whole body actually feels good now. Your massage was wonderful. I want to return the favor."
He smiled back. "That's very nice of you, sis."
Kristin sat up, her large breasts swaying. She said, "We should trade places. You lie down here, and I'll take care of you." Gently, she guided her brother to a lying position on the bed. He must be in real pain, she thought. He wasn't really saying much. When she got him in position, she sat in almost the same way he had been, her knees facing up toward his head. She modestly closed her legs in case he happened to tilt his head and see up her skirt. She didn't think he'd want to see her wet panties.
"Just relax now," she said soothingly. He had kept his head up, watching her. His hands had also been down at his mid-section, covering his crotch. Gently, Kristin pushed her brother's hands away, and she was amazed at the way his hard penis pushed a big tent in the towel. "We have to undo this thing," she said.
Ricky didn't protest as Kristin slowly undid his towel and pulled it away. He was now lying in full nudity on the bed, and if Kristin had been surprised at how big the head of his penis was, she was now completely awestruck by the size of the entire shaft, surely several inches long, that lead down to a sizable pair of testicles.
Rick, growing nervous, said, "Kristin, you don't have to do this."
"Shhhh," she replied. "Seriously, Ricky, it's okay. I know this is just your body reacting. And besides, I've always been curious to see what a man's penis looks like, I mean other than on the Internet. What better way to get a safe up-close look?"
Who could argue with that, Rick thought. He said, "All right, Kristin, but for the record, if you get uncomfortable with or are bothered by anything we do next, just say the word and I'll walk out of this room right now."
"Deal," she said, grinning. She reached out tentatively with one hand and let the tips of her fingers lightly touch the shaft of her brother's massive penis. When it twitched, she snapped her hand back. "Oh, did that hurt?"
"No...no," Ricky said, his voice thick. "It just, well, it tickles when you touch it lightly."
She giggled. "What should I do?"
"Just...just place your hand all the way around it. Get a good grip. That should do it."
Kristin was getting excited about what was literally hands-on learning about a man's penis. With innocent eagerness, she reached right out this time and grabbed the thing, wrapping her fingers all the way around—well, almost. She couldn't quite fully touch her thumb to her fingers. His penis seemed to be bigger in diameter than her forearm. Incredible! She found it unfathomable as to how a penis this big was supposed to fit inside a woman's vagina for sex.
She looked at Ricky, but he had his head back, his eyes screwed shut. She was convinced his pain was worse than ever. But she was suddenly unsure of how to massage him. Although his penis was big, there wasn't a lot of actual surface area on which to rub. Although Janice, her mother, had given her a few instructions on the proper technique for massage, she'd never told her daughter how to massage a penis.
"Ricky, how should do I massage you?"
"Like this," he said. He reached up with his own hand, placing it over hers, and began to move it back and forth. She could feel the skin move over the rigid tissue underneath. This was pretty neat. After a few moments, she seemed to get the rhythm, and he removed his hand.
Now stroking her brother exactly as he'd guided her, Kristin asked, "Is this good, Ricky? Am I massaging you okay just like this?"
"Yes!" he blurted in a grunt. "This is just fine, baby."
She giggled again. He called her "baby." He was sure acting strange now. But that was okay. She knew how frustrating it could be to experience growing pains and not get any relief. If stroking his penis was going to help him, she was happy to do it. She wasn't completely naïve about it either—she knew that between a regular guy and a regular girl she would be giving a "hand job." But she loved her brother and didn't mind making him feel good.
Rick was in complete and utter ecstasy. He could never have imagined, when he walked into this house barely an hour ago, that he would eventually be naked on his 18-year-old sister's bed with her tiny little hand barely able to wrap around his cock as she stroked it. It was certainly a feeling too exquisite to last long.
Kristin stared at her brother's large penis as she stroked it. Every once and a while, a new dribble of that clear pre-cum would leak out of the tip. A surprising thought entered her mind: I wonder what it taste's like.
"Easy, sis," he said in a wince as she gave him an experimental squeeze.
"Sorry," she replied, loosening her grip a little. "I'm just amazed at how hard-yet-soft you are. So stiff and rigid, but the skin of your penis is so warm and soft."
God, he thought, if I die tomorrow, thank you for giving this last experience to me!
Aloud, he said, "Sis, would you mind using your other hand too?"
Kristin smiled. "Sure!" She reached up and now used both hands, wrapped lovingly around her big brother's penis, and continued her back and forth motion. "Is that better?"
"Oh yes!" He knew he wasn't going to last longer. And this presented another problem. Did Kristin have any idea how a man's orgasm worked? She was happy to stroke his hard penis, but she very well may have thought that doing this over time would help with his "pain" and make it get soft again. Of course, that was only after he was able to cum, which would make a huge mess and probably scare her to death. He knew he would have to warn her, prepare her—and he had to do it fast.
"Kristin?"
"Yes?"
"This feels really good. Very soothing and wonderful. But I have to ask you something."
"Shoot."
He couldn't help but grin at her choice of that word. Soon enough, he said internally. Aloud he said, "Do you know what happens to a man's penis when it gets hard like this and is stimulated?"
"It helps with the pain, right?"
"Well, yes, it does, but—" He paused. He was unbelievably close to orgasm, but he was desperate to stay in control until he could prepare her. Otherwise he'd have to run into his room and finish himself off privately, and soon! He resumed, "You are definitely helping ease my pain, Kristin, but remember that my penis doesn't really know the difference between whether you, my sister, are giving me a massage or if a regular girl is stroking me for pleasure."
"Like a hand job."
"Yes, yes! Listen, Kristin, this is important." He was panting now, his balls tingling. "The massage you're giving me is going to cause my penis to ejaculate. Do you know what that means?"
Continuing her steady stroking motion, Kristin said, "Ejaculate? Is that when a man's sperm comes out?"
"Yes! Yes! Exactly."
"You mean I'm going to cause your sperm to come out?"
"Only if that's okay with you, Kristin. But you need to decide now. Very quickly. Now!"
"Is it going to make you feel better?"
"Yes! But...it will make a mess!"
"Will lots of sperm come out?"
"Yes, Kristin, yes!" His hips started to rise up. His buttocks tensed, his toes began to curl. "Please!" he screamed, "Kristin, please decide whether you're okay with this!"
Kristin glanced left and right. She wasn't sure exactly how much sperm was going to come out of her brother's penis, but the way he was screaming and grunting and thrashing, she worried that it would be quite a lot. But how much?
"Kristin! Please! Either stop stroking me or go FASTER!"
Desperate to help her brother feel better, and prepared to deal with whatever mess occurred, Kristin instantly started stroking faster and faster and said, "It's okay, Ricky. You can let it happen now. It's okay, Ricky!"
"Oh Jesus yes thank you!" Rick bellowed. He clutched the sheets with his fists, stiffened his legs and let nature do the rest.
As Kristin angled his penis straight up in her quickened stroking pace, the first eruption of his semen shot out. In complete shock, she watched a thick, white jet shoot straight up what seemed like two feet in the air before falling back and splattering half on her hands and half on Ricky's belly. No sooner had it landed than another string shot out almost as high as the first, and then another. For several seconds, it seemed like an immeasurable geyser of white sticky fluid was going to shoot from his penis indefinitely, spurt after spurt...but soon the pulses of cum became smaller and smaller.
After about thirty seconds, with Ricky now begging her to pause in her stroking, Kristin finally took in what she had just witnessed. Her hands, wrists and part of her forearms were coated in semen from her brother's penis. A couple of drops had even landed on her breasts! It was so warm it almost felt hot. Much of it had also landed on Ricky's stomach, hips and legs. Several large globs were also all over the towel spread out underneath him. She simply couldn't believe how much had come out, and she realized why he'd warned her.
All she could say was, "Wow."
Rick managed to open his eyes and tilt his head up. He knew he could usually produce a good amount of semen, but this was incredible. Definitely a record. There was thick white fluid covering much of his lower body, tangling in his pubic hair, and literally coating the two little fists still gripping his cock. His sister, in her wonderful innocence, had given him simply most erotic hand-job of his life.
He looked at her. She looked at him. She smiled said, "Feel better?"
He smiled back. "Oh, yes. Thank you."
She said, "Gonna have to clean you up now, Ricky."
"Sure thing." He remembered the second towel on the floor in the hallway, and it was only then that he saw her standing there:
Mom.
Janice, who had arrived home unnoticed over thirty minutes ago and had witnessed these sibling proceedings to their literal climax, was holding the towel. She swallowed, managed to find her voice, and said, "Looking for this?"
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SATURDAY MORNING
"Come one, Daddy," my daughter, my completely nude daughter, said while holding out her hand. "Let's get in the shower."
Completely entranced—and also as completely naked as Cait—I sat up in her bed and swung my legs over to stand. I reached out to take her hand, but she playfully swatted it away.
"That's not what I'm reaching for," she said teasingly.
When I stood up she found my flaccid penis with her hand and gave it a gentle but secure grip. I had ejaculated into my 18-year-old daughter's mouth only a few minutes before, so there wasn't much chance I'd get hard again that fast, but damn did it feel good to feel her small warm hand on my shaft. For a moment we both looked down at what she was holding onto, then we caught each other's glance and laughed.
"Okay," I said, "lead the way!"
Cait gave my cock a little squeeze, then turned and led me out of her room, literally leading me by the cock. I had thought at first that we'd simply make our short way to her bathroom, but it quickly became evident that she had another location in mind. As we padded down the hallway I had an excellent opportunity to watch my daughter from behind. I was mesmerized by her pert round bottom and how it moved and giggled slightly as she walked. With each pace I could see adorable and sexy little dimples form and fade above each creamy butt cheek. Her long hair flowed gracefully behind her shoulders, down her slender back. I was close enough to her to see the sides of her large luscious breasts swing back and forth before her.
My cock twitched and swelled slightly. Cait noticed.
She glanced over her shoulder and grinned at me. "Daddy, you just never quit, do you?" To emphasize her amazement, she gave my thickening girth another gentle squeeze.
"I'm surprising even myself," I said. I mean, let's be honest, I had just turned 45. I certainly wasn't old, and I was proud about being in very good, even athletic, shape, but I was certainly no spring chicken anymore. I had only climaxed twice in the last 10 hours or so, but the most recent time had been less than 15 minutes ago. The fact that I was getting hard again so soon was very much a testament to how utterly and insanely erotic this situation was. Any 45-year-old male would readily sell his soul to the Devil to sleep with an 18-year-old female. But to have that 18-year-old be his own daughter...
My cock twitched again, and Cait giggled again as we made our way down the hallway—to the master bedroom! I had been oddly disinclined to go anywhere near that part of the house last night. Call it some sort of twisted sense of respect for my wife, Heather. But my daughter, who seemed to be quite okay literally having an affair with me against her own mother, obviously had no qualms about going into her mother's bedroom as well.
Cait led me into my bedroom and directly for the master bathroom. "We'll have so much more room in here," she said matter-of-factly. She was correct. Whereas Cait's bathroom was what you would find quite typical for any normal guest room in any given house, our master bathroom sported an absolutely massive shower stall. Heather and I had gone all out tiling the shower with rustic natural stone slabs, and water jets pretty much everywhere. Two people could very easily take regular showers in there at the same time, and Heather and I certainly did quite often. We didn't always have sex in the shower, but our morning schedules were very similar, so showering together was usually quite efficient—and of course still fun whether or not we fucked!
Once we were in the bathroom Cait very reluctantly let go of my semi-erect penis and stepped into the shower, turning various valves until jets of water started spouting from various angles, quickly steaming up the place. It was evident that Cait had showered in here before, because she knew just how all the controls worked. She noticed me scrutinizing her.
"What," she said. "Yes, of course I've tried this shower! Several times!"
I grinned. "That's okay, pumpkin. You were always welcome to use it, even before—you know..." I blushed, gesturing our mutually naked bodies.
She laughed. "Oh, I know. I definitely enjoyed it a number of times when I knew you and Mom would be out of the house for a while." She turned away for a moment to test the temperature of the water. Satisfied, she turned back to me and gave me the classic come-hither gesture with her finger. As I approached she said, "And if you're a very lucky man—which so far you definitely are—I'll be happy to show you which water jet is angled in just the perfect way to hit my clit..."
Holy God did I love this girl!
For the next several minutes we quite literally showered, letting the nice not water blast us from all directions, rinsing away the remaining vestiges and bodily fluids of our sexual activities from the night before and this morning. Once we were lathered up with soap and shampoo we began fondling and sliding against each other, laughing and tickling and teasing like the new lovers we were.
When eventually rinsed off and got to the conditioner phase, I sat Cait on the stone bench integrated into one side of the shower and began massaging the conditioner into her hair. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back slightly, thoroughly enjoying the soothing scalp massage along with the hair-washing. I watched her for several moments, drinking in the image of her nude perfection. Her nipples were rock hard and lifted and lowered with her full breasts as she breathed. She finally broke the silence with another giggle.
"What was that for?" I asked.
She kept her eyes closed against the suds and water, but she grinned widely. She said, "Just realizing that I was going to show you which water jet is angled perfectly to get my pussy buzzing. Not exactly something a daughter talks to her father about."
It was my turn to chuckle. "No, I suppose not." I continued to work her scalp and asked, "So which one is it?"
Still without opening her eyes, Cait reached out and, with obviously experienced memory, touched one of the jets that was about halfway between the floor and the shower head. This jet normally sprayed a fan of water upward toward one's chest or back, depending on how one faced. But with a practiced hand Cait adjusted the tip of the jet so that it started shooting an actual jet, not just a fanned spray, and then she angled it down, so it was now shooting out a little more directly at 90°. She dropped her hand and managed to crack one eye open to confirm that I had been observing all this.
I had, and I had to think about it for a moment. It was a fun mental exercise imagining how my daughter would have to stand, how she would have to position herself, for that steady jet of water to stimulate her genitalia. But I wanted the real thing.
"Show me," I said simply.
Cait smiled and reached up to gently pull my hands from her hair. She stood and rinsed thoroughly while facing me, I and enjoyed the most wonderful image of my naked daughter completely exposing her breasts and pussy to me as she let the main shower head wash away the last of the conditioner. Then, still without speaking, she gently nudged me over a little so that she could position herself for the demonstration. I stepped back and watched as she turned to face the shower head. That put the bench on her left, and she lifted her left foot to rest on it. She moved forward a bit and repositioned herself so that that particular jet of water was now squarely shooting at her smooth vulva. She reached down and started pulling her vulva apart, giving her swollen clitoris more direct exposure to that stream of water. She then rubbed her clit a little, but it was more about positioning herself so that the water hit her for just the right amount of stimulation she preferred.
And once that right amount was achieved, I got to witness the most erotic thing I had ever seen in my life.
There, before my eyes, my naked 18-year-old daughter, Cait, began masturbating freely with the much welcome assistance of a jet of water from my custom shower. And as if the sight of my daughter wasn't enough, the noises that started coming out of her mouth started making me weak in the knees.
"Ooooo...oh, Daddy...Daddy!" she began cooing. She was getting stimulated and turned on real fast, and all I could do was watch, speechless, hypnotized by the site. "Oh...oh, God...oh fuck!" She was getting close now. And what a goddamned turn-on to hear my young daughter use the F-word!
It only took a few minutes, but time seemed to stand still. As I watched, my beautiful daughter used that water jet to bring her to an orgasm. And it was an orgasm I had not yet seen from her before, not even when I was inside her. The fact that Cait had orgasmed during the very act of losing her virginity to me was impressive enough, but it had certainly not been the greatest orgasm of her life, having had to adjust to a huge penis inside her for the first time ever.
But this—this—was an approaching orgasm that would put all the others to shame. I could sense it, I could almost smell it. My daughter was freely masturbating with the help of the shower, in front of her father, and all of this eroticism was only fueling the fire that was building at epic levels within this young woman's guts. As if in pain—absolutely exquisite pain—Cait had closed her eyes again, tightly, but her mouth was completely open, a silent scream of pleasure when not grunting out in pure pleasure.
Then, as my daughter's orgasm began to reach its crescendo, Cait began openly wailing, almost screaming, her young nubile voice echoing loudly throughout the bathroom. Up until this time she had been using two both hands on her pussy, one to pull her labia open, the other to play with her clit. But at a certain point she stopped stimulating her clit—the water jet was doing that well enough on its own now—and with that now-free hand, Cait began blindly reaching out my way. I stepped forward and quickly took her hand. We interlocked fingers, and she squeezed hard. I leaned forward, kissed the side of her face, then put my mouth to her ear and whispered over the spray.
"Cum for me, Cait. Cum for your Daddy..."
That was all it took. All I could do was hang on for dear life as my sweet beautiful daughter launched over the edge and blasted into what had to be the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced in her young life. Her body trembled, her legs buckled, her cries of pleasure drowned out all other sounds or thought. And as her climax wracked her body, Cait simply slumped back, instinctively knowing that I would immediately catch her, which I did.
We crumbled together to the floor of the shower, but I shielded her slender, trembling body, with my own and clutched her tightly as she succumbed to wave after wave—after wave—of orgasmic bliss seemed to devour her very soul.
I could barely take in what had just transpired before me. The eroticism of it all was simply beyond what I could describe. At the same time, I felt a huge wave of love and admiration for my daughter. For a woman to feel comfortable enough to openly masturbate in front of a man is one thing, but this was a young woman who had done this in front of her father. It was enough to practically make my heart explode with emotions.
God knows how much time passed, minutes, an hour? All I knew was that for the longest time I had been holding on to my practically comatose daughter as she recovered from the Orgasm of the Ages. I began to feel cramped and even chilled, despite the hot water, because we had been in there so long. Our fingers were pruned. But I held on. I held on to my daughter and listened to her breathe, calmly now, against me, as the shower continued to spray down.
Then I felt her stir.
I felt something else stir, too, and I was pleased to realize that my penis had hardened once again, fully, and was now pressed against the small of my daughter's back. I'm pretty sure I had been semi-erect throughout Cait's masturbation session, but because she had just sucked me off not too long ago I figured it'd be a while before I could get another full erection. Well, in a good way, I was wrong.
Cait was feeling it, too. She finally regained enough strength to straighten and pull away from me just enough so that she could turn and look down at it. My hard cock happily stared right back up at her, and she smiled. She reached out and traced a finger lightly up the underside of my shaft, causing it to twitch, which made her giggle. She looked up at me.
"Your turn," she said.
My cock twitched again.
"Me?"
"Yes you, silly. I want to see how my Daddy masturbates."
"Really?"
"Oh yes." She started getting up and gently "pulled" me by my cock to a standing position. As the hot water cascaded over our naked bodies I looked down at my beautiful teenage daughter and was reminded at just how small she was. Despite having wonderfully large breasts, her physical frame was actually quite petite, and I towered over her. The top of her head came level with just below my shoulder. She was looking up at me and smiling.
"Show me how you make yourself cum, Daddy."
I smiled down at the girl I loved so much.
"Okay, baby. Daddy will show you how he likes to play with himself."
As if getting ready for a formal show, Cait stepped back and sat on the shower bench and crossed her legs like a proper lady—only that she was completely naked, of course!
I didn't make her wait long. I got a good grip on my cock and started stroking. I started slowly at first, letting her see how I used just enough pressure to move the skin of my shaft move gently with my hand. The water made my hand and cock slick, and I thoroughly enjoyed pleasuring myself while watching my naked daughter. She, in turn, was staring directly at my dick, her mouth open in amazement, absolutely entranced.
"Like what you see, baby?" I asked, somewhat breathlessly.
"Daddy," she said, "this is the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."
"Oh, my sweet Cait."
"I'm serious, Daddy. Your cock is absolute perfection. And so huge! I can't believe I managed to fit that big thing inside me!"
"Oh baby!" I crooned, so incredibly turned on to hear her say such things.
Cait seemed to catch on that her words were making me hotter, helping to bring on yet another orgasm. She continued.
"I can't wait to put it inside me again, Daddy. I want to feel you shoot your cum into me again and again. I want to feel it splashing into my pussy."
"Holy Jesus, baby!" It was incredible. My entire body was trembling with lust, and I suddenly started jacking off full-steam. My fist became a blur over my cock, and water was spattering everywhere as the shower came into contact with me.
Hearing her lustful words and simply looking at her naked body was all the stimulus I needed to reach orgasm quickly, and I couldn't wait to see her reaction to it.
"Daddy's gonna cum soon, baby." I moaned. "You ready to see Daddy cum?"
"Oh yes, Daddy! Please cum for me!" She suddenly scooted forward and scooped up her large wet breasts with her hands. "Cum here, Daddy," she said. "Cum on my tits!"
Still stroking, furiously now, I took a step forward, and the tip of my cock came into contact with her cleavage. I stabbed at her breasts a few times, only enhancing my sexual pleasure, and as I did so I felt a few of Cait's finger tips reaching out and scraping lightly at my balls.
"That's it, Daddy," she encouraged. "Stroke yourself, faster, faster! Make yourself cum on your daughter's tits. Let me see you shoot your sperm, Daddy!"
"Oh Cait," I groaned, "Oh, baby, oh my sweet girl, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna—"
"Yes, Daddy! Cum for me! Cum all over me, Daddy!"
"OH MY SWEET CAIT, MY BABY GIRL, I'M CUMMMMING!"
The first jet of semen launched directly out and splashed thickly onto my daughter's left breast, causing her to squeal with delight as she stared directly at my erupting urethra. The next two sticky ropes of cum shot out at almost the same tremendous pressure as the first, and I watched myself absolutely paint Cait's heaving breasts with my semen.
"Yes, Daddy, yes!" Cait wailed. "Keep stroking, keep cumming on me!"
I managed to milk out a few more strands of cum which dripped and drooled over Cait's tits, and finally, after several seconds, I could coax no more cum from my balls. I let go and simply let my still-stiff cock come to rest within her cleavage. Cait kept her breasts held high and together, and she used a few fingers to gently nudge my cock between her breasts, lovingly cradling the object of her desire.
"My God, Daddy," she said, clearly astonished. "I have never seen anything so amazing, so beautiful."
"Thank you, baby," I muttered, still breathing hard, feeling my knees wobble in the aftermath of orgasm.
She looked up at me and grinned. I grinned right back and blew her a kiss. She looked back down at where my softening cock still lay nestled in her breasts. My semen was slowly sliding off her warm skin, and after we both enjoyed the erotic sight for a few minutes, I reached up and adjusted the main head of the shower toward where Cait was sitting. Reluctantly, I stepped slightly back, and let my cock drop down, my mostly flaccid now but still thick and threatening.
Cait leaned forward into the warm spray and began rinsing my spunk off her chest, but not before she scooped a little up with her finger and tasted it, making sure I saw her do that.
"Mmm," she said. "Tasty."
"Have I mentioned lately how much I love you, Cait?"
She smiled. "Say it as often as you can, Daddy, because I love you too, so much!"
Then she leaned forward, bringing her face right up to my penis.
"I love you, too," she said to my cock, then gave it a little kiss before standing.
We embraced and kissed under the shower for several minutes. It was deep, passionate kissing. We were 100% lovers now, and we kissed like it.
All told we must've spent the better part of an hour in the shower. Thankfully the water itself remained hot, but we'd been in there so long I could feel the goosebumps forming on my daughter's skin, and she even gave a slight shiver, but she remained tightly embraced against me. I knew I would need to be the one to get us out of there, so I gave her tight round bottom a loving little spank.
"Didn't you mention something about making me breakfast, pumpkin?"
"Are you hungry, Daddy?" she asked, her voice muffled as she pressed her face to my chest.
"I'd say we've worked up a pretty good appetite."
I reached to turn the shower off, then guided my daughter toward the door. She was shivering again, and I stepped out and quickly got a big fluffy towel around her. I helped her dry her body and her hair a little, and she did the same for me. She kept the towel wrapped around her for a few minutes, but only until she warmed up, then she let it slip right off her.
"We shall remain naked all day," she proudly declared in a regal fake-British dialect.
"Yes, Your Royal Highness," I replied, bowing demurely.
"Come hither, my good man." She stepped forward, once again getting a light grip on my cock. "We are off to the kitchen!"
And, just as she had led me in here by my cock, so my daughter Cait led me out in the same manner.
"We must provide nourishment and fuel for this," she said, giving my cock a slight squeeze, "for there are many more orgasms in store for us before this weekend is out!"
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SATURDAY MORNING CONTINUED
"We must provide nourishment and fuel for this," Cait said, giving my cock a slight squeeze, "for there are much more orgasms in store for us before this weekend is out!"
Hearing such words from my beautiful, adorable—and completely naked—18-year-old daughter put my mind into a fog of lust and love at the same time. I just stood there for a few minutes, practically paralyzed with sexually satisfied giddiness, while Cait grabbed a big fluffy towel and dried my own naked body. She then wiped herself down and grabbed a fresh towel to dry her long hair a bit before twisting it into a "turban" on top of her hair. Otherwise she remained completely nude as she led us from my master bathroom to the kitchen.
At her insistence, all I was allowed to do was brew some coffee, and then prepare some fresh squeezed orange juice while she rifled through the fridge and pantry to get all the fixings for scrambled eggs and bacon. An image I will remember forever was when I stared at her as she leaned forward toward the open refrigerator door. Her perfect round ass jutted straight back toward me, and I could clearly see her smooth vaginal lips within the cute little gap at the top of her thighs. And when she straightened and turned partially toward me, I began salivating at how rock-hard her nipples had gotten from the fridge's cool air.
The rule of the day was that we were both to remain as naked as possible, the only exceptions being Cait getting to temporarily wear the towel on her head until her hair had dried a bit more, and the apron she put on to prevent sizzling bacon grease from spattering on her skin. The apron also served to give me yet another fucking sexy image, because with her back to me while she cooked I got to watch my daughter's naked spine and ass.
Ironically, when we finally sat at the large kitchen counter together to eat, we fell into otherwise mundane breakfast conversations, chatting a bit about what classes she would take in college, what the weather would be like, what we thought about the last TV shows we'd just seen. Anyone eavesdropping from the next room would think a father and daughter we simply bantering away over a regular breakfast. Of course, were that spy to actually step into the kitchen the spy would see that the father was naked, and the daughter was wearing literally just an apron and a damp towel on her head. The spy would have enjoyed the view of both of our naked butts next to each other on our stools.
It was nice to calm down a little from all the sex and passion for a little while. My dick definitely needed some time to recover from so much stimulation, and I imagined poor Cait's pussy was still a little sore from being penetrated by a cock for the first time late last night. As Cait went off on a tangent, telling me about why one of her friends was going to take a year off before going to college, I allowed my thoughts to wander, and for the first time in the last 12 hours or so since I had taken my own daughter's virginity, my moral compass began to stabilize. I began to think about the ramifications of what I had done—to my own daughter. I couldn't help but wonder just how much I had potentially fucked up my daughter's life, my wife's, and my own of course.
But what also amazed me was just how casual and, well, normal, Cait was acting in this very moment. Other than the fact that we were nude it was as if we were just plain old father and daughter having breakfast now. The mood was as calm as if my wife, Heather, could walk into the kitchen right now and, without batting an eye, simply ask if there was more coffee...
"What?" I said, blinking myself back into the moment.
"I said I think I'm boring you, Daddy," Cait said.
"Oh no, not at all baby, I promise," I said. "I guess I'm still just in a haze of bliss."
Crunching away her last bite of crispy bacon, Cait said, "Me, too, Daddy. And the day has only gotten started!" She gave me a playful wink and stood to begin gathering the dishes. I stood too, and we had an interesting and erotic time "trying" to wash the dishes with her at the sink and me right behind her, reaching around and fondling her freely while grinding my crotch against her ass.
We gave up on the dishes and moved out of the kitchen. Cait got rid of the apron and said she wanted to dry her hair a little more. I followed her like a puppy to her bathroom, mesmerized as always by the wiggle and giggle of her hips and ass. While she started blow-drying her hair I felt the urge to pee and walked up to the toilet. I waited until she could see me in the reflection in the mirror before letting a nice strong stream of urine flow into the bowl.
"Awe, Daddy," Cait whimpered in a tone just over the sound of the dryer, "you should have waited until I could aim it for you!"
I laughed as my piss continued to flow. "I would probably get hard, and I wouldn't be able to go!"
She finished drying as I washed up. Then it was my turn to watch her go pee. She was absolutely adorable sitting there, naked as the day she was born, and happily going to the bathroom in front of her nude father.
"So," I said as she dabbed at her vagina with some toilet paper, "what would you like to do next?"
"Go back to bed!"
I laughed.
Cait flushed, gave her hands a quick rinse, then dropped to her knees. I raised my eyebrows in surprise, watching her face approach my flaccid cock. She opened her mouth, but just when I thought she was about to suck the head between her lips, she glanced up at me and said, "Catch me if you can!" With that, she gave me a playful shove to throw me off my balance, and she launched from her haunches right into a sprint, making straight for the master bedroom.
I ran after her and more or less tackled her loudly laughing form onto the bed. We rolled around, playing and tickling each other very much as we had done so the previous night. I finally pinned her beneath me and looked into her eyes, trying to catch my breath. She was so beautiful, so perfect.
Cait must've noticed the more serious look I was giving her, because she returned it. We gazed at each other for several long moments, then I leaned down and kissed her. She welcomed my lips with hers, and she eagerly parted her mouth to allow my tongue to slide in and dance with hers. We clung to each other and made out for a solid 20 minutes, hardly coming up for air. The taste of her mouth, the warmth of her naked body...it intoxicated me, and I felt myself getting aroused again, my erection stiffening against my daughter's hip.
In a quiet moment where we both briefly broke our kiss to shift positions a little, Cait whispered to me: "Make love to me, Daddy."
It was all I needed to hear, and I lifted myself just enough to position myself for intercourse. I gently nudged Cait's smooth legs apart with my knee, then centered my body to hers, sliding up just enough for the head of my completely rigid cock to "kiss" gently against my daughter's sex. She sensed me pause, then reached up to touch my face while she nodded me in encouragement.
Slowly, so slowly, I began to push my penis into my daughter's vagina. We hadn't had much foreplay, and I was momentarily concerned that her tight, nearly virginal channel would not yet be ready to receive the thickness of my manhood. But as tight as she was—and mother of god was she tight—she was also very, very wet, and her eager pussy gave only slight resistance to my penetration. After a few long, careful probing pushes, I was able to bury my full length into her. Well, maybe 90% of full, because I could distinctly feel the head of my cock squishing up against Cait's cervix, and it caused her to whimper slightly.
"Sorry, baby," I whispered.
"It's—it's okay, Daddy," she said, grimacing just a bit. "I want it. I want you inside me, I can take it."
"There's no rush, my love," I said. We both locked eyes when I said that. Throughout this new experience of becoming lovers, I'd called her my usual pet names, "baby," "pumpkin," etc. To simply declare her "my love" seemed to bring us into yet a deeper level of intimacy. But I said it, and I meant it.
"I love you so much, Daddy," my daughter cooed.
"I love you too, baby."
I felt her bring her hands to my sides and urge me to move more tightly against her. I obliged and allowed more of my weight, and my length, to press against her and into her. She grimaced again, still struggling to adjust to my girth. But she was a trooper as always and continued to pull me against her. As much as I wanted to start slamming my cock in and out of her tiny pussy, I maintained discipline and kept my movements minimal, barely rocking back and forth.
"Don't worry," I soothed her. "We have all day, all weekend. We'll take our time; there's no rush."
"Oh Daddy, thank you. I just want to please you."
"You are, my love. This is absolute perfection. You are perfection."
Bursting into tears of joy, my gorgeous daughter lifted her head and kissed me. I kissed her back and we started making out again as I moved gently back and forth inside her. I was very thankful for having had the chance to recently ejaculate, because I could now truly take my time, control myself, as I experimented with my movements and distribution of weight to bring as little discomfort as possible to Cait. Without the aid of alcohol this time, I could tell she was more than aware of just how big my dick really was. I was quite proud of my size of my cock, it gave me all the confidence in the world, but my daughter was very tiny, and this was quite an adjustment.
So, we took our time making love. And I really considered it making love this time. Our first time was frantic, drunken, desperate and frenzied. In short, we fucked each other silly. Now we relaxed into it. After rocking easily back and forth with each other for about 10 minutes, I felt some of the tension leave my daughter's body. Her vagina certainly didn't loosen up, but her breathing deepened, and her legs relaxed a bit. The endorphins of sexual pleasure were flowing into her more freely, and I sensed that I could now thrust more of my actual length in and out of her, instead of just a couple of inches.
We soon got into a rhythm, a classic missionary-style rhythm, and the feeling of my daughter's tight vagina and warm little body brought me to the most wonderful plateau of pleasure. I knew I had the stamina to go for quite a while this time, and I was determined to bring my daughter to at least one powerful orgasm. To my surprise and delight, I didn't have to wait long. Cait's breathing started becoming more rapid. I could feel her body begin to tremble and her stomach quiver.
This girl was getting ready to cum.
"Oh Daddy," she began to repeat breathlessly. "Oh Daddy..."
"My baby girl," I said softly. "I love you so much, and I want to bring you such pleasure."
"Oh...oh Daddy, just...just keep moving in me like that and you will!"
I started thrusting a bit hard, just a bit harder, carefully controlling the intensity of my movements to build in proportion to my daughter's building climax. She began breathing hard and panting. She had been trying to maintain eye contact with me, but now she screwed her eyes shut and let her head fall back.
She began moaning, and I began thrusting harder. And harder.
"God...yes," she started crying out, "oh fucking god yes!"
"Yeah, baby? Is Daddy going to make his daughter cum?"
"Yes, Daddy! Yes! Gonna cum...gonna cum so hard."
"Then cum for me, my love. Cum for your Daddy. Feel my length inside you."
"Yes, Daddy! Your cock—so big! So huge! You're—you're filling me up so good!"
I began pounding her pretty good now. I could feel the head of my cock slam into the poor girl's cervix over and over. I gazed down her body and smiled as her big soft tits giggled up and down on her chest as her body was pulverized by my thrusting hips and cock.
I was giving her quite a solid fuck now, and I could feel her pussy begin to clutch me even tighter, if that was possible, and her moaning got louder and louder. I knew her climax was imminent. Both because I felt it, and because she wanted the world to know.
"Daddy! Daddy! You're gonna make me cum! Gonna make me cum! Fuck me, Daddy, FUCK ME!"
"I am, baby girl," I grunted. "You've got every inch of me slamming into you. You have the most perfect pussy in the world. I want to feel you cum on my cock. I want to feel your whole body cum, baby!"
"I will, Daddy! So close! So close! Just—just—"
Suddenly she sucked in a lungful of breath, and I felt her legs lock around my butt when I slammed into her.
"Don't move, Daddy! Just don't move! Hold it!"
I froze, my cock buried as deep inside her as ever before. I had been expecting her to climax while I continued to pound her, but I quickly realized she wanted to let it wash over her while I was stuffed completely within her. (It was remarkable to me, but also strangely familiar, because this was exactly how my wife, Heather, liked to cum when the moment hit her!)
"Don't move, Daddy! Don't. You. Fucking. MOVE!"
I held still, held on for dear life, and I enjoyed the sight, sound and feeling of my daughter, Cait, experience what seemed to be the biggest, most powerful orgasm of her life. Her legs became an impenetrable vice against my ass and hips. Her fingers dug into the flesh of my sides. Her face became flushed and her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. A cry of pleasure the finally ripped out from her throat made the walls of probably even our neighbors' houses shake!
This girl came. HARD.
And not only did she cum, she came for a long time. Several moments had passed before I sensed only the slightest relaxation in her legs and body. I just kept my body still, my cock still ram-rod hard inside her, and let her come down from her climax in her own good time.
After another moment or two, Cait seemed to come back to reality. She opened her eyes and looked into mine. She licked her lips and realized she had been slightly drooling. She let her legs relax a little more and set her feet back down on the bed on either side of me. She let go of my ribs and brought her hands to her face, wiping her mouth and rubbing her eyes a little. I smiled down at her the whole time. I was a proud father, a proud lover.
"Oh Daddy," she finally said, her voice raspy. "Is it like this every time?"
"Well..." I trailed off. I certainly wished it could be like that every time.
"Are you okay, baby?" I finally asked. I was worried that I was crushing her under my weight, and of course my throbbing erection was still buried within her.
Cait nodded, but then realized: "You didn't cum, Daddy."
"It's okay, pumpkin. This was all for you."
"But Daddy, I don't want you to get blue balls."
We laughed, causing my cock to twitch inside her, and her eyes went wide.
"Jesus, Daddy, still so big. So stiff. You are amazing."
"Thank you," I said, blushing.
"But I'm going to make you cum, and it's going to be fun getting you there."
"Oh, you are?"
She was, and she also decided that she would have fun trying different positions until it happened. We carefully shifted around so that she could keep my cock inside her while she eventually got into the cowgirl position. Seeing her like this reminded me that up until now we had only done missionary. I thoroughly enjoyed the sight of her naked body now straddling me. She started moving up and down, experimenting with what for her was an entirely new position. I loved watching my cock disappear and reappear in and out of her tight baby-bald vagina as she moved up and down. Her glistening pussy lips were swollen and stretched to accommodate my thickness. When she leaned forward I leaned up and started sucking her breasts and nibbling her nipples, causing her to cry out in pleasure.
I was a champion of stamina this morning, and I felt that I could go long enough to bring my daughter to another climax. For her part Cait was quite happy to move in ways that gave her as much intense pleasure as me. She also surprised me by unabashedly reaching down and fingering her clit while she rode me.
That brought her next climax on that much sooner. I started encouraging her to make herself cum while she was impaled on my cock, and she gladly accepted the encouragement. Once again, her breathing changed, her body started trembling, and at the very last moment Cait let almost all of her weight drop down on me to the point where it felt like I was penetrating her very womb. Like before, she stopped all movement except for her fingers, which furiously rubbed her wonderfully swollen clit.
"Daddy! Daddy! OH DADDY!" she cried out, once again paralyzed in orgasm.
I simply held her steady by her curvy hips while her climax washed over her.
Finally, she opened her eyes and looked down at me. I had a silly grin on my face. She leaned forward again and kissed me. When she lifted up again she said, "Let's try another position, Daddy. My legs are getting a bit sore."
"Okay, baby," I said, all too eagerly. "What would you like to try next?"
"Whatever you want, Daddy."
I grinned. "Okay, I've got another one for you, but I'll have to pull out for just a moment."
Cait gave me a mock-pout but then another quick kiss before slowly starting to pull herself off of me. We both looked directly at where my thick cock was slowly, wetly, emerging from Cait's impossibly tight pussy. When it finally came out all the way it made a wet slapping sound against my tummy as it bounced but remained firm and ready for more action.
Cait groaned in disappointment that I was not inside her anymore. But I quickly fixed that: I got to my knees and encouraged Cait to do the same, in front of me. She may have been new at sex, but she was pretty quick to figure out that I wanted her to bend over in front of me so that I could take her from behind. With horny eagerness, my daughter moved into position, then looked back at me as I took over. I adjusted how she knelt just a bit so that I could more perfectly align my dick with her dripping entrance. I knew she was extremely wet from her first two orgasms, but I was still careful not to just slam my cock into her in one stroke, though the temptation was there!
"Oh yes," Cait blurted as the head of my cock pushed passed her pussy lips. And after a few careful in-and-out strokes, I finally got myself buried balls-deep, and she blurted, "Oh FUCK yes!"
I luxuriated in the difference with how her pussy felt in this new position. Being inside her in any position was of course pure heaven, but getting to try her in this new way, getting this new slightly different sensation, was the sexual equivalent of sampling a few different styles of fine single-malt Scotch.
Before long I was moving in and out of my daughter at a pretty good pace. I clutched at her hips and pulled her toward me as I pushed my dick deeper and deeper. Cait settled her head on her hands and just hung on for dear life as I used her precious little body to bring on my own pleasure. By now the toll of fucking a young teenager who also happened to be my daughter was once again catching up. I no longer felt in very good control, and my dick began twitching with the sensation of having fucked this tight cunt for the better part of an hour.
Cait seemed to instinctively sense this too, and I heard her muffled voice encourage me. "That's it, Daddy, keep pumping your cock into me. I know you want to give me your cum soon, and you know how badly I want to feel it shooting up inside me."
"Oh Cait!" I grunted, my rhythm becoming erratic.



"Yes, Daddy!" she moaned. "Please, Daddy, please cum inside me again."
"I will, baby...so close! Daddy's gonna cum soon!"
"That's my Daddy! Just let yourself go. Let yourself release, and just pour that sperm into your daughter's pussy."
"Yes, my love, yes!" I could feel my balls tighten, I was gonna fill this girl up!
"Do it, Daddy," she was now bellowing. "Shoot your cum inside me! You've already done it once, and I'm not on birth control. Do it again. Cum inside me because you know what that might do to me!"
My eyes shot wide open, and I slammed into her one last time. Did she just imply that I was going to make her preg—
But all other thought escaped my lust-numbed brain as I felt my balls tighten and my cock twitch as the first of several thick ropes of purely potent semen began blasting deep into my daughter's pussy.
"Yes, Daddy! YES!"
As I held inside her, feeling spurt after spurt of sperm shoot into my baby girl, I could feel her pussy clenching my shaft, yet again, as she exploded into another powerful orgasm of her own.
We froze like that: Cait's body trembling in climax, my body tensing during unspeakably intense ejaculation. It was only magnified by the idea, the suddenly horrible and erotic and terrifying thought that I was in this moment impregnating my own daughter.
The minutes passed by, and finally, after god knows how long, my cock began to soften to the point where I could no longer hold it inside Cait. It slipped out in post-orgasmic triumph, sticky and glistening from our combined fluids. I saw some of my sperm leak warmly and thickly out of Cait's completely swollen pussy. We collapsed into each other in a mass of warm, sweaty flesh on the bed. We hadn't even pulled back the duvet. Our bodily fluids were soaking it.
We lay there another 15 minutes, just breathing, touching, saying nothing. We glowed.
Cait actually managed to doze off. I felt supremely relaxed, hardly able to move a muscle, but I remained awake. I stared at the ceiling, every few minutes running a finger lightly along some part of my daughter's naked body, as if to keep proving that this was indeed real life. I had really fucked my daughter. I had really made her cum. I had really cum inside her. Twice.
I had potentially impregnated my daughter.
The thought was sudden and pierced deeply into my psyche. But it also brought the most intense sense of euphoria with it.
I grinned and shook my head. I knew we would continue our sexual escapades throughout the rest of the weekend, but I knew that by Monday morning at the latest I would need to make sure Cait went and got a Morning After pill. Until then, all I could do was start thinking about other new positions, and locations, in which I could make love to my gorgeous little girl. And I kept thinking of how much I would be able to cum inside her...
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SATURDAY AFTERNOON
Being as drunk as we had been the previous night, and after so many orgasms in less than 24 hours, my 18-year-old daughter, Cait, and I eventually drifted into a thoroughly solid and satisfying nap. We slept for a couple of hours, still quite naked and closely intertwined on top of my big king size bed. I eventually roused to the sensation of extreme numbness in one of my arms, and I realized it had been pinned beneath my daughter as she cuddled up next to me. I very gently and slowly worked my arm from under her, trying not to wake her. And as I massaged my own numb hand and arm I gazed at her beautiful nude form with the perfect mixture of love and lust.
Now that I was fully sober, and, at least for the time being, sexually satiated, my mind began to focus on the "lust" part of my feeling for my daughter. There was no question that what I had done with my own flesh-and-blood child would be considered universally immoral to just about any society. There was also the fact that I had just cheated on my wife of 20 years. I had been quite faithful to Heather all these years. Sure, there had been temptations, flirtatious comments with the occasional female here or there, at places of work, travel, the usual places, but I had always been good about resisting the temptation. I liked to think that I never would have done this.
But I had with my daughter. The real question was, had I succumbed to the temptation because Cait was my daughter? In a most twisted way, it didn't feel like cheating. It wasn't as if I'd hooked up with some random chick at an anonymous hotel room. I had a very well established and loving relationship with Cait. But now it was sexual. It was incest.
I also had to face up to the fact that, although Cait was 18 and legally an adult, she was still just a kid, and I was an adult well over twice her age. It had been my responsibility to prevent this from happening, to not take advantage of an innocent young women, regardless of whether she was my daughter. Nevertheless, the deed was done. And, incredibly, Cait seemed to have taken to becoming my lover as eagerly and readily as if had just been meant to be.
I leaned up on an elbow and used my free hand to brush a stray lock of hair from Cait's cheek. I looked her up and down, basking in her sheer nudity. She was on her side, and her hip curved up distinctly from her narrow waist. Her breasts were firm and moved gently with her breathing. I could lay here forever with her. I could literally fall in love with my own daughter and make love with her until we both grew old. But what we were doing was so outside of the realm of normalcy, I knew I would have to figure out just what this really was going to turn into. How could this possibly work out? How could this possibly last? How could this possibly impact my marriage in any other way but disastrously?
Cait and I definitely need to have a talk. Ironically, this whole weekend had been intended to be a discussion around the "Birds and the Bees," and it had been my assignment to ensure that Cait appreciated the reality of sexuality and other adult behaviors when she left for her freshmen year in college soon. Well, the birds and the bees part became a literal demonstration! But I was still this girl's father, and I knew that, moving forward, I would need to do the right thing. I desperately wanted to continue to be this girl's lover, but I was now determined to find out what was truly going on in her mind, in her conscience, in her heart, before I dared approach her in a sexual way again.
With this new sense of responsibility in mind, I slowly climbed out of the bed, careful not to wake Cait, and made my way into the walk-in closet. I grabbed a long terrycloth robe and put it on. I padded down to Cait's bedroom, found her robe, and brought it back to the master bedroom. I laid it carefully on the bed next to Cait, then got a spare blanket and covered my beautiful daughter's nakedness.
While she continued sleeping I made my way to the kitchen and put on a kettle for tea. I wasn't exactly a tea guy, but anticipating the seriousness of the conversation I was soon going to have with my daughter, I figured I should prepare something soothing—that wasn't booze, though depending on how this pending conversation went, I might certainly need a shot or two.
The kettle was just coming on to boil when Cait came into the kitchen.
"Hi, Daddy," she said. I turned to face her and stiffened.
She was nude.
"H-hi, pumpkin," I stammered, suddenly feeling very awkward.
She smiled at me, rubbed a little sleep from her eye, then made a face at my robe, and I knew why. When this whole sexual adventure had begun we had made a playful lover's pact that we would remain as 100% nude as possible the rest of the weekend.
"Honey," I said, "you are absolutely gorgeous, but, well, I want to have a bit of a chat with you, and it will be a little less, um, distracting, if you could put a little something on."
She gave me a look, wondering perhaps if I was kidding around with her, but she seemed to sense how awkward I was feeling. She nodded.
"Okay, Daddy, be right back."
My cock actually gave a yearning twitch when I watched her twirl on her foot and saunter away, her perfect round ass cheeks swaying firmly back and forth. But no, no goddammit, I had to be an actual dad for the moment. I willed my penis to behave under the thick robe, and I poured two mugs of tea.
Cait came back into the kitchen wearing the robe I had brought her. It was a fairly short robe. Having had sex with me, she obviously wasn't worried about it occasionally coming open, giving me peeks at her large breasts, but at least it was something. I gestured the bar area of the counter, where we had had breakfast, and I handed her one of the steaming mugs.
"Cait..." I started, stopped.
She reached out and put a hand on mine. "It's okay, Daddy, just say what's on your mind."
I sipped some tea, stalling for time. The warmth of it going down my throat was soothing, as it had been intended to be.
"Cait," I began again, "I want you to know that, first and foremost, I love you as a daughter. You are the most precious thing to me on this planet. You know that, right?"
She blushed. "I do, Daddy, and I love you too. You are the most amazing father a girl could ever want."
"And that's...well, that's the thing." I watched her carefully. "I am your father." Her blush faded. Her almost perpetual smile flattened a bit. She was a smart girl, she had to know where I was going with this. I tried to continue, "What we have been doing...it's been so special, so wonderful, but...but I mean—"
"Daddy," Cait gently interrupted, leaning forward a bit and patting my hand again. "I think I know what you're trying to say."
"Y-you do?"
"Of course," she said. "I may be rather new at this, but I am not naïve. I know this is not what a father and daughter should normally be doing."
"Exactly," I said, "and I'm worried about the overall impact this is going to have on your life, on both of our lives. I feel guilty for what I have done."
"Dad," Cait suddenly said firmly, leaning closer. "Please, let's get it established right now that I do not want you to feel guilty. You did nothing wrong."
"But I—"
"No, you did nothing wrong, because you did nothing that I did not want to do."
"It was my responsibility to not take advantage of you—"
"Daddy, I mean it, please do not put that on you." She took her other hand so that they were now both holding mine. She gazed directly into my eyes and continued. "I wanted this."
My eyes got wide, and I felt my heart begin to beat rapidly. "You did?"
She nodded, then glanced away from me, in thought. I glanced down and could see most of her beautiful breasts as her robe came open. I swallowed, trying to stay on course, and I forced myself to look only at her face.
"I mean," she was saying, "I don't know exactly when or how I wanted it to happen, nor did I ever think it would happen, of course!" She looked at me. "You know, because you are my...and I am your..."
"Yes."
"But I guess, perhaps a few years ago, when I started going through puberty and getting curious about sex, I just...well, I just started looking at you differently."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, I wasn't fully conscious of it at first. I've always looked at you and loved you as my father, of course. But part of me started looking at as, well, as a man."
I swallowed again and disengaged one hand to grab my mug. It took effort to hold it steady.
Cait continued, "I started looking at your body, at your mannerisms. I watched you with Mom, how you flirted with her, how you touched her. I like how close you two are after all these years of marriage, and I began to hope that someday a man would touch me and treat me the same way. I wanted a man to treat me like that...and I guess it just evolved into wishing that you, you actually, would touch me and treat me like you do Mom."
I stared at her, speechless. And I had to set the mug back down.
She took a sip of her tea as she gathered her thoughts. She said, "I eventually became aware of, that I began to develop...physical feelings for you."
I felt my penis begin to swell, and I cursed myself for it.
"But while I allowed myself to feel that way, I kept those feelings more or less in the background, because of course a daughter should not feel that way toward her father. Nor would I in a million years have thought you might feel that way toward me, let alone..." She trailed off and gestured the fact that we were both in our robes, obviously naked underneath.
"Still," she said, "over time I felt less and less guilt about admiring you as a sexual object. Whenever I could catch glances of you in less dressed settings—coming out of the pool, working shirtless in the garage on a hot day, stuff like that—I got very excited, very...horny."
"H-horny?" I could barely find my voice.
She nodded. "You became a regular fantasy when I masturbated. I even had some imagery."
"Um, what do you mean?"
"A couple of times I heard you and Mom having sex."
"Oh my god."
"Daddy, it's okay! It's what husbands and wives do!" The she winked. "Just try to remember that sometimes your kid is down the hallway!"
It was my turn to blush, but we both chuckled.
She said, "One time when you and Mom were going at it, I got near your closed bedroom door and listened to the whole thing. And...I fingered myself to climax, trying to time my orgasms with Mom's or especially when I heard you grunting your own climax."
"Jesus." I was fully erect again, but I managed to keep the bulge at bay by strategically folding my robe as conservatively as possible.
"Another time," she said, "I was listening to you have sex, I was at the bedroom door again, and as I leaned against it with my ear, hoping to hear more clearly, it actually cracked open a bit."
"What?!"
"Yeah, it was soooo scary! You must not have accidentally let it latch all the way, and it opened about six inches. For a split second I thought the two of you might stop humping and look toward the door. I was about to bolt. Fortunately, it didn't make any noise, and you and Mom continued to go at it. I was able to peek in."
"And...what did you see?"
Cait smiled. "It was beautiful, actually. You were on your back, and Mom was riding you. She was naked, but her back was to me, and, sadly for me, the blankets and sheets were sort of bunched up around your legs. Where I was squatting near the door my view of your dick going in and out of Mom was obscured. The most I saw was Mom's butt crack every now and then."
"Jesus," I said again.
"I couldn't see it, but I could easily imagine it going in and out of Mom while she rode you. I think she climaxed twice, and then I heard you grunt as you tensed up and came inside her. She sort of collapsed on top of you after, and I got scared I'd be discovered now that you were done, so I carefully pulled the door to almost closed again and fled."
I let some breath out and shook my head, amazed. "Wow," was all I could say, stupidly.
She grinned from behind her mug, "Wow indeed."
"So, what we did last night...what we have been doing since then, you...you wanted that?"
"Well, again, I never expected anything like that to happen. It would never have occurred to me to try to seduce you, but I imagined countless ways and settings in which, in my fantasies, I would let you take me. So...when it did, when that moment hit...I just instinctively knew that I truly did want it, and I was ready to surrender myself to you completely."
"My god, baby..."
"I know I should be freaked out, that I would be labeled as a freak if any of my friends found out. But Daddy?"
"Yes?"
"Daddy, I just don't care what other people think. I don't care that you are my father. I love you, I enjoy making love with you, and I want you to understand that you have nothing, nothing to feel guilty about."
I just stared at her, and it felt like my heart was going to explode. Cait set her mug down, then gently took my hands again and stood from the stool. She was so short that she still had to look up at me even though I was still seated.
"Daddy," she said, her big beautiful eyes staring into mine. "You have nothing to be guilty about, but I also don't want you to be worried. If you decide that you want to return to being just my father, I will accept that. I will savor this weekend as one of the most cherished memories of my life. Forever, without regret."
She gave my hands a squeeze and moved in closer.
"But if you want to...to continue what we've been doing. If you wish to take me to bed again, take me where ever or whenever you want...I'm yours."
The room got suddenly very quiet. Our mutual gaze was filled with pure love. The question was, would we succumb to the lust again? Slowly I rose to a standing position, towering over my adorable young daughter. Cait's robe had slipped open some more, and now I could see between her legs. My towel had slipped open, too, but that was because my cock, still fully erect, had finally pushed itself out from the folds.
Cait broke her gaze to glanced down at my cock. I saw her smile at it, then she looked back up at me. "Is that my answer?"
I grinned and then clutched her tightly to me. Despite my erection now pressing against her stomach, we hugged first as father and daughter for several minutes. We held each other and savored in the pure intimacy of our incredible relationship.
When we broke apart again, it took only one more knowing glance into each other's eyes that we were going to continue to be lovers. Cait grabbed at my robe and practically tore it off my body, letting it drop unceremoniously to the floor. I grabbed her robe and did the same. We then grabbed at each other's naked bodies and began making out.
As we kissed we both instinctively maneuvered ourselves to another part of the kitchen where the counter was lower. I lifted my daughter's slender naked frame effortlessly and set her on the edge of the countertop. She gave a little squeal in my mouth as her warm butt cheeks made contact with the cool surface of the counter. We both looked down to see how my cock was lining up with her pussy. We were lined up perfectly, and Cait reached down and aimed my thickness to her eager opening.
I thrust into her gently at first, as if testing her depths. She was tight, so incredibly tight, but her own lust for me helped her opening stretch just enough to allow my full length and girth to slowly find its way inside. I began pumping in and out, steadily, having pure perfect sex with my daughter.
Cait began moaning right away. The passion of our discussion had primed her for what she had been craving, and it wasn't long before she began convulsing and climaxing on my cock. Knowing now what she preferred, as the intensity of her climax hit her, I drove my cock fully into her and then held it, locking her body around me.
"Ohhhhhh godddd yyyeessss! OH DADDY!"
The sound of my daughter's voice as she climaxed was the most beautiful thing I had ever heard. I waited until her orgasm had completely ravished her, and then I began pumping again, in and out, in and out. Cait clutched me tightly, her legs locked behind my spine. Eventually, as I continued to slam my dick into her, I picked her up by her ass cheeks. My daughter was now fully impaled on my cock with nothing else to support her other than her arms around my shoulder and my hands clutching her ass.
We turned so that I was now leaning back up against the counter, and Cait began bouncing, bouncing, getting my cock so deep into her I felt like I was in her guts.
"Jesus, Daddy, oh fuck!"
She continued with phrases like that, just absolutely losing herself in the sexual moment.
I loved, absolutely loved the sensation of having my daughter literally hang on my body, allowing most of her weight to rest on the base of my cock as it slid so perfectly and deeply into her tiny vagina. It was a sensation that soon had my balls beginning to tingle, and my cock began to twitch in anticipation of its pending climax. Cait sensed it too. She opened her eyes and looked at me.
"That's it, Daddy, fuck me. Fuck your little girl. You are my daddy, you are my man"
"Oh Cait, oh baby..."
"I want you inside me all the time, Daddy. I want you to cum inside me as much as you want, whenever you want."
"I will, baby! Oh my sweet girl, I will always fill you up. Daddy loves cumming inside you so much. So fucking much."
"I love it too, Daddy! I love feeling you cum inside me. Please, Daddy, please fill me with your seed."
"Oh god!" That one single new word from her mouth was what started sending me over the edge. She didn't just want me cum, my semen...she wanted my seed.
She knew what she was implying. I knew what she was implying. And she knew I knew what she was implying.
"Yes, Daddy...give it to me. Shoot your seed deep into my body. Give it to me!"
"Yes...oh, baby, girl YES I'M COMING INSIDE YOU! HERE COMES DADDY'S SEED!"
I could barely keep my grip on my daughter as my cock flexed and began spewing blast after white hot blast of sticky sperm into her pussy. I could feel it froth and flow around us as I continued to thrust into her a few more times.
As my powerful orgasm subsided I turned us around again and set her back on the counter, my cock still firmly lodged in her vagina. My legs were trembling from the intensity of the pleasure and I didn't want to drop her. I also suddenly realized my eyes had been screwed shut from the orgasm, and when I opened them to look at Cait she was actually looking own at where our bodies were joined, penis to pussy.
"Wow," Cait said. "That just looks so perfect."
I grinned. "Agreed."
But eventually biology returned to normal, and my cock finally softened enough to slide slowly from Cait's opening. There was a slight slurping, popping sound as it fell out of her wetness. We both watched a huge glob of semen, mixed with her juices, ooze out of her labia and drop to the edge of the countertop, where it then continued to drip down toward the floor.
"Always so much cum, Daddy. I love it!"
"I do too, my love," was all I could mutter, still trying to catch my breath.
More of my seed started seeping out of her, so I reached over to get a paper towel and handed it to her. She held it to her opening and wiped, completely soaking the towel.
When she was done sort of cleaning herself up she wadded up the towel and tossed it over her shoulder. She then leaned back on her hands, enjoying being naked on the countertop in front of her daddy.



"So while we're in here," she said, "what shall we make for lunch?"
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SATURDAY AFTERNOON & EVENING / SUNDAY MORNING
After all the sex in the last several hours, including most recently fucking each other on the kitchen counter, my daughter and I were truly sexually spent for the time being. The poor girl, who had been a virgin just the previous day, was now quite sore in her tender pussy. My balls were thoroughly drained, and amazingly my dick was a bit sore, too. I had no complaints whatsoever about my wife's wonderful smooth pussy, but nothing had prepared me for just how impossibly tight my young 18-year-old daughter was.
We remained naked, as was our promise, and threw together a lunch of sandwiches and chips no differently than had we still been no more than daddy and daughter. Over lunch Cait pondered about what might be on Netflix or Hulu, and after cleaning up from lunch we went to the TV room to find out. We took turns binge-watching a few episodes of the show she liked (Orange is the New Black), then episodes of one I liked (House of Cards). We cuddled the whole time, enjoying the sensual feeling of pressing our nude bodies together, yet not letting it automatically lead to sex. On occasion, my cock would grow mostly erect, and she would smile at it, sometimes pat or stoke it lightly, but only in a kind of absent-minded way while we watched TV.
Another thing we promised one another was to let each other watch as one or the other went pee. Twice during our shows, I had to pee, and twice she had to go too. The second time for both of us was at the same time, so we had a little fun with that. Instead of taking turns on the toilet, we went to the big shower in the master bathroom, and while she sort of squatted and started squirting directly into the drain, I stood near her and aimed my stream toward the same target. It was funny and weird and erotic at the same time. We giggled so much that we kept missing the target and peeing on each other's feet and legs. When we were done I turned on the water so that we could rinse off.
I also got a full erection as we rinsed off, and Cait offered to give me a BJ or stroke me to get me off. It was tempting, but I told her I wanted to "recharge my batteries" a bit more until she was ready to take me into her pussy again. She smiled.
"Won't be long," she promised.
The binge-watching burned away several hours, and we were both surprised to find, that it had gotten dark. It was time for yet another meal, but I suddenly realized there wasn't much left to eat in the house. Way, way before even the slightest thought of sexual happenings between my daughter and me, I had sort of planned out the weekend of having a nice meal and The Talk on Friday, which we did, then going out to dinner and/or a movie tonight. I mentioned as much to Cait.
"But that would mean putting on clothes," she said, making her tone sound mockingly pouty.
I laughed. "Well, we can order a pizza or Chinese. We'd only have to be dressed for a few minutes to collect and pay for the food."
"Sounds like a plan, Daddy, but you get dressed for that. I will stay naked and hide behind the door."
I laughed again. "So naughty."
We settled on Chinese food, because Cait always thought it was cool to eat directly out of the boxes like they always do on TV. While waiting for the food to arrive, Cait suggested we have a drink.
"Seriously?" I asked. "A drink drink?" I nodded toward the bar.
"Yes. Make me another cocktail."
"I've created a monster."
Cait sauntered nakedly over to the bar and then leaned against it, seductively jutting out her hips and ass toward me, giving her butt a little wiggle.
"Pleeeeeeease, Daddy?"
My cock twitched. I stepped over to the bar, but before I got behind it I gave my daughter's ass a nice playful slap.
"Ooooo, Daddy! You can do that anytime!"
I grinned in anticipation and said, "Go fetch us some ice, my love."
I made another gin martini for myself, and a Lemon Drop for Cait this time. We were suddenly in a setting almost identical to the previous night...only we were now naked, of course.
Cait apparently realized this herself, because she said, "Seems like it's time for another round of the Birds and the Bees."
I allowed myself to stare openly at her large tits. "So beautiful..."
"Daddy," she said playfully, "my eyes are up here!"
"Ha!" I retorted. I raised my glass, she did the same and we clinked. "Okay, ask away, pumpkin."
"Besides me and Mom, how many lovers have you had?"
"Not many," I said, honestly. "I only had sex with three women before I met your mom. We got together in college and never looked back."
"So that's over twenty years with just Mom. You didn't fool around?"
She asked that rather casually. I asked, "Would that bother you if I had?"
She pondered. "I don't think I would like it, no, and of course that would be a horrible thing to do to Mom. But I know guys are pigs."
I chuckled. "Well, you'll be happy to know that I was perfectly faithful to your mom this entire time."
"That's great, Daddy," Cait said. But then she suddenly straightened, causing her tits to giggle, and grinned. "But wow, that means I'm the only girl you've had since you've been with Mom!"
I looked at her carefully. Oddly enough, it simply didn't register to Cait, or she simply didn't equate to it, that I was cheating on my wife—with her!"
I responded to her direct statement: "That's right, pumpkin, just you."
She stepped around the bar and leaned up on her tip-toes to kiss me. "That's awesome, Daddy. I'm a lucky girl."
"I think we're both quite lucky, baby," I said as the doorbell rang.
I set my glass down, ran to the kitchen for to put on my robe, then went to the door to deal with the food delivery. On my way, I passed the bar again, and now Cait was behind it. She had taken a large bottle of gin and a large bottle of tequila and strategically placed them so that her breasts were censored if the delivery guy looked over at the bar and saw her standing there.
Which he did.
It was a scary yet thrilling moment. While signing for the food I noticed the delivery kid, probably no more than 20, look over toward Cait. She, in turn, simply stood there and grinned back. I was thankful to see that her nudity was obscured by the bottles—she could have easily been wearing a low-cut cocktail dress. I'm sure the guy was trying to piece together our situation. I was in a robe, I had this young woman with me. It would never occur to him that he was in this moment witnessing a completely incestuous relationship. I gave him a good tip and got him on his way as quickly as I could.
When the door closed, I locked it and set the bag containing the food on a side table. I turned, slipped out of my robe (drawing applause from Cait), then picked up the food again. I enjoyed the view of her finally emerging from behind the bar. No matter who much I got to see her nude little body, it always took my breath away.
I cleared my throat and asked, "What was that all about?"
"That was soooo scary! My heart is still racing! But was it funny?"
"Yes, pumpkin, it was funny." I gave her a kiss, then gestured the TV room with the food. "Hungry?"
"Absolutely!"
We stuffed ourselves with MSG while watching more Netflix. At one point during a show, I glanced over at her, and I noted she had a perpetual booze-induced grin on her face. It was funny, I was now having an incestuous relationship with my own daughter, but I found myself concerned about whether I should allow her to keep drinking. As a compromise, after that first cocktail I limited her to strictly beer or wine, no more Scotch for sure!
When we finished dinner, we leaned back together on the big couch. Although the show we were watching wasn't quite over, on an impulse Cait picked up the remote and clicked the pause. She leaned her head on my chest and looked up at me. I allowed a free hand to reach down and play with her adorable round bottom while I looked right back at her.
"Tell me about those other girls," she said.
"What do you mean?"
"The three other girls, before Mom."
"Really? You want to hear about them? That was so long ago."
"This is part of my education," Cait said. "I'm really curious to know what they were like, what you did with them, how they made you feel."
Any guy will admit, if he's being honest, that he feels pretty macho when he gets a chance to brag about past lovers. Yes, men are pigs. But I really did not have an extensive sexual history, certainly not compared to some of my playboy buddies.
I sipped some beer and said, "Okay, what would you like to know?"
"Just start with the first one. Tell me about the time you lost your virginity."
I laughed. "Oh my, we're going back to the Dark Ages."
She tickled me. "Oh, come on Daddy, you're not that old!"
I smiled at her. She was 18 now, and I was 45. When she turned 38, still in her sexual prime, I would be 65. Would we still be lovers then? Would I still be "not that old?"
"Okay," I said. "Let's see...I had just turned eighteen, she was the same age. Her name was Shannon. It was a classic summer camp fling. We were both camp counselors. Prior to that time, I had only kissed another counselor the previous summer camp. I was a late bloomer when it came to sex. I was so innocent. Like you."
"Innocent, you say?" She suddenly licked my nipple, causing me to start. "Not so innocent any more, Daddy." She winked, but she wanted to stay on track: "How did it happen? How did it lead up to intercourse?" It was funny to hear her use such a formal term.
"Well, it really did start out quite innocently. There were several evenings, a bunch of us just hanging out around the campfire. Shannon and I got to talking, and we always seemed to be sitting next to each other each evening. One night she grabbed my hand, and that's all we did that first night, just hold hands."
"Awwww," Cait said, "So cute." She shifted slightly so she could take my hand, and we intertwined our fingers.
Enjoying the memories this was bringing up, I continued. "The next evening, we held hands again, and then I asked if she wanted to walk along the river. She agreed, and we got up and split from the group. As soon as we were out of eyesight of the group we locked lips and started making out like the clumsy horny teenagers we were."
Cait leaned up and put her lips to mine. We kissed for a few minutes, our tongues intertwining. When we broke, she said, "You're a good kisser, Daddy."
"Thank you, baby. I don't know that I was all that good back then, but fortunately I don't think Shannon was any more experienced to know the difference. So, we made out for what seemed like hours. Over the next couple of days, things progressed to a lot of petting. She had very large breasts for her age, and I was obsessed with them."
"Are my breasts big, Daddy?" Cait asked. She turned to jut her tits up toward me. I cupped one and hefted it.
"They are, pumpkin. They're huge, actually. I can't get enough of them!"
"So, this Shannon made you a boob man!"
I chuckled, "Yes, I suppose she did. I'm glad your mom has large breasts, and you!"
"Mmm...keep squeezing my boobs, Daddy, and keep going with the story."
"Okay, where were we...I remember, a few days before we ended up going 'all the way,' we found ourselves in a large grassy field. It was a clear, warm night, and we were laying down on the grass. It was tall enough to obscure us from anyone walking by, unless they stumbled right over us. We were in the middle of one of our long, long make-out sessions. Up to this point, we had definitely felt each other up, but mostly over the clothes, and she had yet to go anywhere near touching my crotch. We did a lot of grinding, my crotch against hers, but no more than that."
"Poor thing, you must've had serious blue balls!"
"Oh yes," I laughed, "but again, I was young and innocent, so it was all fun, not really frustrating. And fortunately, I wouldn't be suffering from blue balls long on this night. We were making out, as I said, and then I felt Shannon's hand going lower and lower, and finally she brushed it over the front of my pants. It felt so good!"
"I bet it did," Cait said, and she moved her legs so that the side of her naked knee was now brushing back and forth against my semi-erect penis.
"I thought I had died and gone to heaven just having Shannon massage my erection through my jeans, but to my amazement, she eventually started digging her hand inside my pants. For the first time, I felt a hand other than my own touch my penis."
"Hurray!" Cait said cheerfully. And she also reached down and gently touched my penis. I started growing hard.
"Shannon felt around down there for a while, and she let me start feeling her up under her shirt for the first time. It wasn't long before I got my hand under her bra and started feeling my first tit ever." I massaged my daughter's breast again as I said this. "We fumbled around like this for a while, then things progressed further: Shannon started fiddling with my belt and zipper."
"Lucky boy."
"Yes, oh yes," I said, sighing as Cait closed her slender fingers around the head of my cock, tugging ever so gently. "I helped Shannon get my pants and underwear down around my ankles, and for the next several minutes I died and went to Heaven as Shannon started stroking and pulling and rubbing on my teenage dick. I remember looking up at the bright stars in the sky, just luxuriating in the feeling of a soft female hand masturbating me."
"Like this?" Cait asked, starting to stroke me with a regular rhythm now.
"Yes...yes, baby, just like that." I let me head drop back onto the cushion as I reveled in Cait's stroking touch. I struggled to continue my story: "I was now as eager to feel—and see—more of Shannon's private parts, and she made no protests to me eventually getting her shirt and bra off. In the bright light of the stars I studied every inch of her creamy breasts, and I instinctively dove in on her perfect, hard nipples." As I said this I got one of Cait's hard nipples between my fingers, and I squeezed a little."
"Oh, Daddy!"
"I also pushed my fingers down the front of Shannon's pants, under her panties, and—very clumsily, I'm sure—I started fingering her." I moved my other hand from Cait's butt, a little lower, until I could push into her moist pussy with my finger.
Cait moaned and writhed in pleasure. Breathlessly she said, "Keep going."
I knew she meant that both physically and narratively, so I went on. "Shannon undid her pants to allow me a little less restricted access, but on this particular night they weren't going to come off."
"Oh, I'm sorry, Daddy."
"No, it's okay, baby," I said. "I really didn't mind, and honestly I didn't think sex would happen that night. It was definitely nice enough to feel her keep stroking me. As she did she got better and better at it, especially when I put my hand over hers and gently guided her on how I liked to be stroked, how I liked the skin of my shaft to move up and down just so."
I let go of Cait's nipple with the one hand to cover her hand around my cock. I guided her into a slightly different manner of stroking that matched better to how I would have been jerking myself off had I been alone.
I said, "I don't know quite how long I lasted, but the moment itself seemed to last forever, at least in my memory as I look fondly back on it. Of course, it did not last forever, and eventually I started feeling the sensation of getting ready to cum."
Cait started stroking me faster, more firmly. And I felt my balls tingle.
"Shannon herself seemed to get more and more excited about the fact that she was going to make me cum, and she started pumping her fist faster and faster."
Cait sped her jerking, and I started gasping in pleasure.
Breathlessly I said, "While Shannon kept stroking me, I moved so that I was now straddling her. I reached down and played with her tits as she jerked off my raging erection just over her stomach."
In time with my story, I shifted and threw a leg over Cait. Her legs were closed, and I straddled her while she stroked me, faster and faster, with both hands now, a blur over my throbbing cock.
"Finally, I could take no more. I didn't warn Shannon, but I know she felt me starting to tense up and convulse as I began to ejaculate."
"Yes," Cait said, "Yes! Tell me!"
"Oh god," I said, feeling my own pending orgasm. "I came and came, I squirted my cum all over Shannon's tits and tummy. I just exploded all over her."
"Yes!" Cait said again, "Show me how you came, Daddy. Let me see you cum!"
"Oh baby," I cried out, "I will show you! I'm cumming—oh fucking god I'm cumming!"
An instant later I felt nothing but pure pleasure as my cock jerked in Cait's hands, and I squirted several long, thick, warm ropes of semen in lines across her naked torso. My cum blasted all over her heaving tits, between them, and down along her stomach.
"Oh god!" Cait cried out, watching each blast of my cum. "Look at you cum, Daddy! So much cum!"
It was definitely a lot of cum, I had to admit. How was I producing so much! It was like I was my teenage self again, and the intensity of cumming all over my daughter was heightened but the fond, wonderful memories of being with Shannon, my first lover as a kid.
Cait instinctively knew to slow and eventually stop her stroking as my orgasm subdued to the point where only a residual amount of semen oozed from the tip of my dick. I let myself collapse again at her side, and we both lay there, breathing heavily, basking in the moment.
Between breaths, my daughter said, "That was amazing, Daddy! And you haven't even fucked her at this point yet!"
I laughed, "No, not yet."
"So, when did it happen?"
"Not long after, a couple of days later, in her tent."
"Do tell!"
I glanced at Cait. She had made no move to clean my sticky semen off of her, and I was perfectly okay with that. I said, "We progressed with some mutual masturbation the next couple of nights. We never really talked about it, but we seemed to both realize this was very likely going to lead to actual sex. I remember being slightly worried, because I didn't have any condoms."
"What did you do?"
"A buddy of mine, with whom I was sharing a tent on boys' side of the camp, had condoms. He had started having sex with his girlfriend in school a few months prior to this point. I asked to have a couple, and he was happy to give them to me."
"Lucky you."
"Yep. He also helped me arrange the friends we had made there, including Shannon's tent-mate, to go enjoy another evening campfire, which gave us the privacy to go into her tent and then..."
"Your first time." Cait reached over and touched my now-flaccid penis. "Tell me."
I shrugged. "Not really much to tell, actually. It was awkward. It was quick. It was awesome. We got naked in her sleeping bag. It was rather dark, so I couldn't see much, but it was an amazing feeling to finally press my naked body against her naked body. We made out and fondled and grinded for a while. Then I finally reached for the condom wrapper."
"I'm so glad we don't have to use condoms," my daughter said, absently. Perfection.
"I remember having trouble putting it on correctly. Shannon just lay there and waited for me to figure it out. I eventually got it on, my first time ever wearing a rubber, then started moving between her legs. Shannon helped guide me to her opening, and I pushed in."
"Was your penis as big back then as it is now?"
I gave her a cocky grin. "Pretty much."
"Poor girl, I know how she feels," Cait said, and we both laughed.



"She was a trooper," I recalled. "I took her virginity on that warm summer night."
"Did she cum?"
I shook my head, "No, I don't think so. Not that first time, but she did get into it, and she definitely wanted me to enjoy it. I did, of course, and as I said, I didn't last long."
"I don't think she minded," Cait said. "if she was in pain it's probably good that you finished soon."
"True, and I did. It was absolutely incredible. I was so focused on trying not to crush Shannon or hurt her too much by thrusting too hard, and my orgasm just snuck up on me. Suddenly I was spasming, holding myself inside her, and filling that poor condom."
"I know how much you cum, Daddy! I'm sure you put that thing to the test!"
I chuckled. "Yeah, quite a test. Thank god it passed the test. I actually didn't pull out right way. I just kept myself pushed into her, for a least a couple of minutes after climaxing. When I hadn't moved for a while Shannon actually asked, 'Did you cum?' And you know what my answer was?"
"What?"
"'I think so.'"
"'I think so?'"
"Yes."
"Oh, that's hilarious!" Cait started laughing hysterically, causing my semen to start dripping everywhere. "Oh shit," she said, then hopped up off the couch, futilely trying to scoop up my cum as she raced to the kitchen. She came back a few minutes later, still somewhat sticky but at least no longer dripping.
"Okay, finish up," she said.
"I think I did!"
She gave me a little punch. "I mean, pick up where you just came. How did the rest of the night go?"
"Well," I said, "I did, of course, eventually pull out of her, and I was relieved to confirm that the condom had contained my sperm. I got the damned thing off and disposed of—I dangled it just outside the tent and flung it into the bushes."
Suddenly sounding very sleepy, Cait murmured, "You 'fertilized' the landscape."
"Ha!" I chuckled. Then Cait yawned and triggered one of my own. I could tell the poor girl had had more than her fair share of beer, and it was taking its toll. The beer was relaxing me as well, but I was also basking in post-orgasmic bliss.
I continued in a softer voice, as if reading my daughter to sleep. "We lay there and cuddled for a little while longer, but we didn't have much time before curfew, and unfortunately there was no way we'd be able to spend the entire night in the same tent."
"Ah, too bad," she mumbled, yawning again and closing her eyes as she rested her head on my chest. Her hand had also found its way to my flaccid penis.
"Eventually," I said quietly, "I kissed her good-bye and snuck back to my own tent. My buddy was already sleeping, and I crashed shortly thereafter. The next time I saw Shannon..."
I trailed off. My beautiful naked daughter was now quite asleep, her small hand still unconsciously holding my genitals. I drifted off too...
SUNDAY MORNING
In the early hours of the morning I stirred awake, and I noticed that we had hardly moved at all. Cait was still gripping me "down there" in her sleep. It was an erotic sight, and of course the warmth of her small hand on my junk felt great, but I was very relaxed and content, so I remained flaccid. I drank in the vision my nude daughter's perfect body curled up against me for several long moments, then it was Cait's turn to slowly wake from her slumber. She squinted up at me and saw me smiling at her. She smiled back and cuddled more closely against me. She squeezed my dick ever so slightly with her hand, reminding herself of its thickness in her loose grip. She was impressed with my cock even when it was soft.
But it got instantly hard when I heard Cait murmur: "I wish Mom could be part of this."
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SUNDAY MORNING
I wish Mom could be part of this.
My 18-year-old daughter, naked, cuddling with me and clutching my genitals, had just uttered those words, and my penis grew completely erect in seconds. Cait actually struggled a bit to keep her slender fingers around my shaft as it stiffened to its full thickness. She had been watching me, but as she felt my cock thicken she turned her head to watch it grow.
"Okaaaaayyy," she said carefully. "That was an interesting reaction."
"Uhhh..." was all I could stammer.
Cait looked back up at me, her eyes wide. She said, "I just replayed in my head what I just said to you, I can see how that would be rather provocative, but..." She gave my stiff erection a squeeze. "But wow!"
I still had no words. My cock, hard as a steal pole now, was serving as my reaction to the idea of sharing a bed with both my beautiful wife and my daughter.
"So," Cait said, taking on a slightly sarcastic tone (as well as starting to stroke my cock), "I'm going to take a wild guess here and assume you like the idea of Mom being here with us right now." The fact that she was stroking my cock informed me that she wasn't upset about me thinking something like that, so I simply gave her a sheepish grin.
"Well..." I started.
She cut in, "I can see why you reacted the way you did, based on how I phrased my statement. But I was actually referring to the fact that probably the only thing I don't like about all this is keeping it from Mom."
"I understand," I said, truthfully. I was quickly becoming more than comfortable with sleeping with my own daughter, but this also meant I was now cheating on Heather. It was something I still didn't know how to reconcile, and I was nervous about it, but also relieved that Cait was bringing it into the open for discussion.
"The whole situation is weird," Cait went on. "Yes, we are technically fooling around behind Mom's back, but...well, I'm not just some floozy you met at a bar on a business trip. I'm family!"
"Yes, we are," I said, "but..." I gestured the fact that my family member was giving me a hand job at the moment."
Thankfully, Cait did not cease from her stroking. But I could see her mind whirling. She said, "I just wish there was a way to approach Mom about this in a way that she could accept the new...intimacy that you and I have entered into."
Despite the wonderful feeling of my daughter stroking my cock, which was now dribbling copious amounts of precum, I was able to cling to just a bit of reality. I said: "Pumpkin, how would you suggest even beginning to broach the subject of our 'intimacy,' as you call it, with your mother?"
"I guess we would have to just start probing her about it in an indirect way."
"How so?"
Cait didn't answer right away. She first turned back toward my cock, watching her own little fist move up and down on the shaft. Then she scooched her head down and gave the head of my cock a little lick, then a few sucks. I let out a moan of pleasure.
Between sucks, she asked, "For starters, have you ever been with two girls at once? A threesome?"
I was stunned by the blunt question, but Cait was clearly very interested in the answer; she was watching my face intently while giving my cock the occasional lick and suck while she stroked it.
"Well," I said. "As a matter of fact, yes."
"Really?!"
"Yes...well, sort of, mostly."
Cait actually giggle around my cock. She lifted her head. "What do you mean, 'mostly?'"
I smiled at her. "I actually refer to it as a 'two-and-a-half-some.'" She gave me a puzzled look. "I'll explain: as you know, your mom and I started dating in college, and, before her, I had only been with a few girls."
"One of them being the famous Shannon," Cait said, her voice a bit muffled by my cock.
"Yes," I said, thoroughly enjoying the fellatio as I recounted my story. "When your mom and I had been dating a couple of years, but still before we got married, we somehow got on the subject of threesomes, and how that is a typical guy's classic fantasy."
"Mm-hmm." Cait was in full blowjob mode now, her head bobbing up and down. But she kept brushing her hair to one side, watching me, still quite eager to hear my story, which I had to power through to continue, because my daughter's lips and tongue on my cock was very distracting!
"At one point," I said, trying to control my breathing, "your mom pointed out that, had she and I not become a steady item in college, I would probably be going through several different girls as a bachelor, sewing my oats, as it were. She surmised that I would probably even be able to get a threesome going if I found the girls willing to do it. Also, at this point in our relationship, I hadn't officially proposed to your mom, but we had discussed marriage in general, and it was quite clear that we would get married, sometime after college."
I realized Cait had actually paused sucking me. I didn't want the stimulation to stop, but when I looked at her I saw that she had simply paused to study me, trying to figure out where I was going with this. I tried to get to the point more quickly:
"Your mom said something to the effect that, if we were going to be together for the rest of our lives, she didn't want me regretting not having experienced some of the physical pleasures of life that I probably would have as a single guy. So...she offered to find a girl to join us in bed."
Cait lifted her head from my cock. "Holy shit!"
I chuckled. "Yeah, that was pretty much my reaction, too."
"So, what happened?"
I winked. "You go back to what you were doing, and I'll get back to my story."
She winked back. "Yes, Daddy," and while still watching me, she took the head of my cock back into her mouth, sucking me steadily while also stroking the lower half of my shaft with her first, using her own saliva, and my pre-ejaculate, as lubricant.
I took a deep breath, watched my daughter's head bob up and down for a moment, then went on. "Your mom already knew of a couple of female friends of hers that were into both men and women, and she figured one of them might be game for a little threesome action. She eventually talked one of them, girl named Joyce, into joining us at a hotel for drinks, dinner, and 'who knows what else.'
"Mmm..." Cait hummed, causing a wonderful vibrating sensation on my shaft.
"We met with Joyce in the hotel bar, and we got to know her a little better over drinks. Heather knew her fairly well since they attended a number of classes together in their major, but I was meeting Joyce for the first time. Your mom had already told her much about me, and Joyce was quite flirtatious and into the whole situation from the start."
Cait took her mouth off my cock just long enough to ask, "What did Joyce look like, Daddy?"
"She had long, dark hair and very tanned skin. She was quite voluptuous, nice curvy hips. Her breasts were smaller than your mom's, but they looked quite nice under her shirt. She had a quick smile, and unbelievable green eyes."
"Mmm..." Cait hummed again. The plateau of sexual pleasure I was experiencing in this moment was indescribable.
I said, "At Heather's encouragement, I sat between the ladies, and as they enjoyed their cocktails and flirtatious remarks, I enjoyed putting my hands on each of their thighs and getting some nice feels. At one point your mom felt my erection through my pants and encouraged Joyce to feel for herself how excited I was. Joyce went for it and massaged me through my pants for several moments. Your mom then asked Joyce if she wanted to see it up close, and Joyce said she couldn't wait. Oh, God, Cait!"
She had moved her mouth from my stiff glistening clock to my balls, which she was now licking and lightly "munching" on as she continued to look directly at me, waiting for my story to continue.
"We went up to the hotel room your mom that I had already booked. It didn't take long for us to all get naked, and it was so hot to see your mom and another woman, naked together in the same bed. What really shocked me was seeing how easy it was for your mom to start making out and feeling up Joyce. And when Joyce saw my hard cock for the first time she complimented me quite a bit about my size."
"Mmm, I know what she means," Cait murmured as she sucked and stroked me.
"Joyce grabbed my cock for the first time, and after a nod of approval from your mother, she took me into her mouth and started blowing me."
When I said that Cait went back from my balls to my cock and began giving me head again in earnest. I let my head fall back and closed my eyes, feeling my daughter's tongue on my cock, remembering when Joyce had been doing the same thing, all those years ago. But then Cait stopped sucking me. I opened my eyes and glanced down at her. She still had the head of my dick in her mouth, but she wasn't moving.
"Oh, I see," I said, grinning. "You continue if I continue."
She grinned and nodded awkwardly, which looked pretty awesome considering her mouth with stuffed with my cock.
"Okay, okay!" I laughed, touching the back of her head for her to continue while I did. Cait's head started bobbing up and down again, I sighed in pleasure, and I continued: "Joyce was sucking my dick, then your mom joined in, and I will never forget being able to look down and see two sexy chicks making out and playing with my dick at the same time. I was in love with your mom, of course, and still love her sexy body to this day, but seeing Joyce naked for the first time had me so turned on, and I felt myself wanting to just mount her and rape her."
"Mmm..."
"This is where the 'two-and-a-half-some' thing comes in. Prior to setting this all up, your mom established one main ground rule: she said I could do anything with Joyce except have intercourse with her."
Cait mumbled a sympathetic, "Awww."
I shook my head. "No, no, it was quite fair. Heather was offering me the gift of another woman's flesh, letting me experience what it would be like to be with two women, but she just couldn't quite get comfortable with me actually fucking Joyce. Part of it was for safety. While Joyce seemed like a nice girl, she was also pretty eager to get in bed, and we had no idea of her sexual history. Heather did not want to use condoms, so the safest thing would be not to actually have sex with Joyce."
Cait gave me another look.
"Yes," I said, "of course I would have loved to have fucked Joyce, but I was not going to complain one bit, and believe me, Joyce was an excellent cocksucker."
My daughter lifted her head up to say, "I want to be an excellent cocksucker, too, Daddy."
"Oh, baby, you are doing just fine, just fine!"
Cait grinned at the approval and went back to sucking me. I didn't know how much more I could take. I tried to focus on my story.
"Throughout the night, I got sucked by Joyce, and I got to suck and lick and fondle just about every part of her body. I also loved the sensation of feeling her hand guide my hard cock into your mom's pussy." I couldn't believe I was getting into such detail with Cait, but I was on a roll, and horny as fuck. "Joyce played with your mom's clit and my balls as I pumped in and out. We started in missionary position at first, but Joyce said she wanted better access and suggested that Heather mount me cowgirl style."
Cait released my raging hard-on from her mouth once more, working her jaw a little. The poor thing had been sucking me for quite some time, and because I had had so much sex in recent hours, I was lasting a lot longer than usual.
"Cowgirl, eh?" she asked, and she got up on her haunches, hovering over my cock.
"Yes," I said, grinning.
I stared in awe at my young, petite daughter slowly lowering herself toward the head of my cock, which she held up and aimed at her opening. Her bald little pussy began stretching open around the head, and then Cait let her body sink down until she was completely impaled on me.
"Oh god, Daddy," Cait cried out. "So. Fucking. Big."
"And you're so. Fucking. Tight."
Cait winced a bit, adjusted her stance, pumped up and down on my shaft to ensure stability and sensation, then told me to continue my story while she started riding me.
"I...I..." Stammering at first at both the sight and feeling of my daughter fucking me, I got back into the story: "Your mom gladly changed positions and impaled herself on me, just as you're doing now, baby. Joyce moved around us, having her fun while your mom and I humped. Joyce played with your mom's breasts, tickled my balls, licked us just about everywhere, all while your mom continued to ride me."
"So hot, Daddy, that's just so hot!"
"When my orgasm began creeping up on me, I started to think about where I would cum. I knew it was okay to cum inside your mother—she was on the pill—but I also wanted to give my cum to Joyce, somehow, knowing I couldn't actually have sex with her. Your mom was wonderful. She could tell I was getting close, and she always loves feeling me cum inside her, but she knew this was a special occasion."
Cait started fingering herself while she bounced on me. "Yeah, yeah, Daddy, tell me where you came."
"Your mom, approaching her own orgasm, simply asked Joyce, 'Do you want his cum?' Joyce immediately said yes."
"Yes, oh god yes!" Cait cried out again, her own orgasm building.
I grunted, trying to maintain control as several climaxes were about to happen: mine, Cait's, and the story itself.
"I managed to last long enough for your mom to climax intensely on top of me. By the way, she likes to pause during her orgasms and let them wash over her, just like you."
"Just like this, Daddy!" Cait slammed down on my pelvis, my dick several inches inside her. Her whole body started trembling as an orgasm burst within her and spread throughout her gorgeous body. I held on for dear life, gritting my teeth, very close to orgasm myself but also trying to remain committed to finishing the story. I gripped my daughter's round hips and held her steady. She breathed in and out for a few minutes, then smiled and nodded. That was my cue.
"Joyce cheered on and encouraged Heather in her orgasm. I remember getting a sense that she had hoped she could feel me inside her, too, but she was very graciously holding up to the bargain we had made. When your mom recovered from her climax, she lifted off of me, then guided Joyce's mouth to my cock. She said only, 'Drink him.'"
"Holy shit!" Cait said. "Go mom!" I grinned, then grunted, because Cait was moving up and down on me again. She said, "Tell me what happened next, Daddy. Tell me while I have you inside me, the way you wish you could have been inside Joyce."
"Oh, my sweet girl," I moaned. "Soooo...with your mom sitting naked beside us, Joyce positioned herself so that she was straddling one of my legs. Without hesitating over the fact that your mom's juices were coating my cock, she sucked me right in while grinding her pussy against my thigh."
"I can't wait to hear how she made you cum, Daddy."
"Joyce was just amazing at giving head. It was the closest I've ever been to being 'deep-throated.' She practically inhaled my cock, and knowing that I was going to cum soon, she grinded harder and harder on my thigh, brining on her own orgasm. Heather took one of my hands and held it, smiling down at me. I thanked her and took my other hand to feel Joyce's long soft hair as she bobbed up and down on me."
Cait was really working her hips on me now. She knew I was going to cum again soon in real life, and she wanted to time it perfectly. So did I.
"Yes, pumpkin, that's it," I said, letting her know she was now at the perfect rhythm. "Joyce sucked and slurped hungrily on my cock. I thought about warning her that I was going to cum, but something told me she would have no problem taking my load in her mouth. So it built and built..."
"Yes...yes!" Cait moaned, actually approaching a second orgasm of her own.
"Finally, I could take no more, and I felt my balls scrunch up, felt my ass tighten, and I even thrust up a little, deeper into Joyce's mouth." As I said that I slammed my hips upward into my daughter, and she yelped loudly in pleasure. "And in the next instant, I was cumming, cumming hard."
"Yes, Daddy," Cait screamed. "Cum hard! Cum inside me—I'm cumming, too!"
"I poured my cum, blast after blast, into Joyce, who just kept swallowing and swallowing."
"YES, YES DADDY CUM INSIDE ME PLEEEEEEASE!!"
"I am, my love! Daddy is cumming inside you now! OH GOD!"
Cait slammed down on my hips, and I grabbed hers to lock her there as my balls coughed up yet another large load. I ejaculated fully, deeply into my daughter's twitching cunt, filling her once more with my potent seed.
"Jesus, fuck!" Cait cursed as she felt me shoot into her again and again.
She let her little body collapse on top of me, my cock still buried inside her. We breathed together, heavily, for several minutes. I realized that we had both gotten quite sweaty; we had been going at it for quite some time. My cock eventually softened enough to slide slowly out of my daughter's wet pussy, and I could feel some of my spunk dripping out of her and onto me and the couch. I chuckled inwardly about how much of my sperm we were leaving all over the house: the carpet in the den, Cait's bed, my bed, the kitchen counter, now the couch!
"It was a wonderful night," I said, panting, as a way of bringing the story to a close. "With Joyce's help, I ended up having sex with your mom two more times that night. Between the sex with your mom I got more mouth action from Joyce, and I got to fuck her tits until I climaxed on her chest and neck. We never got together with her again, nor did your mom and I ever do anything like that again."
"Incredible," Cait muttered, still trying to find strength. "What a nice gift Mom gave you. Very sexy and sensual at the same time."
I grinned at the memory, absently stroking Cait's slender back, from her neck to the top of her butt crack. In the afterglow of the sex we'd just had, I found myself recalling what she had said: I wish Mom could be part of this.
"Pumpkin," I said.
"Yes, Daddy?"
"About what you said...what if your mom could be part of...?" I hesitated.
Cait lifted her head and said, "This?" I nodded. "I think it would be wonderful."
"But...how would it work?"
Cait shrugged. "I don't know, but...I think it just would, you know?"
"Not really."
She sat up so that she could face me a little more comfortably. She sat cross-legged, and I looked down to see her bald, reddish swollen pussy. My sperm was still oozing out of her. She glanced down at herself then put her hand down there to sort of block any more of my semen to leak out. I thought she would get up to go clean up again, but she really wanted to have this conversation.
"Daddy," she said. "Mom loves you. I love you. You love us. And now you make love to both of us. I just think it would be nice to...share you, without things getting messed up."
My sexually twisted mind couldn't help but speculate on whether "sharing" meant at the same time or separately, but it was all so far-fetched anyway, because how could Heather possibly—
"I'm curious, too, you know," Cait murmured.
"About what?"
"What it would be like to play around with a woman."
"Wow, really?"
"Yeah," she said. "I found your 'two-and-a-half-some' story extremely hot. While you were telling me the story, I found myself..."
"Found yourself what, my love?"
"I found myself wishing I had been Joyce in that story."
I swallowed.



"It made me cum harder," she said.
Dare I ask it?
"So, you're saying that if you, me, your mom..." I wimped out.
But Cait took the reins. "Yes, I would be willing to do that, to do this—" She touched my sticky flaccid cock. "—at the same time as Mom."
"Cait," I said, my mouth going dry. "You realize what you're saying?"
"Yes, Daddy, I do. I mean, think about it: I was curious about sex and found myself attracted to you, because I trust you and love you, and look how easily we became lovers. If I'm also going to experiment with women, it just makes sense that it should be Mom."
"Do...do you find your mother attractive?"
"Of course she's attractive, silly, she's beautiful!"
"You know what I mean."
"You mean, am I attracted to her?"
"Yes."
She looked at my soft dick and played with it a bit in thought. Her fingers moved it gently from side to side. She said, "I'm pretty sure I'm heterosexual. I mean, I am now totally and completely addicted to this." She gave me a gentle squeeze. "But I also think that a woman's body is beautiful. I've seen Mom naked many, many times, and I've heard—even watched—her have sex with you. I found myself as turned on hearing and seeing Mom as I was seeing you fuck her."
She looked at me.
"So yeah, I would love to share you with Mom...at the same time."
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SUNDAY MORNING & AFTERNOON
Fresh out of the shower, I used a washcloth to wipe the condensation off the bathroom mirror, wondering if I could still make eye contact with my own reflection. What had transpired over roughly the last 36 hours had changed my life forever. And not just mine. There could be no going back. Could I live with myself? Could I continue doing what I had just done?
As I began to ponder this existential line of thought, I felt a pair of soft slender hands graze along my naked midsection from behind. One hand reached up along my still-wet chest; the other reached lower and gently circled its slender fingers around the shaft of my long, flaccid penis. I looked down and watched that little hand, and my penis began to thicken once again.
Could I live with myself? Yes.
Then I felt the girl press her moist naked body against me from behind. I caught her reflection as she peeked around, her hair still as wet as mine from the shower we'd just shared.
My 18-year-old daughter, Cait, smiled at my reflection, and I smiled back.
Could I continue doing what I had just done? Yes.
I also found myself pondering the profound declaration my new incestuous lover had made early this morning: I would love to share you with Mom...at the same time.
My cock thickened even more. Cait let go.
"Oh no," she said, chuckling. "We just washed hours of sweat and cum off of ourselves, and my pussy is soooo sore right now."
I turned to her, smiling. "Don't worry, pumpkin. I definitely have to recharge my batteries again. I will let you recover."
"But we still stay naked, right?"
"Of course!"
She giggled with delight, causing her pert round tits to bounce hypnotically. She gave me a quick but passionate kiss, then twirled on her heel and raced out of the bathroom, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around her wet hair as she moved. She called back over her shoulder, "Coffee in five minutes, breakfast in ten!"
In a remarkable repeat of the previous morning, Cait and I idled away in completely normal small talk as we munched on breakfast. Just dad and daughter: but nude. We went with lighter fare this time, some yogurt with granola mixed in, washed down with OJ and coffee. I noted that it was going to be a warm and sunny day, and Cait suggested we enjoy the pool.
I grinned at the suggestion. In recent months, through a combination of adding trees, hedges and repairing fences, our back yard was now well shielded from view by any of our neighbors. Unless someone walked right up to the fence and purposefully peeked through a narrow gap, there'd be no way to know that naked people were splashing around. I had originally intended this to be able to freely skinny-dip with my wife, Heather, in celebration of becoming new "empty nesters." But now, amazingly, I was going to go skinny-dipping for the first time in the back yard with my cute young daughter.
I couldn't wait!
As we finished breakfast and put food away, plates in the sink, poured more coffee, Cait asked, "So how in the world will we ever be able to bring Mom into this?" By "this," Cait specifically pointed at my naked penis and then her smooth shaved vagina.
I swallowed, thinking, and said, "I really have no idea, but, to tell you the truth, I don't know that we ever will be." Cait gave me a disappointed look, and I stepped closer to her and put my hands on her shoulders. "Cait, we have to be realistic. The odds of you and me, father and daughter, connecting like this and being okay with it...they are almost infinitely remote."
"And yet it happened!" Cait insisted.
"Yes, oh yes." I smiled, proudly, allowing my eyes to wander to her large, pert, youthful breasts. When I was able to pull my gaze back up to her face, I said, "And I am very happy for that. But you realize, of course, that this is one of the most taboo things in society."
Cait glanced down in thought, and it was her turn to stare at my nakedness. Her eyes were glued to my cock, which hung limply but still thickly between my legs.
I went on, "There's also the fact that I am technically having an affair on your mom."
Cait looked up at me. She seemed to sense that I still felt a good degree of guilt about what we were doing. She reached up and touched my cheek, saying, "And that's what I don't want. I don't want Mom to think you're cheating on her." To reiterate, she repeated something she had said earlier: "I'm not just some random slut that you picked up at a bar."
"Of course you're not, my love," I said, cupping my hand over hers. "But you are still another woman I am now sleeping with. Your mother would have to be okay with sharing me with another woman, and completely this time, not just a fun, one-night college fling."
I had recently told Cait about the 'two-and-half-some' I had had, years ago, before Heather and I had gotten married but were steadily dating. As a kinky sort-of pre-marital gift, Heather had offered to arrange a night where I could share a bed with two girls. The only catch was I couldn't have actual intercourse with the other girl. Nevertheless, it had still been a highly erotic night, with me getting more than one blowjob from the other girl, and getting to have sex with Heather a few times, always with my cock being guided into my future wife by the other girl's soft hands...
Snapping myself out of the erotic reflection, I said, "Convincing your mom to let me have sex with another woman is one thing. Then getting her to accept that the 'other woman' is you..."
I trailed off, seeing from her expression that she was getting the picture. She lowered her hand and turned from me, momentarily at a loss for how we could ever reconcile the situation. Despite the seriousness of our current discussion, I couldn't help but look up and down the back of her naked body and admire it. Her ass cheeks were tight, round, and had the gravity-defying perkiness of youth. It also brought a smile to my face noting once again that she had the same adorable (and sensual) little dimples just above her ass, just as her mom had. With Heather, I had nicknamed those dimples my "thumb grips," because whenever I did her doggie-style and gripped her hips while pounding away, my thumbs nestled just perfectly in those little skin-divots. Cait was much more petite than Heather, so I was sure her thumb grips would fit perfectly, too...
Cait was turning back to me, and I made an effort to meet her eyes. She said, "Okay, we know it's a longshot. A really, really long, long, longshot. But it's still possible."
"Cait..."
"No, no, I understand," she said, raising a hand. "The risk of blowing up this family is an absolute reality if Mom finds out and reacts negatively to our relationship. I totally get that. And I also realize we can't just announce what we are doing as casually as discussing my grades or what I want for Christmas." She grimaced and adopted a sarcastic tone: "Oh, by the way, Mom, Daddy and I are having sex now, and you can join us if you'd like, and can you please pass the bread rolls?"
We both laughed. It was good that we could laugh, but there was no denying the reality. Facing this reality, I suggested the most sensible course we should take: "It really would probably be best if we simply kept your mother out of this." Well, okay, the most sensible thing would be to absolutely stop sleeping with my daughter, but I wasn't ready to give that up. I was ready to have a full-on affair behind my wife's back, with Cait.
She said, "I agree that that would be the safest thing to do, but..."
I looked at her. "But what?"
"I don't know," she said. "I mean...look, as I said, we can't just blurt out to Mom that we're doing it with each other. But what if we started a very careful, very subtle—I don't know what you'd call it—whisper campaign?"
I blinked. "Whisper campaign?"
"Yeah. We take our time, and we start slowly, gradually, providing subtle hints to Mom that the idea of you and me...becoming intimate...may not be the most horrific thing a father and daughter could do...in the right circumstances."
I shook my head. "Those are the operative words: 'in the right circumstances.' In what alternate universe would your mother ever come to the decision that you and I could ever be lovers with her approval?"
"I don't know," Cait admitted. "I'm just thinking out loud." She turned again and walked into the TV room. I followed. I found her glancing down at the couch, which still had noticeable semen stains. I made a mental note that we would have to do a bit of cleaning up around the house before Heather came home this evening.
That snapped me to a brief moment of reality: Heather, my wife, would be returning home this evening. We still had time, fortunately. I knew her flight wasn't due to arrive back into town until around 7:00 PM this evening, and then it was a 45-minute drive from the airport. So Cait and I could enjoy another several hours of nakedness, and definitely more sex, before we had to go back to being just daddy and daughter.
"What if..." Cait was still thinking out loud. "What if I started occasionally dropping hints to Mom. Nothing too direct or obvious."
"Like what?" I asked.
"Well, she will assume that you and I have had The Talk, as she originally wanted you to have." She looked at me. "And we did, actually." I nodded, then grinned. Yes, we had had The Talk, but then we had done The Deed. She grinned back at me, no doubt thinking the same thing. She went on: "I can start having follow-up conversations with Mom, asking more about sex stuff, telling her I would also like to get a woman's perspective."
"That makes sense."
"Perfect sense. And I could ask her direct questions about her sex life with you, suggesting that you were fine with talking to me about sex in general, but not so comfortable in providing specific details about you and Mom."
"Go on."
"Well, I'm not quite sure how to go on from there. It would depend on how Mom reacted, and of course her attitude toward the whole line of questioning. The more open she is about it, the more I could probe further, dropping more hints that I'm curious about you as a sexual being, not just my dad. You never know."
"Hmm...still an infinite longshot."
"I know, but Mom can be surprisingly direct and open-minded when she chooses."
"True."
"An example I was thinking of was from the book, My Secret Garden."
"You read that?" I asked, quite surprised.
She blushed. "Yes."
"And here I was thinking I was teaching you so much about the Birds and the Bees."
"Well, let's just say I already had my book smarts..." She sauntered her adorably naked body close to mine and put a hand on my chest, "...and you taught me street smarts."
We both laughed again, but she got to her point: "In one of the collected interviews, a woman talked about, when she was a kid, how she had been asking her mom all sorts of questions about the physical differences between a man and a woman 'down there.' She kept asking questions about the penis, and her mom finally decided to let her see her father's penis."
"Really?!" I was going to have to read this book.
Cait nodded, "So the mom let the daughter go into the bathroom where her father was showering. He got out and gave his daughter a good look at it."
"Wow, incredible."
"What's more remarkable about that is that, in the interview, the woman said that it wasn't until much later that she realized that it was not just that she got to look at her dad's penis, it was that he was completely erect!"
"Holy shit!" I was amazed. "Did she do anything with it? Did she touch it?"
Cait shrugged, causing her boobs to bounce. "No, I don't think so. That was as specific as she got." She turned and walked away again, heading toward the sliding glass door that let out to the patio and pool. I followed again, and as she walked, Cait said, "I still don't know where I'm going with this, or how Mom would react, but I just like the idea of her eventually becoming open and accepting of the pure and loving situation that you and I are now in."
Pure and loving. Indeed.
I caught up to her, turned her toward me and kissed her passionately. We made out for several minutes, and I felt my penis thickening again, pushing against the upper part of her flat stomach. Neither of us was quite ready for more sex just yet, but it was still so wonderfully sensual to kiss her and hug her without any clothes on.
I broke the kiss and looked at her. She had a somewhat dejected expression. I could tell it was now her turn to feel a degree of guilt. She was now accepting that she was "the other woman," and until we figured out how, by some miracle, my wife would be open to this incestuous relationship, we would have to keep this very, very secret.
"Come on," I said, hoping to cheer her up. "Last one in is a rotten egg?"
Before Cait could reply, I slid the door open, ran out and launched myself into the pool, splashing down in the form of a huge, naked cannonball. I surfaced and blinked the water from my eyes just in time to see Cait, also fully nude, in mid-air, splashing into the water just a couple of feet from me.
We splashed and played and fondled each other in the water, both of us fascinated from the novelty of being naked in the water together. Whenever I floated on my back Cait would ask to see my "periscope," and whenever she made a move to dunk under the water from a wading position, I enjoyed seeing a quick "wink" from the bald vagina between her legs as her butt briefly surfaced.
Eventually we got out and relaxed on a couple of lounge chairs. It was getting quite warm, and neither of us had thought of sunscreen, let alone towels, and of course no clothes, so I maneuvered one of the big umbrellas to provide shade. Not wanting to get sucked back into the conundrum of how to get Heather's acceptance of this new relationship, we bantered about other mundane topics, from school to movies to politics.
Despite being in the shade, it was getting kind of hot now as we approached midday, and Cait offered to go fetch us a couple of beers. I happily agreed and rested my head back on my arms, admiring the view of my daughter's gorgeous body as she padded back into the house. She returned a couple moments later holding an ice-cold bottle of beer in each hand.
When she got near me she held each bottle against her breasts, essentially "censoring" her chest from me. "Which one would you like?" she said, teasingly.
I grinned. "Either one is fine with me, gorgeous girl."
Cait handed one of the bottles to me and lifted the other to take a swig from it. It was then that I noticed that, because she had been pressing the cold bottles against her nipples, they were now absolutely rock-hard. They looked so wonderfully edible in that moment, and I actually choked slightly on my beer.
"Wow, Daddy, you must really like your beer," Cait mused. But she hadn't said it because I choked, it was because I had become completely erect again. I glanced down at my hard cock, then back up at her, shrugging, my expression asking, What are you going to do about it?
Cait sat upright on the lounge next to me, squarely in front of my penis. She took another sip of beer, then leaned over and kissed the head of my dick, causing it to flinch. Cait giggled at this, then repeated her actions: swig of beer, kiss of penis, watch it flinch.
"It's so funny how it does that," she said.
I just smiled and drank my beer.
Cait took another sip of her own beer, then bent down as if to kiss my dick again. But instead of putting her lips on it, she said to it at point-blank range, "It's too hot now. Let's go back into the water." With the word hot she had extended the H into a long, warm breath, which caused my dick to flinch yet again. Then she set down her beer, got up and went back to the pool.
Instead of jumping in like before she used the steps in the shallow end, very slowly, seductively swaying her hips back and forth with each step, just to the point where the water was about an inch below her naked pussy. While I watched she dipped just slightly, letting the water "kiss" her pussy, then she lifted again, letting the water drip off of it. Then down again, and up. The sultry look in her eye was intoxicating, far more than the single beer I was now quickly finishing.
I got up and walked toward her. As I stepped into the water I reached for her, but she backed away. Still sporting an intense erection, I approached her again, and still she stepped back, toying with me. I finally launched myself through the water and grabbed for my daughter. She playfully pretended to try and get away, but her attempts at escape included repeatedly grabbing my butt and cupping my balls. At the same time, I played with her breasts, squeezed her ass and ran my fingers across her pussy. Finally, we settled down from our squirming and embraced as lovers.
Cait and I began making out again, chest-deep in the water. She pressed her body firmly against me, and I had to adjust my stiff cock so that it didn't poke directly into her midsection. Apparently thinking I needed more "adjustment," I felt my daughter's hand get a grip on it. As she did that she lifted herself easily, the water giving her a degree of weightlessness, and guided my cock so that it was now firmly between her thighs.
For the next several minutes, Cait rode my cock. I was not inside her, but because her tiny teenage frame was so practically weightless in the water, she was able to straddle my shaft, and she moved her hips back and forth, letting her pussy lips massage the top of my dick.
We went back to kissing, and kissing and kissing. I could kiss this girl forever. Her lips and tongue tasted better than the finest wine. Her skin, wet and slick in the water, was softer than the finest silk. I loved this girl so much, and I was dying to be inside her again. My body was aching to pour more of my sperm into her tight, unprotected pussy.
When I could resist no longer, I lifted Cait slightly, allowing the tip of my hard cock to poke more directly at her entrance. I pulled her onto me and felt myself pop the head just inside her. We both groaned, and Cait squeezed her eyes shut and bit her bottom lip. I realized the poor girl was still quite sore from all the sex we had been having all weekend, and I hesitated. When I remained frozen like this for about a minute, Cait opened her eyes too look at me. I stared right back at her. She nodded.
"Take me, Daddy," she said, and that was all the encouragement I needed. I pulled her down further on me, back up again, then further down, each time getting deeper, deeper, inch by inch, until I could feel the head of my cock squishing against my tiny lover's cervix.
"Oh God," we both said, simultaneously.
With Cait now thoroughly impaled on my cock, I held her still again, just for another moment, letting her body adjust. Letting her pussy build up the natural lubricants to help receive my girth. She would need to produce plenty, and I would certainly produce a lot of pre-cum, because the water would wash much of it away. I felt her pussy clench and relax, clench and relax. She was ready.
I began pulling Cait tighter against me as I stood there in the water, thrusting up with my hips. I started slowly at first, still allowing my daughter time to get used to me, but I was soon speeding up my thrusting, as well as pushing hard and harder into her. For her part Cait clutched me tightly, her arms around my neck, her legs around my waste, and she allowed me to use her as an instrument of pure sexuality.



I fucked her. I fucked my own daughter right there in the pool. Clear cool water splashed and sloshed around us as Cait rode me like a champ. When we weren't moaning or grunting we were kissing, our tongues twirling and playing together, quite practiced now.
As I pounded my cock up into Cait threw her head back and started constantly moaning. If any of our neighbors happened to be in their own back yards, they would easily have heard her, but neither of us cared. I fucked Cait and she fucked me back, I squeezed and molded her ass checks as her crotch slammed down on my manhood.
Soon the tell-tale signs of Cait's pending orgasm made themselves known. I was quite familiar with them: the quivering tummy, the trembling legs, the throatiness of her labored breathing. My girl was going to cum. And I could tell it was going to be a big one.
"Oh...oh Daddy," she grunted. "Oh god, Daddy, so deep...so deeeeeeep."
That only encouraged me to thrust up harder. I knew it would be a while for her to recover after this one, but for now, in the moment, we were both going at it for all we were worth.
"Yes, Daddy, oh yes! YESSSSS!"
It was upon her now, a massive climax, and knowing how she preferred to hold firm while she rode it out, I thrust hard one more time into my daughter and then held her tight. As the water began to settle around us, Cait's little body began trembling more and more intensely. Her head was still thrown back, her eyes screwed shut, and for several seconds she screamed silently in orgasm. I just held on for dear life, reveling in the sensation of feeling her impossibly tight cunt convulsing and clenching on my stiff length.
She came, and she came, and I patiently held her against me. I had plenty of staying power today, having had ejaculated so many times since Friday. I definitely wasn't done with this girl yet. Finally, after seemingly waking herself up from orgasmic hypnosis, Cait pulled her head back up and looked at me, as if just realizing she was still impaled on her father's penis.
"Daddy," was all she could mutter breathlessly.
"My love," I muttered back, then kissed her.
Cait kissed me back, then began moving her hips again, giving me the friction from her pussy she knew my penis liked. I began thrusting up into her again, over and over, until we had the water splashing around us again. Cait leaned in and kissed at my ear and neck.
"Daddy," she said, as she continued to ride me, "I don't want to stop yet, but my legs are getting a little sore."
"Okay, pumpkin," I said gently. "Go ahead and loosen up."
She relaxed her legs and leaned back a little. I didn't want to remove my penis from her vagina, but it would be necessary if were to find a new position a little less strenuous for her. We both groaned in temporary disappointment when I finally slid my cock out of her. We both glanced around the pool, trying to come up with a new way of humping in it. Cait got an idea before me and waded over to the swim step. She kneeled on it, faced away from me, and lowered the upper half of her body down on her hands and elbows at the edge of the pool. Her perfect ass, and the cleft of her perfect pussy, was just out of the water. She glanced back, beckoning me with a wiggle of her ass.
I went to her quickly, kneeled down behind her, and aimed my stiff cock at her opening. Knowing that the water had probably washed a good amount of our natural lubricants away, I licked my fingers, then wiped the saliva on the tip of my cock.
"Oooo," Cait cooed. "Let me contribute."
I reached my fingers out toward her mouth and she sucked on them for a moment, getting them nice and slick with her saliva. I pulled my hand back and lathered up my cock a little more. I then traced my fingers along her swollen labia, drawing a slight squeal of pleasure from her.
It was time to get back into action. I pushed forward, and back into my daughter, gently at first. She pushed her hips back as well, and soon we were fully engaged again, my cock once again buried completely inside her. I looked down at where we were connected. As I started thrusting in and out, my cock looked absolutely enormous compared to Cait's tiny body. And she was so tight. It was just so intense, and so erotic.
"I love you," I blurted suddenly, directly, honestly.
Cait whipped her head around, smiling at me. "Oh Daddy, I love you too. So much!"
"You're just amazing," I said, picking up the pace of my fucking.
"And you're the best, Daddy! Keep going! Keep pounding yourself into me."
I did just that, pounding quite steadily now, quite hard. Cait grunted heavily with each thrust, and I sensed that she was getting ready to cum again. I maintained an aggressive, solid pace, my cock pulling out just to the tip, then sliding all the way back in to the hilt. Whenever my hips connected with Cait's ass cheeks they we made wet slapping sounds as the water teamed and sloshed around our legs.
"Oh Daddy," she groaned. "Oh my god, Daddy, I'm going to cum again."
"That's good, baby," I said in my own grunting voice. "I love making my little girl cum. You are so beautiful and sexy when you climax."
"Yes, Daddy, make me cum. Don't stop what you're doing. I love your cock so much. So much, Daddy!"
"Oh, my sweet girl!" I clutched at her hips tightly—and yes her "thumb grips" fit perfectly—and I began banging away for all I was worth. Cait thrust back equally as hard, we were really slamming into each other. I'm not sure how either of us would be able to walk again when this was over.
"Getting...getting close, Daddy! Gonna...gonna...CUMMING!"
Slammed into her one more time—hard—and froze like that, holding her tight. Cait was not silent this time, and she practically wailed in climax. It was so intense she actually pounded her fist against the patio as it washed over her. Her pussy almost squeezed me out, it was clenching so tightly. The sheer vision and feeling of my daughter climaxing, with me inside her, was enough to start bringing on the early tingling of my own pending orgasm. But I held still, because when this girl came, she came long and hard, and I was more than happy to give her the time she needed.
"Holy. Fucking. Shit!" she finally exclaimed, panting. "I just...I just don't know how you do it, Daddy."
"I just hang on for dear life, baby." We laughed.
I kept grinning and gave her a couple of gentle test-thrusts, trying to sense whether it was okay to continue now. Cait pushed her ass back toward me, signaling that we were good to go.
"Do it, Daddy! It's your turn to cum. Give me your cock, and give me your cum."
"It won't be long, baby," I said. "You have the tightest, most incredible pussy I have ever experienced."
"And it's all yours, Daddy. My pussy belongs to you. Entirely to you!"
My god, words like that coming out of my daughter's mouth, while I fucked her from behind, definitely contributed to my approaching orgasm. I started pounding away again for all I was worth. Cait's ass was slamming right back against my hips, matching me thrust for thrust.
"Getting close, baby," I grunted.
"Good, Daddy! Do it!" Cait cried back. "I can't wait to feel you cum inside me again."
Thrusting, grunting...I felt my balls begin to tighten up.
"Daddy's gonna do it," I said. "Gonna fill you up...gonna cum inside you."
"I want it, Daddy! I want it so bad! Pour your seed into me, Daddy!
There it was! That word, that ultra-taboo indication that my daughter wanted me to put a baby into her, to actually impregnate her. Just the thought was enough to send me over the edge, and as I continued to pound and pound into her, I felt the first blast of my semen shoot deep inside her.
"Yes, YES!" she cried out, sensing that I was now ejaculating into her.
I cried out: "Yes, oh god yes, baby!"
With each penetrating thrust I squirted again, and again, filling her with my sperm. It was so intense I could hardly remain upright, and I leaned over, kissing her back. My eyes were squeezed shut at the intensity from one of the most powerful orgasms—if not the most powerful—that I had ever experienced.
I finally pushed one more time into Cait and held still, but my cock was still convulsing and spitting its potent seed into my daughter. Cait also stopped moving—completely froze in place, actually—and I wondered if she could already be cumming a third time herself. I opened my eyes to look at her, and I noticed she had lifted her head. She was looking at the sliding glass door. I looked that way too.
And absolutely in same moment as my cock spewed out the last few bursts of seed into my daughter's pussy, I saw my wife, Heather, standing at the patio door, staring right back at Cait and me.
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The Jacuzzi
The Uber dropped Megan Williams and her brother, Jason, at the entryway of a long, sprawling driveway to the estate. The driver had said he'd be happy to drive them up to the house itself, but they politely declined. They both got out and began a long, leisurely quarter-mile walk toward the place they had called home throughout their childhood and into early adulthood. Megan was now 30, and her older brother Jason was 31. Each step carried a new burst of nostalgic memories.
The siblings walked along silently, side-by-side, for several minutes. Jason noticed Megan shiver despite the warm early-Summer Los Angeles weather. He put an arm around her and pulled her toward him, and she allowed her head to be slightly sheltered against his broad shoulder.
They were both dressed in black.
Jason lived with his wife in Sacramento. Megan stilled lived in L.A., but across town in Glendale. They hadn't seen each other in nearly a year. It wasn't by choice: they had always been close friends as well as siblings, quite fond of each other, but they both were incredibly busy in their different careers. They were happy to be in each other's presence again, but not under these unfortunate circumstances.
A week earlier, Jason had been pulled out of a meeting to take an urgent call from his sister.
"It's Mom," Megan said simply.
Jason gripped the phone. "Gone?"
"Not yet...but close."
Jason was on a flight just a few hours later, and he arrived at the hospital in time to join Megan in spending a few final hours with their mother, who finally passed peacefully just before midnight. While she hadn't been healthy the last couple of years, her sudden downturn had caught everyone by surprise. But she was at rest now, and the siblings were thankful that there had been, toward the end, just enough consciousness in their mother to recognize that they were both there. She died with a smile.
Their father had died twelve years previously. He had been a very wealthy developer, and the siblings were thankful for the fact that he had left a significant estate to their mom. They had each received a sizeable chunk, too, but to know that their mother would never have to worry about money in her golden years was a relief to them. Upon her passing, the entirety family fortune was to be split equally between the two of them. Financially, they were now set up pretty nicely. The only asset that would require a mutual decision was what to do with the house, which their mother had left to them as equal owners.
Megan and Jason were both successful in their own careers and living comfortably in their own homes with their respective spouses. Jason and his wife, Theresa, were childless, Megan and her husband George had five-year-old daughter, Julie. They walked slowly up to the house, because they both instinctively knew that it was likely to be the last time. They had already agreed to sell the place that neither of them intended to live in again.
The house was truly an outright mansion. Just before the time Jason and Megan had been born, their father had purchased a large plot of land in Bel Air, a posh residential area neighboring Beverly Hills. He had taken it upon himself to design and build an almost ridiculously enormous 6-bedroom house—at the time he had been expecting (hoping?) to produce several more children. But complications during Megan's birth (she came to be barely 11 months after Jason) had rendered it impossible for their mother to conceive again. Nevertheless, their father decided to keep the big house, and the siblings had grown up around quite a few adventures throughout the expansive estate. It had not been unheard of for a single game of hide-and-seek to last all day!
Their mother had been very private, with only a few close friends, and there were no other close relatives, so the funeral had been small and intimate, with just a brief reception afterward. Megan and Jason were happy to return to a house that was now quiet, neither of them being a fan of moping around for hours with people saying how sorry they were. They'd said good-bye to Mom, they would certainly miss her, but life had to go on.
Even though Megan lived just across town, there had been agreement that she would stay at their mom's place, as would Jason, so they could sort through all the paperwork and take care of all the other complicated logistics that seemed to pile up around someone's death, especially so for someone of considerable wealth. Lawyers and bank managers, financial advisors and domestic employees...they all had to be dealt with. Then there was the task of finding the right realtor to put the house on the market. Jason's wife understandably knew that Jason would be away for a week or two. Megan's husband, George, had agreed to stay back at the house with their daughter so that Megan could focus on dealing with the estate.
A few days after the funeral, everything had been pretty much squared away. The financials were dealt with, and the house was now listed and would start showing on Sunday. Jason was in the study, at what was his father's, then his mom's desk, putting a random file away. Megan entered, waving her cell phone.
"It's after five," she declared. "No more paperwork. Let's order some food that's bad for us and cut loose."
Jason smiled at her. Megan had always been the more mischievous of the two. Whereas his normal air was that of quiet thoughtfulness, hers was generally cheerful and chatty, but not overly so. She also had a wry, sardonic wit and was more adventurous, which contrasted (as well as complimented) with his more reserved, logical way of approaching life.
"We've already been eating food that's bad for us," Jason said. "There's leftover pizza in the fridge."
"I know, but I want to double-down on the carbs with some Chinese food. Whaddya say?"
Jason regarded his sister for a moment. Like him, Megan had been moved deeply by their mother's death, but as the cheerleader of the family she was making an effort to distract them from their grief. She was no longer wearing black but was now clad in red shorts and a stylish white V-neck t-shirt. Her long, auburn hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her feet were bare. Through a brotherly lens, Jason noted that Megan was quite beautiful and in excellent shape. Her legs were toned and tanned. Her sizeable breasts were often the first thing people noticed about her—at least, that had been what all of Jason's buddies had been obsessed with throughout high school. But the most physically attractive thing about her, in his opinion, was her radiant smile.
She was smiling at him now.
"Sure," he said. "Let's throw in a little MSG with our pizza grease."
"Good choice, sir!" Megan said in a British butler's voice, as if Jason had been the one to suggest what they'd been eating for dinner. She tapped on her phone for a food delivery service. She glanced up at him once, about to ask what he wanted, but she knew what he liked. She admired his consistency.
She also had to admit to herself that Jason was quite handsome. Even dressed down in old faded jeans and a simple polo shirt, she knew he could capture more than a few glances from the ladies. His wife was lucky to have him. He stood six feet to her tall-for-a-woman five-foot-six. Like her, Jason was slender, but with a very athletic build, sculpted through a combination of good genes, hours of tennis per week, and running at least three times a week. And except for this week, of course, she knew that he was a very healthy eater.
A little over an hour later the siblings were exchanging greasy smiles, having wolfed down far too much broccoli beef and orange chicken than was necessary.
Pushing her plate away, Megan said, "You know what I'm amazed we haven't done yet?"
Jason wiped his mouth and stood to start gathering the dishes—really just polystyrene plates and cheap chopsticks. "Tell me what we haven't done yet."
"Raided Mom's bar."
Jason grimaced. "You mean Dad's bar. Mom barely drank; I'd wager the booze in that bar dates back to when Dad was alive."
"Well," Megan said, standing. "There's only one way to find out."
Their father had built a substantial wet bar into the general layout of the formal living room, and the siblings spent several minutes digging through the various cabinets for anything that still looked drinkable. There were a number of half-full bottles that looked a little scary, covered in dust. However, to their pleasant surprise, there were also full bottles, still sealed.
Megan jumped back around to the other side of the bar and leaned up against it, like a customer. "So, what do we have, barkeep?"
Jason arranged them neatly on the bar, facing the labels out toward her. "Well," he said, "we've got a couple of vodka choices, some gin, and a few styles of whisky, bourbon." He also confirmed they also had a few mixers that looked consumable.
"Perfect," Megan cheered. "We've got the basics. I'll get some ice."
A few minutes later, they were relaxing on the couch, each sipping a huge martini. Megan's was more on the fruity side, with vodka. Jason was a traditionalist and preferred pretty much straight gin.
"This is nice," Megan sighed, taking a healthy sip. "We've been moping around this house for days, and I've hardly had so much as a glass of cheap red wine in the last week."
"Agreed," Jason said, savoring his own beverage.
Megan, who'd been sitting with her cute little bare feet tucked under her, uncurled one leg and poked at her brother's thigh with a toe. "Hey," she said, "Remember that time we snuck drinks out of the bar when we were kids?"
Jason grinned. "Just the one time?"
Megan laughed. "Well, I mean that one time, one of the first times, when we really got lit up."
"Oh, oh!" It was his turn to laugh. "You mean when we dared each other to drink—God, what was it—Midori liqueur!"
"Yeah! And straight! Just that!"
"So gross!"
That got them giggling, spurred by their current alcoholic imbibing.
"Well," Megan said, "it got the job done!"
"I'll say," Jason quipped. "You started barking like a dog."
"And you stripped down to your tighty-whities and started sliding down the banister over and over!"
That set them off into new levels of laughter. Megan barely kept from sloshing her drink on herself. Jason reached out and helped steady her grip. She responded by nudging his thigh again, causing him to be the one to actually spill. Fortunately, his drink was clear, and all it did was create a wet spot on his pants, and, ironically, her toes.
"Clean me off!" Megan demanded with mirth, lifting her foot to his face. She wiggled her neatly painted toes.
"Not even if I had a whole bottle Midori," he shot back, pushing her foot away.
She leaned back, calmed her chortling, and took another sip. While he dabbed at his thigh with a cocktail napkin, Megan looked slowly around the room, trying to memorize every nook and cranny in the place. This would be one of their last evenings here. This realization threatened to dampen her perfectly balanced buzz, so she quite literally shook her head and stood.
"I'm ready for Round Two," she said, holding out her glass.
Jason glanced up at her incredulously. "Your glass is still half-full."
"Oh really?" She winked at him, then slammed the second half of her drink in one gulp. With another wink, she held out her now empty glass.
"Okay, okay, you lush." Jason stood and took her glass. He tried to get through the rest of his own drink as he crossed over to the bar again. As he made their next rounds, he looked at his sister and caught her looking around the room once more, suddenly quiet.
"You okay, sis?"
She blinked and looked his way. She gave him a bit of a forced smile, but her eyes were watery. She said, "Just getting nostalgic, I guess. But another drink will fix that."
He approached her with fresh beverages. Handing her hers, he said, "I miss her, too."
They clinked glasses and sipped, just watching each other for a few moments. Megan savored another couple of sips, wiped away a tear, and settled herself.
"No," she said. "We're done moping. We're gonna get stupid tonight, we deserve it." She wandered over to the big glass doors that led out to the patio. It was just getting to dusk, and the sky had a beautiful reddish-gold hue from the low sun and the smog. She continued, "Our spouses are miles away—my kid is miles away—and we have this house to ourselves for the first time in a long time."
"For the last time," Jason corrected somberly.
Megan turned and looked at him. "Exactly. And you know what? We're going to fucking take advantage of it!"
"And how would you like to do that," he asked. "Crank up some music? Go sliding down the bannister again?"
"Only if you do it in your tighty-whities again," Megan quipped. "That would be hilarious to see at your age now."
Jason grimaced. "That would be painful to do that at my age now!"
"Why would it—oh!" Megan said, then blushed. Jason merely shrugged with a cocky grin and took another ship. "Well," she regrouped, "I do know what would be fun and relaxing after the stress of the week. In fact, I can't believe we didn't think of it sooner."
"Do tell."
"The Jacuzzi!"
Jason broke out into a big grin. "Oh my god, you're right!"
Among the lavish appointments to the estate, their late father designed and built a huge hot tub. Though it wasn't of the actual brand, they still called it the Jacuzzi. It could easily seat ten to twelve people, thought it most often only had the two siblings, as kids, splashing around in it. In fact, it often ticked off their dad, because the two kids seemed to enjoy it more than the enormous pool adjacent to the tub.
"Oh shit," Jason said, "I didn't bring a swimsuit." He had come down here to bury his mother and settle her estate, not go swimming.
Megan frowned. "Damn, me neither." They sulked for a moment, each sipping quietly.
Megan was the first to speak up again, having reached a decision. "What are you wearing right now?" she asked him.
Puzzled, Jason simply looked down at himself, then back to her. "Have you drunk yourself blind?"
"No, silly. I mean underneath."
"Underneath?"
"Yeah. Boxers or briefs? Or do you still wear tighty-whities?"
Jason blushed. "If you must know, boxer-briefs. And they're black."
"Perfect."
He squinted at her. "How so?"
"It's simple," she said. "You can wear those."
Jason scoffed. "What is it with you with me and my underwear all of a sudden?"
"Wear them in the Jacuzzi."
"You're definitely drunk."
She giggled and stepped toward him. "I'll admit, I'm moderately drunk, and I plan to get more so. But I'm being serious right now. I mean think about it: how is wearing your boxer-briefs in the Jacuzzi really that different from wearing your swimsuit? I've seen the ones you wear, and they're quite...form fitting."
Jason blushed again. "It is different. One is for swimming. The other is underwear!"
Megan rolled her eyes. "Oh, please, don't be a hair-splitting prude. And besides, once you're in the water, it's all about the bubbles."
Her brother mellowed at the mention of bubbles. In the design of the hot tub, not only had their dad made the thing far too big for what they really needed, he'd also incorporated a countless number of strategically place jets and bubble makers that turned the tub into an outright caldron. As kids, Jason and Megan had spent countless hours splashing and giggling in the tub as the bubbles would balloon their swimsuits.
Jason scrutinized his sister. "And what about you?"
She knew what he was getting at. "Same thing."
"You'll go in your undies?"
"Sure, why not?" It was her turn to glance down at herself. "What I'm wearing underneath is no more revealing than one of my bikinis."
Jason thought about this. He hadn't seen his sister in a bikini in a long time, but he did recall she went more on the skimpier side. It made it an interesting challenge to look at her as just a brother, and he was well aware the reaction it gave to his friends whenever they saw her in one, back in the day.
"You really want to get in that hot tub," he said.
"Yep, and I'm tired talking about it. It's time to do it." She handed him her glass, once again empty. "You make me another one of these, I'll go out there and turn everything on."
He took her glass, shaking his head. This was so silly. But he had to admit, he was being a prude. These days, the difference between a bikini and underwear seemed to be little more than a mental hang-up. And she was right about the bubbles. Once they were in the water, the surface would be churning and gurgling, and they would be censored anyway. So, why the hell not!
While putting their third round of drinks together, Jason glanced up and saw his sister through the now open patio doors. She had turned on the jets and was already wiggling out of her shorts. There was some distance between them, but Jason still managed to spill some booze on the bar by the distraction of Megan bending over, pulling her shorts down. He could make out that she was wearing a black pair of panties. They weren't quite thong, but they were cut in a way that showed a considerable amount of butt cheek above each of her toned legs. When she stood, he almost added a spit-take to the earlier spill when, at first, he thought she was topless, but upon further scrutiny it became clear she was wearing a bra that was close in tone to her flesh.
"Just like a bathing suit," he tried to convince himself in a mumble.
Megan was easing into the bubbling water when Jason got to the hot tub. He set their drinks down at the edge and then put his fingers in the water, testing the temperature.
"A little on the hot side," he said. "Why was Mom keeping this heated? She probably hasn't used the thing in a couple of years—hey!" He flinched at having been splashed.
Megan said, "Stop being a penny-pinching prude and get in here. If you get hot after a while you can always go splash in the pool."
As Jason stood back up and started taking off his shirt, he glanced down to see his sister make her way to the edge of the tub for her drink. Megan's shapely breasts were half out of the water, which bubbled and glistened around her. Her bra appeared to be more sensible and supportive than sexy, but it also obviously wasn't designed to be used as a bikini top, because her nipples and areolas were very prominently showing through the wet material, just under the waterline.
Jason swallowed and forced himself to look away. Megan had been so nonchalant about crossing over to get her drink, she was probably not yet aware that she was far more exposed than she thought. Hopefully she would sit back deeper into the bubbling water with her drink and that would be that.
After just a bit more hesitation, Jason finally shucked his pants, then turned back toward the tub. Taking another sip of her drink, Megan got a good look at him. There was still a glow from the twilight of the day, and there was also the glow from the Jacuzzi lights, so Jason was fairly well lit. Megan had to admit that her brother had a pretty kickin' bod. He had broad shoulders and a long torso. It was the early part of the summer, but he already had a pretty nice tan. His skin was smooth and not hairy, something Megan always noted with a slight pang: her husband was also in pretty good shape, but he had a rather hairy chest, not something she particularly liked.



Jason took a tentative step toward the Jacuzzi, and Megan found her gaze traveling to her brother's midsection. His boxer-briefs looked soft and comfortable, and they were snug. She could easily see his bulge. She knew he was a good size down there. The last time she'd had even so much as an accidental glance at his penis had been when they were young kids, but at a family gathering a few years ago, and after perhaps one glass of wine too many, Megan and Jason's wife Theresa had started talking about their men's "junk." Theresa had confided that it took her "a while" to get used to his size...
"Would you like to take a picture, it'll last longer."
Megan blinked. "What?"
Jason chuckled. "Never mind." He got in using the steps, pausing on each one to get used to the heat. "I can't believe you just dropped into this. It's boiling."
"I love it," Megan said, leaning back but not quite closing her eyes. Until he got deeper into the water, he was still giving her a bit of a show, and in her tipsy state she wanted to enjoy another moment of it. "I try to take a nice relaxing bath at least once a week," she went on, "I guess I'm used to it."
She let her eyes close fully once he was waist-deep in the water. She heard a bit of splashing as he moved to find a comfortable spot. Depending on where one sat, one could have a jet aimed the spine, to either side, even a row of three up the back...their dad had been really creative. When she opened her eyes again, she saw Jason sitting along the same side as her, about six feet away, sipping his drink and starring thoughtfully into the churning steamy water.
For several minutes they just soaked. Sipped and soaked. The soothing heat of the water permeated into them, and the collective stress and sadness of the past week finally began to evaporate. It certainly helped that they were also quite loosened up by what was now their third cocktail. Eventually they did start talking again, and it was a trip down Memory Lane. The conversation included a lot of:
"Hey, do you remember that time when we tried to build a treehouse?"
"Dad was ready to kill us when he got home and saw the mess we made out of his favorite oak tree."
"What about that time we cranked up the pool heater and got it as hot as the Jacuzzi?"
"And the two-thousand-dollar gas bill? I think I'm still paying that off..."
They laughed and reminisced, and their alcohol intake contributed toward making even the most mundane anecdotes into the most hilarious adventures that soon had them hooting and slapping the water with uncontrollable laughter.
During a suddenly quiet moment when they were both catching their breath after a particularly hilarious memory, Megan asked Jason, "Do you remember where your favorite jet is?"
Jason raised his eyebrows at her. "Come again?"
Megan nodded toward the far side of the Jacuzzi. "Your favorite water jet."
"Why would I have a favorite?"
"Admit it: you had one."
Despite more or less slowly cooking in a hot tub, Jason blushed. He most certainly had had a favorite jet; it was that one near the middle step. One day, years ago, had found the perfect way to sit in a position that allowed the jet to hit his crotch at just the right angle, just the right amount of pressure to—
"Hey!" he suddenly blurted aloud. "You knew?"
His sister shrugged and flashed that devilish grin of hers. "Pretty much."
"Oh jeez," Jason grimaced, then took a healthy sip.
Megan gave a quick laugh. "I realized one day that you always liked to sit in one particular part of the Jacuzzi when you the only one in it. Anytime I hopped out to go cool off with a few laps in the pool, or layout in the sun, I noticed you would almost always move to your favorite spot and just sort of zone out."
His face turned even more crimson. She was dead-on. All this time he thought he'd been masking his masturbatory pleasure with his best possible deadpan.
He said, "So you even know which jet?"
She nodded and moved neck-deep across the Jacuzzi to the exact spot. She even shifted and sat at more or less the same angle he had sat in so long ago and so many times. She glanced down, then up to Jason.
She moved away from his favorite spot and asked, "How exactly did you get yourself off with this?"
Jason grimaced again. "I'm not going to discuss that with you!"
"Oh, come one, don't be a prude." It was the third time she'd called him that tonight. "You tell me how you used this jet to get you off, and I'll tell you about my favorite spot."
He just stared at her, and she winked at him.
"You mean..." he began.
"Yep," she answered. "Sometimes when it was your turn to jump in the pool to cool off, I would mosey on over to this area—" She demonstrated in real-time, settling into a spot quite close to where her brother was currently sitting. "—and sit in just a way that I could...well, you know."
"Do tell," Jason heard himself saying.
"No, no," she replied, waggling a finger. "You go first."
Jason considered his sister for a moment. He was coming to the realization that, knowing he had been getting himself off with a hot tub jet, rather than be repulsed or disgusted, she'd actually allowed him to do it on multiple occasions.
Still somewhat skeptical, he asked, "You seriously want to know the details?"
Megan nodded. "I have to admit, I'm curious. I always wondered how you pulled it off—if you'll forgive the sort-of pun. I knew you were doing something naughty and self-pleasuring, but I never saw you moving while it was happening."
Jason sipped his drink. What Megan said confirmed that he had succeeded in looking innocent whenever he pleasured himself with the jet. But she had discovered the pattern of the fact that he always sat in exactly the same way whenever he did it. He had had too, otherwise the angle would've been off and he wouldn't have been able to—
"Okay," he said, snapping himself out of his reverie. He waded over toward the jet in question. He looked down into the bubbling water, vividly recalling the pleasure that damned thing had given him. He turned and looked at his sister. She was leaning toward him, eager to hear every detail over the sound of the churning water.
"Okay," he said again, "it was actually rather simple. I would just—" He caught himself, because he had actually started moving to sit as he had done for pleasure back then, but he realized that it would be better to just explain it verbally. He said, "I would sit near the jet in profile, with one leg on the seat, the other hanging down. I would then pull up one leg of my bathing suit to free my, my—"
Megan blurted loudly: "Your cock, Jason, you can say it!" She burst out laughing.
Jason couldn't help but drunkenly giggle, too. "Fine, you little shit. I would free my dick, and then I basically just had to hold it at just the right angle and, well, you know what comes next, if you will also allow a bad pun."
Megan considered for a moment, then said, "So, you never stroked yourself?"
Her brother shook his head. "No, not when I used the jet."
"Wow, so you actually were able to achieve climax with just the pressure hitting you?"
Jason involuntarily blushed again by the fact that his sister was referring to his climax, but he managed to stay on point. "It was a great feeling, because it built up slowly."
"I'll say," she said. "There were times when I wanted to move back from the pool to the Jacuzzi, but when I saw you in 'your spot,' I had to wait until you were finished."
He chuckled and raised his glass in toast. "Thanks, I guess?"
"Of course," she continued, "I usually waited an extra few minutes after you finished, hoping all your disgusting jizz would dissolve."
Jason did do a spit-take with that one, and they both laughed.
"Hey, what can I say?" he said. "Gotta love chlorine and filtration."
They laughed again for several minutes before settling back into quiet drinking, each allowing their eyes to lose focus in the water. Then Jason jerked his head up, remembering something.
"Okay, naughty girl, your turn."
"Really? You're curious how I did it?"
"It's only fair!"
Megan scrunched up her face at her brother for a moment, but then she shrugged, realizing she'd made a deal.
"Okay," she said, beginning her recollection the same way as Jason. She looked over to where her favorite spot was, and, without thinking about it, stood to her full height in the water to cross to it. She heard her brother gasp and glanced over to him. His eyes were clearly directed at her chest. Megan looked down, and only then did she realize that her light, flesh-colored bra was quite useless as a make-shift bikini top due to the fact that it was now completely see-through. She was inadvertently displaying her clearly visible nipples and areola to her brother.
She yelped in embarrassment and dropped back into the water. "Oh god," she moaned, blushing profusely.
"I'm sorry," Jason stammered, "I didn't mean to suddenly stare, it's just--"
"No, no, it's my fault," his sister said quickly, trying to lighten the tension. She even managed a chuckle, "I should've known that this damned thing would become transparent." She looked down at her own chest in the bubbling water. Staying neck-deep in it again, she moved toward her favorite spot.
"Now," she said, clearing her throat. "Where were we?" She glanced around her for a moment. She then used her free hand to feel around for the exact spot. "It's been a while since I did this in here...ah, here it is."
Jason moved a little closer her, quite curious now. He was also, not so subconsciously, hoping to get a good look at his sister's breasts again. He felt a pang of guilt thinking about this, but he thought about it nonetheless.
Megan said, "I didn't use an actual jet, but right down here, toward the edge of the seat, the bubbles come up at a particular...well, frequency, I guess you could say. Here." She took one of Jason's hands and guided it into the water. When they reached the little holes where the bubbles came up, she held his hand there. "Feel it?" she asked.
Jason nodded, and swallowed. He was now very close to Megan, and her breasts were just barely censored by the churning water. He cleared his throat and asked, "So...did you just sit on it or something?"
"Yeah, pretty much."
"And the bubbles would...?"
"Tickle my pussy!" Megan blurted, then laughed.
Jason realized she was still keeping his hand over his, over the bubble holes. There was a pause between them that threatened to get awkward. Choosing the safer route out, Jason gently pulled his hand away and put a bit more space between them. He was still curious.
"Did you do it over your bathing suit, or did you, you know...?"
Megan laughed again. She found it adorable how boyishly shy he got when the talk got explicit. She knew he wanted more specific details, so she offered them up: "I kept my bathing suit in place. It's not a good idea to allow too much air to be blown directly into the vagina. Sometimes I would also rub myself over my bathing suit to help things along."
"Wow," Jason said dumbly.
She smiled at him. "To be honest, and not to disappoint you, but I usually did not climax. It just felt damned good, gave me a nice glow."
"You couldn't cum?" Jason surprised himself by asking. The booze was helping.
His sister shrugged and shook her head. "I needed a good amount of time for it to build up. And I was often...interrupted."
"Interrupted? How?"
"It was usually your fault, actually."
"What?!"
Megan said, "You never knew what I was doing, silly, and I never knew when you'd suddenly pop out of the pool, ready to hop back into the Jacuzzi."
"Oh, my god," Jason laughed. "I'm so sorry! I ruined your orgasms!"
They both lost it at that point, suddenly devolving into uncontrollable fits of laughter.
"You owe me at least a dozen!" Megan shouted, and they exploded into another giggle-fest.
Most of whatever booze was left in their glasses was sloshed out. When they finally managed to catch their breath, Megan raised her empty glass at Jason. "I don't think I can handle yet another straight cocktail, but I don't want to lose my buzz. Think we can switch to wine?
"Sure." Jason took her glass. He went to the steps of the hot tub and started to get out. He paused momentarily when he remembered that he was going to flash his sister his underwear-covered butt, but what the hell. He was just happy he didn't have an erection. That would have been awkward.
Megan allowed herself to stare right at her brother's ass as he got out of the tub. The thin material of his undies clung tightly to his glutes, and she could clearly make out his physique. He was in damned fine shape, and she was proud of her brother for maintaining his physical fitness.
In a few moments, Jason returned with a well-chilled bottle of chardonnay and a couple of stemless wine glasses. He was still pretty wet, and his underwear was still quite clingy. So now Megan got a decent look at his front. The bulge of his penis and testicles was prominent, and the women in her instinctively dwelled on what that monster in his shorts might look like when it got hard. As quickly as she wondered this, she blinked quickly and glanced away, hoping Jason hadn't seen her staring.
Jason started stepping back into the hot tub and paused yet again. This time it wasn't over concern about his appearance, but because he saw that Megan's bra was now resting next to her shorts and top.
"Um..." he said, stupidly.
Megan knew what he was referring too and shrugged. "It was getting uncomfortable, and it's not like it was hiding anything anyway, right?"
Jason swallowed and accepted her logic.
"Besides," she continued, "I'm still censored with all these bubbles."
Her brother nodded quietly, finally getting back into the Jacuzzi. He poured their glasses and they clinked. Jason was hoping he wasn't looking as awkward as he was feeling. It was silly of him, because the water was, indeed, obscuring the details of her breasts, so at the moment it didn't matter if she'd still been wearing her bra or not. It's just that now he knew her breasts were bare. And that knowledge sent shifted libido to a notch where it shouldn't be around his own sister.
What Megan did next cranked it a notch further.
With her devilish grin, she scooted over until she was sitting right on her favorite bubble spot. Despite the fact that her own brother was in the hot tub with her, watching her, Megan closed her eyes for a moment and let the bubbles tickle her down there. After a few minutes, she opened her eyes again and looked at her brother. It was very amusing; he did not know what to make of what he was seeing. She liked having him off-guard.
"What? It's not like I'm masturbating in front of you," she teased further.
"Very funny," he said. He shook his head, realizing that he was being taunted. His sister always knew how to press his buttons, but it had never before been in a sexual way. He wondered how far she'd push it. She was like a dog with a bone once she knew she had the upper hand. He decided that he would match her, move for move, quite curious to see where this might go.
She said, "I'm on my favorite spot; why don't you find yours?"
Jason narrowed his eyes at her and took a sip of wine. Oh yes, curious indeed...
Mirroring her challenging look, he waded over to his own spot and sat exactly as he would when he used the jet to get himself off. The siblings stared at each other. They were now starting to play an odd form of chicken that was going in a direction neither had expected, yet neither wanted to stop.
"Well?" Megan asked.
"Well, what?"
"Don't you need to, you know..." She pointed down into the water, toward his crotch.
"Are you serious?" He was a bit more nervous now. Did she really want him to whip his dick out? And if he did, would she suddenly end their little game, victorious at actually making him think that he could get himself off in front of her?
"It's not like I can see anything," she said, splashing a little of the bubbling water.
"You seriously think I'm going to use the jet on myself with you in here with me?"
She glanced down at herself, then back up to him. "Jason, I've been sitting on my bubbles for five minutes now. No reason why I should have all the fun."
He stared at her. Jesus, she was serious. And he was seriously horny now. And erect. Sister or no sister, here was a beautiful half-naked woman giving him permission to get himself off in front of her. Jason had always been faithful to his wife, yet bizarrely, because it was his sister, he didn't get the sense that he was cheating. His mind was whirling, and his cock was straining to be let out.
"I'll do it," he threatened.
"Go for it," she chimed right back. "Whip it out, bro."
He stared at her. She stared at him.
"Fine," she said, "I'll give you some privacy." With that, she closed her eyes and tilted her head slightly to one side, shifting around to find her own pleasurable spot in the Jacuzzi.
Jason stared at her for another long minute. He grimaced at her sense of "privacy." But he was getting hornier by the minute, and his erection was now painfully restrained within his underwear. It was now or never. When he heard his sister let out a little sigh of pleasure, he decided that this was going to happen.
He set his glass down so he could position himself in the water with both hands. Just as he had described earlier, he sat profile against the side of the tub. He felt the jet pressure grazing his thigh. He never took his eyes off of his sister while worked underwater to free his cock. As he was wearing boxer briefs rather than an actual bathing suit, he found it easier to simply pull the front of his briefs down rather than fish his penis out of one of the legs. He let out his own involuntary sigh of relief when his substantial erection was freed. He tucked the front of his briefs down below his balls.
Megan kept her eyes closed, but she smiled when she heard her brother sigh. She instinctively knew that he had pulled his dick out. She assumed it was hard, and she couldn't help but wonder just how big and beautiful his manhood was. Yes, it was her brother, but she really wanted to see what his wife had said "took some time" to get used to. Knowing that she would never actually see it, let alone touch it, it never occurred to her that what she and Jason were doing could be considered cheating.
Having had a lot of practice over the years, it didn't take Jason long to position his erection in just the right way. It couldn't be too close or too far from the jet. Too close, it would actually get painful. Too far, it just wasn't enough pressure to do the job. He managed to line the head of his dick up with the Goldilocks zone, and within seconds he was stifling another moan of pleasure.
He flinched when Megan finally opened her eyes and looked at him. Neither said a word. There was only the sound of churning water. He couldn't believe that he was essentially getting a mechanical "blow job" while his (topless) sister, just a few feet away, was pleasuring herself as well.
"Just like old times?" she asked, her voice husky.
Jason had to clear his throat before answering truthfully: "Oh yeah."
"Good," Megan beamed at him. She was actually happy for her brother. Dealing with their mother's estate had been very taxing, both emotionally and mentally. He deserved a little physical pleasure to get some soothing endorphins released. And, being honest with herself, she deserved some pleasure, too.



Megan closed her eyes again and did that funny little tilt with her head. Jason continued to stare at her. Her sizeable breasts were always just barely being concealed by the water as it bubbled around her. He secretly hoped for just the slightest of glimpses at her nipples again. He was horny and drunk, and even though this was his sister she was goddamned gorgeous and mostly naked. His dick certainly didn't mind that they were blood-related as it tingled and flexed with the building pleasure.
Due to a busy week prior to Mom's death and funeral, Jason and his wife hadn't had sex in quite some time, at least a couple of weeks. He certainly hadn't been thinking about sex during the last few days, but now that he was so horny, he realized that he hadn't cum in what seemed like ages, which meant he was probably not going to last long. This worried him. If he climaxed too soon, Megan might take that as a sign to end their odd little game, or she might even be snapped into the reality of the fact that she would suddenly be sitting in a hot tub swirling with semen and leap out...well, that would expose her breasts...
He also recalled what she'd said, that though she received very pleasurable feelings from the bubbles, she rarely achieved an actual orgasm. He very much wanted her to achieve one tonight; she deserved it after so many stressful and emotional days.
He adjusted his erection further from the Goldilocks zone. It still felt good, but it allowed him to simmer down a bit. He would enjoy the plateau as long as he could, hoping that it would give Megan the time she needed to build up to climax.
Megan was feeling no pain. Far from it, the "glow" she had described to her brother was very much upon her now. It had actually built up sooner than she'd anticipated. As the pleasure increased, she realized that she had been quite horny. It just so happened that she had had sex with her husband the day before Mom died, but it had been an early-morning quickie, and her husband had climaxed inside her after only a few minutes. She wasn't upset about it; she'd been happy to provide a quick source of sexual pleasure for her man. They were good lovers, and she had no problems achieving orgasm with him multiple times when they took the time to really make love.
Being so pent up, and having been so stressed lately, Megan instinctively knew that she now had a really, really good chance of cumming with these crazy bubbles. If she used her fingers, she could even speed up the process a bit.
She suddenly wondered how close her brother was to climaxing. Maybe he was too nervous and wouldn't stay hard. Would he hold himself back? Was she prepared to stay in the Jacuzzi after he spewed sperm into the water? It was intensely odd to be thinking of these things about her own brother, but she was drunk and horny enough to allow her mind to wander while she pressed against the part of her panties that covered her swollen clitoris.
Megan allowed herself to speculate about the actual length and girth of her brother's penis when fully erect. She knew he was big, and by the way his wife had described him, he was most certainly bigger than her husband. She pictured what the tip of her brother's dick looked like now, no doubt pulsing and swelling against the pleasurable pressure of the Jacuzzi jet. What would it look like when he ejaculated? Would he squirt white puffs of semen that would gently float away? Or would his cum get caught up in the jet stream and get blasted into the water?
As she fingered herself, feeling the beginnings of a genuine orgasm, Megan expanded on the fantasy she was creating around her brother. With her husband and previous boyfriends during her dating years, she had discovered that she did not at all mind the taste of semen, and she particularly enjoyed it when her man could cum inside her without a condom. She started thinking about how her brother would react were she to dunk under the water just as he was about to climax, and then put her mouth over his dick so that he could shoot his cum into her mouth.
Oh, god, yes, this was working for her. She was getting really close now.
Jason was transfixed on his sister. She was beginning to pant in quick short breaths. Her eyes were screwed tightly shut, and she even started licking her lips. There was slight movement at her shoulder, and he deduced very accurately that Megan was not only playing with herself, she was actually building up toward an orgasm.
His cock flexed at the thought. He moved it closer to the Goldilocks zone in order to re-accelerate his own path toward climax. He decided in that moment that he really, really wanted to cum at the same moment as her if he could at all do so. With wide-eyed lust he drank in the sight of the tops of her large breasts, as they continued to move and shake and threaten to be exposed in the bubbling water. He had always been a "breast man" and desperately wanted to know what Megan's felt like, what they tasted like. He allowed himself to fantasize about just crossing over to her and thrusting his raging hardon right between them. Or, oh god he was going to let himself think of it, cross over there, rip her panties off and shove his thick cock right into her wet—
"Oh god, Jason!" Megan's exclamation snapped him out of his incestuous train of thought. She had opened her eyes and was starting right back at him. "Are you close?" she asked, somewhat breathlessly.
Jason had to clear his throat to form words. "Y-yes" was all he could croak out.
"Me, too," Megan said, somewhat redundantly. "We...we need this, right? It's okay, right?"
He nodded in full approval. "Absolutely," he managed to moan, starting to feel the tell-tale tingling within his groin.
Megan smiled at him, and she struggled to maintain eye contact as she began to finger herself more furiously. She tended close her eyes at the moment of orgasm, but it was compelling to look at her brother as lustfully as he looked at her. They were definitely crossing a line, but she reasoned that as long as they didn't touch, didn't actually see—
"Fuck, Megan!" Jason could barely keep his eyes open, also eager to be looking at his sister when they reached the magical moment. He was on the very edge now, the jet steadily stimulating the head of his cock.
"I know," Megan responded, herself on the verge of experiencing an absolutely epic orgasm.
The siblings stared at each other, both eager to climax and desperate to see the moment of pleasure in each other's eyes as they almost telepathically timing they very second of orgasmic explosion. So close...so close—
Then suddenly the jets and bubbles turned off, and the water suddenly went calm.
"Oh, FUCK!" they both exclaimed simultaneously.
They'd forgotten that the jets were on a timer. They had lost track of time, and now, at almost the very moment of mutual bliss, Megan no longer had her pussy-tickling bubbles, and Jason no longer had the strong smooth thrust of the Jacuzzi jet. What's more, the well-illuminated water, now suddenly still, did nothing to shield their nudity from each of them.
Jason's heart thumped right up into his throat when he realized he now had a slightly refracted but otherwise clear view of his sister's nipples. And Megan took in a sharp intake of breath when she realized that she could look right into the water at where her brother's erection was poking up from his lap.
They both froze in that moment, staring. They knew the game was over, but neither made a move to cover up. They were also both so sexually primed, that their minds began racing as to how they could effectively resume the self-pleasuring, yet they were also both equally concerned about freaking the other out.
After several moments, Megan managed to blink. She looked down at herself, saw that her naked breasts were quite visible just under the water. She decided that she didn't mind. She looked up at her brother, who now tried to modestly look away.
"It's okay," Megan said softly. "You can look."
Jason felt blood flowing in his ears, and his cheeks felt hot, but what his sister just said was music to his ears. He turned back toward her and managed to maintain eye contact with her. She nodded with a smile, reiterating her permission, so he allowed himself to look down. To his amazement, Megan helped him out even more by straightening up a little, thus allowing her breasts, including hard, bare nipples, to rise from the water.
"Jesus," Jason muttered. He involuntarily licked his lips. "They're beautiful." He looked into her eyes again. "You're beautiful."
Megan blushed. "Thank you," she said softly. No longer shy about being topless in front of her brother, she now reveled in the fact that she could provide such visual stimulation. She looked down into the water again, trying to gauge the size and length of his cock as its image flickered in refraction.
"Looks like you're still sporting some serious wood down there," she stated boldly.
It was Jason's turn to blush again, but he didn't back down. "That thing ain't going down any time soon," he declared, trying to match his sister's directness.
They locked eyes again. Maybe their odd little game had not finished after all.
Megan challenged, "Then do something about it."
Jason countered, "Maybe I will." He put his hand around his cock and gave it a squeeze.
"Go for it," Megan said, then started pushing against her panty-covered clit again.
"Fuck," was all Jason could say as he watched his sister's tits move and wiggle with her hand movements. He started stroking himself, shifting how he sat so that his sister could have a better view. He also allowed himself to rise up a little so that she could get a less refracted view of his did, though he shied of actually bringing it up out of the water.
"That's it," Megan moaned huskily. "Stroke yourself. Stare at your sister's tits and get yourself off."
Jason grinned. "But I'm not going to cum until you do."
"Mmm...I like that challenge. But I warn you, I'm already getting close again."
"Me, too." Jason felt his own cock twitch in his hand. He began to stroke with more vigor.
Megan fingered herself quite aggressively, but without the aid of the bubbles she wasn't quite getting the stimulation she preferred to get the job done.
"Fuck it," she said, and she quickly pulled her panties completely off under the water. She enjoyed the look of shock on her horny brother's face when he realized what she had done. She playfully lifted her panties out of the water and twirled them around for a moment before tossing them to the side of the Jacuzzi.
No longer shy about staring, Jason looked right down into the water, eager to see his sister's exposed pussy for the first time. As always, the water refracted a clear view, but it was enough that he could confirm that she had a small patch of hair down there, which provided a nice target for his incestuous attention.
"Well?" he heard Megan say. He blinked and looked into her eyes. She was grinning and nodding toward his crotch. He realized that he had stopped stroking himself when he saw her crotch for the first time, so he obliged her by starting up again. "Keep doing that," he heard her continue, "but that's not what I mean."
This puzzled him for a moment. She glanced over to where her wet panties were resting, then back to him, and he got it. He smiled and took his hand off his dick so that he could pull his underwear all the way off. He mimicked her move of twirling it around before tossing it right over and on top of her panties. She giggled, and her naked breasts moved in the water. He settled back onto the seat and gripped his dick once again.
"Nice," was all Megan said before starting to finger herself again. She watched the blurry motion of her brother jerking himself off while she steadily fingered her clit. Her pussy felt like an oven.
For several minutes, in the quiet of the evening, the two siblings masturbated while openly ogling each other. They both moaned and sighed, grinned and winked as they once again began telepathically determining when they would each reach their peak.
Jason felt his balls contract and almost lost it too soon. He paused his stroking and stared desperately at his sister. She was once again panting with very short breaths, her own orgasm building steadily and powerfully.
"Jason," she moaned. "Jason...I wanna see it."
He blinked at her.
"I wanna see it when it happens."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes! Please, Jason, let me see it. I want to see you squirt when I cum."
"Oh, Megan," was all he could croak out. He started stroking again, but at the same time, he stood and took a step toward her. When standing, the tub was still just deep enough so that his dick was still just under the surface. Megan leaned forward, her pretty eyes widening at the much clearer view she had of her brother's erect penis.
Eager to show her more, and racing more quickly toward orgasm, Jason lifted himself onto his tip-toes, and like an erotic periscope the head and first half of his dick emerged from the water. He removed his hand for a moment to give her a good look. But he was desperate to cum and so he gripped himself once again, stroking steadily.
"Jesus," it was Megan's turn to exclaim. Her own hand became a blur under the water.
"Megan," Jason muttered, "I'm gonna cum."
"Do it!" Megan exclaimed. "Do it right here."
He looked down and saw his sister suddenly move close to him, positioning herself so that her massive breasts were just in front of and below the head of his throbbing cock.
"Cum all over them," she ordered. "I know you want to."
"Oh, god, sis, you have no idea how much I want to!"
"Then do it, baby. Cum on your sister's tits, because I'm...I'm, oh god, yes, I'm cumming too!"
"Oh fuck, Megan, here it comes!"
Hearing his sister begin to cry out in orgasm, Jason gave himself only a few more strokes, then held his hand in place on the downstroke. The head of his cock swelled, and both siblings watched as the first thick jet of semen blasted out. Jason felt a rush of ecstasy as his dick pulsed and ejaculated rope after thick white rope of hot semen all over Megan's chest. The sight and sensation of her brother's hot cum hitting her only intensified her own orgasm, and she shrieked with uncontrollable bliss.
Jason absolutely painted his sister's glistening tits, and one squirt even hit her neck and chin. Seeing this sight, hearing his sister's pleasure, and feeling his own orgasmic euphoria in the Jacuzzi was almost too much for him, and as he continued to ejaculate he started losing his balance. He had to drop back to his flat feet, and he instinctively reached out with his free hand and grasped Megan's shoulder for support.
Megan reached up with her free hand and gripped Jason's tightly to her shoulder. Their sudden physical connection was like an electric shock, and it timed perfectly with the plateau of her orgasm. Seeing and feeling her brother's hot sperm spatter against her was magical. When that one shot hit her chin, she suddenly wished it had gone in her mouth, but before she could move to possibly make that happen, he had almost lost his balance, and the few remaining pulses of his spunk was sadly now shooting into the water.
As each began to come down to earth after such shattering orgasms, the siblings once again froze in place. Jason did not remove his hand from Megan's shoulder, and with his other hand he kept a grip at the base of his still-hard cock. He looked down again at her chest and marveled at how much of his cum now coated his sister's large, round and absolutely perfect breasts.
As she tried to return to a normal state of breathing, Megan let her gaze fix directly on her brother's cock. When he finally let go of it, she got a really good look at its entire length for the first time. Having climaxed, his dick was just starting to deflate, but its length and girth still amazed Megan. She now had visual evidence of what Jason's wife had said needed time to get used to.
Megan took her hand off her pussy. She desperately wanted to reach up and touch her brother's cock, but she held back at the last minute. Although he was touching her shoulder, that was their only physical contact, and despite what they had just done in front of each other it seemed appropriate to not go so far as to begin touching each other in a directly sexual way.
For his part, Jason had to fight the urge to lean down and plant a post-orgasmic kiss right on his sister's lips. Despite all logic and the fact that they were both married—and genetically related—every fiber in his body wanted to sweep his sister into his arms and make her his lover right then and there. Had he not just climaxed, and had they still been in this proximity to each other, he probably would have tried to take her, either thrusting himself into her under the water, or pulling her up to the side of the tub so that he could see his cock disappear into his sister's wet pussy.
Had he known that she wanted to get more physical with him as well, he probably would have given in to his lust, but as she had not given any more physical contact than her hand on his on her shoulder, he restrained himself. If they walked away now, they could pass this whole incident off as a one-time booze-fueled act of foolishness.
Still, however, neither of them moved. They stood there long enough to the point where Jason's penis had finally returned to a flaccid state, though Megan, as she looked at his dick floating just under surface of the water, still considered it thick and imposing. She hadn't made a move to clean her brother's several lines of cum from her chest, and what globs hadn't oozed down into the water on their own had turned translucent against her smooth skin.
Finally, with all the willpower she could muster to keep from jumping up and kissing him, Megan simply gave his hand a reassuring squeeze.
"You should sit down," she said softly. "You look like you're going to pass out."
Jason grinned sheepishly. "Thanks." He reluctantly let go of her shoulder and moved to where he could sit, the water now coming up to the tops of his shoulders. He smiled when Megan moved to sit side-by-side with him. He couldn't see her nakedness unless he turned and looked directly at her, but he was enjoying the fact that she was now sitting right next to him, with maybe only an inch or two separating their naked hips.
Megan leaned her head back against the edge of the hot tub and let out a long relaxing breath.
"Well," she said. "That happened."
They glanced at each other, then at the same time glanced down at each other's nudity, then back to each other's faces. They both started laughing, allowing the sensuality and oddity of the situation to run its course. Their laughter soon settled down, and for the next several minutes they just sat and breathed. It was amazing how quickly they had become comfortable being in the nude together. Perhaps the ever so slight censoring layer of water helped make that possible. The question was going to be: when they eventually got out, would they allow themselves to look, or be looked at? It would be hard to avoid seeing each other, considering that they had neglected to bring out any towels...
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THE SHOWER
It was barely a week into 19-year-old Stephanie's summer vacation when she became sexually attracted to her 18-year-old brother, Greg. What had started out as a plan to get Greg to stop obsessing over and staring at her ample breasts had turned into one of the most erotic and sexually satisfying experiences of her life. Just moments ago, Stephanie had witnessed up close the very sight of her brother, Greg, jerking off. He had been jerking off at point-blank range, mere inches from her as she sat on the coffee table and faced him. And she hadn't just faced him, she had also been completely topless, huge boobs on full display, while she in turn had fingered herself to not one but two orgasms in the very moments when her brother had climaxed. He had blasted her face and chest and tummy with rope after thick white warm rope of incestuous semen.
They had been drunk when this incident had occurred. They were still drunk, and Stephanie was still horny. She did not want the fun to end. Had she not been so highly buzzed none of this would likely have happened. But it had, and she wanted it to continue. That's why, when she had started climbing the stairs to shower off the last sticky remnants of her brother's spunk, she had said:
"Care to join me?"
Greg, who was still naked and sprawled on the couch, catching his breath, immediately launched up, and she smiled to herself as she heard the rapid approach of bare feet. He had caught up to her by the time she was at the top of the stairs, and she half-expected him to scoop her up in his arms, but there was suddenly silence. He had stopped moving, so she paused and finally glanced back.
He was still standing at the top of the stairs. He was staring intently at her. He was still nude, not bothering to cover his long flaccid cock, and that made her smile. But she was also a little puzzled until she realized she was inadvertently giving him rather mixed signals. At the beginning of her ridiculous offer to let her brother see her tits, Stephanie had imposed a few rather specific rules, including that absolutely no touching would be allowed. But now she had just invited him to join her in the shower. How could there not be any touching?
As a gesture and signal that the rules at the beginning of the night were about to crumble, Stephanie reached out a hand. Instinctively, Greg reached out his own hand, and Stephanie took it. She interlaced her fingers with his and guided him down the hallway. On the way she looked at his face, and she was surprised to see her brother looking down toward the floor. At first she thought he was suddenly becoming shy, perhaps ashamed, at what they had just done together, but she soon realized he was looking at the floor for a very specific reason: as they walked, strings of Greg's recent ejaculation were oozing down Stephanie's body and falling in drops on the carpet.
Stephanie put her free hand on her tummy in a futile attempt to keep the sperm from sliding down. She gave a nervous chuckled, "We'll have to remember to clean that up later."
Before Greg could respond they paused at the entrance to one of the guest bathrooms. Her brother was clearly waiting for her to lead him in, but she hesitated.
"This won't do," she said.
"No?" Greg croaked, the beginnings of disappointment in his tone.
"No," she said. "Let's go to Mom and Dad's shower—much more room in there!" She couldn't help but giggle when she saw the widest grin she'd ever seen spread across her brother's face. "And let's hurry," she added, "I'm dripping your jizz all over the place!"
Laughing together at the erotic absurdity of the situation, the siblings raced to the master bathroom.
"Get it going," Stephanie instructed, letting go of Greg's hand.
He practically leapt for the shower controls as she peeled off her shorts and panties while his back was turned to her. She realized it was an oddly comfortable thing to do. She was now as naked as her brother. He was fiddling with the controls, trying to get the perfect temperature, so she had a moment to look at him. Up until now she had pretty much only faced him. As they'd gone up the stairs and down the hallways, she had more or less led him, but now she was behind him and could enjoy his nude form from this angle. Her eyes naturally went right to his ass. It had a nice roundness to it, supported by muscular thighs. As he bent over slightly, she could see his balls hanging down, and she he blushed with horniness as she recalled what her brother had recently shot out of those things—it was still dripping from her. She blinked and worked her eyes up his back, admiring his long spine and wide shoulders. Her brother was quite the hottie.
Her brother. Her brother. It just kept hitting her. She was here, naked in a bathroom with her brother, about to take a shower with him. She grinned.
She couldn't wait.
Greg straightened and turned. "I think the water is now—" His jaw went slack in midsentence when he realized he was now looking at his fully nude sister, seeing an unobstructed view of her perfectly shaved vagina for the first time. Staring right at it, he finished his sentence:
"Perfect."
Stephanie decided it would be fun to tease him just a bit longer. "Step aside, young man," she said. He'd been standing half under the spray, his skin now glistening with water. He silently obeyed, opening staring at her. She smiled and stepped in and right under the water. She squeezed her boobs together and rubbed them, rinsing her brother's spunk off. She then put on a show of enjoying the shower as if Greg was not even there. The warm water felt good, soaking her hair, sobering her up a little.
She slicked her hair back and stepped away from the stream. She said, "Your turn."
Greg stepped under and got his hair wet as well. He only stopped looking at her when he had to close his eyes as he let the water hit his face. Stephanie found a bottle of shampoo and squirted some into her hand. She waited until Greg opened his eyes again, wiping water from his face, eager to look at his sister's nudity again. With her free hand, she motioned for him to take a step forward, out of the water. He did so, and she reached up to lather the shampoo into his hair. Other than briefly holding hands, this was their first contact since getting naked, but she kept it to just this. For now. She knew it must've been torture for him, but he was a good boy and kept his hands down at his sides. She had to reach way up his tall frame to get to his head, and as she massaged his scalp, careful to keep the shampoo out of his eyes, her body was now incredibly close to his.
For a brief second, one of her breasts bumped against his chest, and he flinched, bringing a little giggle out of her. He started shifting on his feet. "Be good," she chided, "and I'll let you wash my hair next." He grinned at that, and she kept lathering him up.
"Okay," she said, a few minutes later. "Rinse off." She put a single finger on his chest and gently urged him back under the spray. Once under, she reached up again and stroked his hair, thoroughly rinsing him. "There, your turn."
Hardly taking his eyes off of her, Greg managed to get far too much shampoo into his hand. Stephanie laughed and turned her back to him, presenting her long wet hair for him to lather up. She also realized he would be getting his first good long look at her ass. She knew from experience how much past lovers enjoyed the shape and firmness of her butt, and it turned her on to be able to finally show it off to her brother.
After only a moment's pause, she felt him start working the shampoo into her hair, starting at her scalp. He was clumsy at it, amusing Stephanie to no end. She reminded him to make sure to work the shampoo into all of her hair, and he worked his way down. This action caused his knuckles to graze against her back as he lathered up her ends and then brought them up to her head. Stephanie could no longer tell how much of the moister between her legs was the shower water, or her own juices.
Greg spent much longer than necessary working his fingers through her hair, massaging her scalp, and Stephanie was only too happy to let him continue. Then it was her turn to flinch when she felt something touch one her butt cheeks.
Her brother was getting hard again. He was standing right behind her as he shampooed her hair, and his rising boner was bridging the narrow gap.
"Sorry," he muttered nervously, and brought his hips back a little.
"Don't be," she said. "It's okay."
"Really?"
Stephanie twisted her head enough to make eye contact with him, wiping away a little dollop of shampoo that threatened to get into her eyes. "Really," she said, and his grin returned. She faced away from him again and felt his dick touch her again. She sensed that it was still hanging downward but stiffening steadily. It lodged between her ass crack, and she felt it flex. She backed up a little, and, feeling it flex again, pushed him and then herself under the spray.
"Rinse me off," she said, and closed her eyes, allowing the water and his eager fingers to work the shampoo out of her hair. He took advantage of their close proximity to push his hips forward a little, and Stephanie sighed with pleasure at the feeling of her brother's rising erection straining against her. She could actually feel the heat from his dick.
He groaned when she stepped forward again, pulling away from his cock. She turned and looked down at it. Without her ass to block it, Greg's dick rose and rose, briefly sticking straight out, then eventually stiffening more fully until it pointed up at her at a 45º angle. Stephanie licked her lips: her brother's dick was big.
"Time for conditioner," she said, squirting some into her hands. "Turn around."
She admired his ass for a moment before reaching up and lathering up his scalp once again. This time she pressed up against him, and his body flinched again as her breasts and pelvis made contact with him. After making sure his hair had a nice coating of conditioner, she took a bar of soap and took a half-step back. For the next several minutes, she began running to soap up and down and around his back, shoulders and neck. When she worked her way down to his ass Greg moaned, drawing an affectionate smile from her.
Stephanie spent far longer than necessary soaping her brother's fine butt. She even set the soap down so that she could massage his slick ass cheeks with both hands. She also caressed his hips but stopped short of reaching all the way around. Greg for his part had to put a hand on the side of the shower to steady himself, and she sensed that he was getting wobbly from the sensuality of it all.
Stephanie grabbed the soap again and started on his legs, letting her breasts press against him again, then sliding down, causing him to shudder. She made sure to do a thorough job, carefully soaping up each leg. He widened his stance to allow her complete access. When she worked her way back up to his crotch, she allowed a knuckle to brush against his balls and taint a few times, drawing further moans from her brother. She reasoned that, had he not already ejaculated a little while ago, he probably would have shot off just from these teasing ministrations of his nether region.
When she stood up again, she made sure to allow her swollen tits to slide up over his ass and along his back again. "Okay," she said. "Turn around."
He did, and her eyes went to his raging hardon again. It was actually torture for her, too, to not just grab the thing and start pulling on it. But she resisted and instead started lathering up her brother's chest. She smiled up at him as she did so, enjoying the lost look of lust in his eyes as he stared back down at her. When there was enough soapy lather, she set the bar of soap down again and started working her hands and fingers up and down his chest and torso. Whenever she got close to his lower stomach, Greg's dick flexed in anticipation. She could see the veins of his dick bulge as the blood kept him erect and ready. But she still resisted touching it directly.
Instead, she turned around again, inclining her head toward the bottle of conditioner. Catching on to the pattern, Greg quickly squirted some fluid into his hands and started on her scalp again. This time he rushed it, and she knew her brother wanted to start soaping her up as well. It wasn't as if her already clean hair needed to be conditioned thoroughly, so she tolerated the sloppy job he did with her hair.
With her back still to him, she took the bar of soap and held it up. He snatched it from her, and when she pulled her long hair away from her back, he took the cue and started running it along her neck, back and shoulders. While this whole ordeal was as erotic as hell, Stephanie also truly enjoyed the feeling of her brother's strong hands as they massaged and kneaded his hands against her. She knew he had set the soap back down as both of his hands began fully rubbing up and down, almost pawing at her. She gave him credit for spending a good amount of time on her back and shoulders, but she knew what he was eager to soap up next.
It was Stephanie's turn to moan in pleasure when her brother finally worked his hands down to her ass. There was enough soap to spread around, and he worked it thoroughly into her cheeks. She noticed that he actually got on his knees to do so. As he had earlier been able to stare at point-blank range at his sister's massive tits, he was now taking in the sight of her shapely behind, closely enough that she could feel his breath on her skin.
Eventually, he started working his hands up and down Stephanie's smooth, slender legs. Like he had done, she widened her stance. She wondered if he would be less guarded than she had been when his hands. Her swollen clit was on fire, and she felt like she would climax quickly if he started stroking her slit. But he followed the new unspoken rules and only grazed her lips a couple of times, drawing sighs of tortured pleasure from her.
Had she given him the time, Stephanie knew that Greg would probably keep massaging her ass and legs until they turned into prunes with all the water, so she gently pulled away. He stood fully again as she turned around, facing him. He took up the bar of soap and gave her a pleading look. She smiled and nodded.
The moment had come. After having given her brother a nice long staring session at the source of his obsession, after asking him to openly masturbate to the sight of them, Stephanie's brother finally got to touch his sister's beautiful breasts.
Both of them moaned loudly as Greg began manipulating the bar of soap over, around and between them. It was Stephanie's turn to reach out and steady herself against the wall of the shower, as her brother dropped the soap so that he could fondle her tits more fully. Her nipples were as hard as marbles as he pawed at her with wonton lust.
Stephanie gave her horny brother all the time he wanted with them, and she lost track of time as he felt and squeezed every square millimeter of her fleshy mounds. He repeatedly pushed them together and hefted their considerable weight. She was in heaven. Every time he scraped along her nipples, bolts of electricity shot right down to her crotch, and she actually felt on the verge of climaxing purely from her brother's pectoral stimulation.
After what seemed like an eternity, he finally allowed his hands to wander lower. Like most women, Stephanie was perpetually worried about her belly, and whenever she worked out, she made sure to give ample attention to exercising her abs. Her reward was enjoying how much time her brother now spent feeling her flat tummy, ribs and torso.
She glanced down as he dropped to his knees again. While he continued to massage her tummy, occasionally moving back up to her breasts, she could see him staring directly at her vagina, only a few inches from his hungry gaze. Before tonight, Stephanie had never in a million years expected to allow her own brother to see her pussy. As she was not currently dating anyone, she sometimes went days without shaving down there. She was happy with herself for having shaved herself baby-smooth down there only just this morning.
She knew her brother was happy about it, too.
Stephanie knew she had a pretty pussy. She had seen plenty of other women's vaginas in the shower room, and she knew that she'd been blessed with nicely proportioned and symmetrical labia. Their color matched her flesh, and inside she was nice and pink. Her clit did have a tendency to become a bit prominent when she became aroused, and she knew her brother could clearly see it. She let herself wonder how much skill he had were he to start manipulating it. What would it feel like to mount him, shove his impressive cock deep inside her, and grind her clit against her brother's pelvis...
This excited but also scared her. There was no use denying that she was now quite sexually attracted to her own sibling, and the woman in her was dying to know what he felt like inside her, but was she ready, truly ready, to cross that line?
She didn't have to be a mind-reader to know that Greg was all too eager to fuck her, and she was thankful to see the restraint he was showing. He was much taller and stronger than her. It wouldn't take much for him to simply rape her, right here and now, were he to give in to his lust. But other than staring and salivating at the sight of her most holy of holies, he somehow maintained enough discipline to keep from directly touching her there.
But he got close.
His hands roamed pretty much everywhere except her pussy. He caressed her stomach, her hips and thighs, he even reached around to squeeze one of her butt cheeks when he wasn't moving back up to her soapy breasts. Occasionally he would glance up at her, probably hoping for permission, but she did not give it. She simply looked back down at him, down at his erection, which stuck prominently up and out from his crotch.
The poor boy, she thought to herself. She knew she couldn't tease him forever. It would be downright cruel of her to end this shared shower without giving him some relief, but she suddenly became hesitant about how much further she was willing to let this go. What they had done so far—what they were doing now—could still be chalked up to drunken foolishness, childish experimentation. She felt that once she actually touched her brother's penis, then they were truly and irrevocably crossing the line.
This was her own silly form of logic, and it was unfair to force it upon Greg. She decided that she would help him cum somehow, and that would relieve the pressure both literally and morally. It was just a question of how. She thought about telling him he could jerk off again while letting him him stare at her while he brought himself off again. She had no doubts he would do it, though he obviously wanted more.
The compromise she came up with seemed to be the best middle ground. She knew how she could let him use her body for physical stimulation, while avoiding the temptation to take his cock into her own hands...or into something else.
Stephanie reached down and gently touched the side of Greg's head. He had been staring at her pussy again, and he looked up. She silently encouraged him to stand. As he did so, still gazing hopefully into his sister's eyes, the tip of his penis grazed along the surface of her skin, just above her vagina and up along her stomach. They both shuddered at the sensation. She bit her lower lip. All she had to do was prop a leg up on the shower's built-in seat and pull him toward her. She knew he'd slide right in. Oh god, just the thought of that big cock inside her...



Fighting the temptation, Stephanie turned her back to her brother again. She glanced back at him, then down at his erection. He just continued to stare at her, knowing that each next step was up to his sister. She bent her knees a bit, until her ass was just below where Greg's dick was sticking out. She then angled her butt back a little and straightened back up. The result was that she had effectively captured her brother's cock between her ass crack.
Greg groaned in pleasure and clutched at his sister's hips. Stephanie moved her ass back and forth a couple of times to get him going. When Greg realized what he had now been given permission to do, his eyes went wide and his mouth opened. She felt him grip her hips a little harder, then thrust forward.
Stephanie reached out and put both of her hands on the shower wall, bracing herself, making her naked body a more stable platform for her brother. She stuck her ass out further, and he started thrusting in earnest now, gliding his thick long penis back and forth and up and down between his sister's wet soapy ass crack. She glanced back at him and was pleased to see the intent expression on his face as he looked down to see what he was doing. She wondered how long it would take him to cum. Even though he'd already climaxed rather recently, he must certainly be very highly stimulated again by now.
She actually hoped he'd last a little while, because, amazingly, she was beginning to feel her own orgasm starting to warm up inside her. Although her genitalia was not being directly stimulated, the pure eroticism of what they were doing, brother and sister, had her head spinning and her clitoris throbbing.
She felt Greg start going a bit faster, a bit harder, his breath becoming more erratic. She knew he wasn't going to last much longer. But she wanted to get there, too. With one hand, she reached down and put it on one of Greg's. He let her bring his hand up to her one of her swinging tits, and he clutched it firmly. That helped. Her brother obviously liked it, too, because without having to be encouraged further, he reached up with his other hand and took her other breast. This allowed him to lean closer against his sister, and she could feel his hot breath on her neck.
"God, sis," Greg grunted. "Feels so good."
"That's good, baby," she responded breathlessly. "Feels good to me, too."
As he hefted and squeezed her breasts, Greg redoubled his efforts to stimulate his cock on her ass. She barely maintained her balance with one hand. With the other, she reached down and started fingering herself. She was now determined to cum at the same time as her brother. She knew he was damned close, and she was too.
"Just go ahead and cum when you want to," she panted. "You can spray it all over me."
"Oh, Stephanie! Oh, baby!" He was delirious with pleasure.
"Greg...oh god, Greg," Stephanie could barely speak either. Her hand was a blur at her pussy. She felt herself begin to clench up as a powerful orgasm threatened to explode within her.
"I'm gonna cum, Greg," she moaned. "I'm going to cum with my brother!"
"I'm cumming, sis!"
Stephanie cried out with her climax as Greg jerked and shook behind her. She felt the first spurt of his warm cum spatter high up between her shoulder blades. Several more shots followed as he continued to thrust back and forth during his ejaculation. Her wet back had cooled when not directly under the water, and each wad of cum that hit her felt like drops of lava. Knowing that she had helped make her brother cum so hard only enhanced her own orgasm.
As his penis continued to flex and spurt, he suddenly let go of her tits and gripped her hips again, desperate to keep himself steady as he rode out his orgasm. Their mutual climaxes slowly began to subside, and for several moments there were just the sounds of two people breathing very heavily and the spray of the shower.
Stephanie sensed that Greg was finally starting to lose his erection. She shifted slightly on her feet, and sure enough she felt his deflating shaft slip from her ass crack to hang down once again. She straightened up and turned toward her brother. He was still breathing heavily, slouched, hands at his sides now. He was also giving her a big, dumb, satisfied grin, and it actually made her giggle.
She winked at him, then motioned him to step out of the way. He did so and she got back under the water to rinse her hair and wash the semen and remaining soap from her body. After a few minutes she stepped back to give Greg his turn. After turning off the water, they got out and started drying off with their parents' big fluffy towels.
They continued to steal looks at each other. She admired how impressive his cock and balls were even when he was flaccid. She also liked his athletic body. He was her brother, but he was definitely her type physically. She didn't mind continuing to show off her breasts and curvy body to him. Instead of wrapping her towel around her, she instead twisted it up on her damp hair. He didn't bother wrapping the towel around his waist either. When he was more or less dry, he slung it over the top of the shower door. She made a mental note that they'd have to clean this bathroom back up before her parents returned.
"Stephanie?" he said, managing to make eye contact with her.
"Yes?"
"Thank you."
She blushed. "Thank you."
"Can...can I hug you?"
"Of course."
There was a sweet affectionate innocence to his voice, and it hit her heart like an arrow.
"Of course."
She felt very drawn to him as they stepped toward each other to hug. There was definitely a sensuality to it as they pressed their naked bodies together. She wondered for a brief moment if he'd use this opportunity to cop a feel of or ass or tits one more time, but all he did was clasp his hands behind the small of her back to hold her close. She felt his penis against her stomach, but he didn't get hard.
This was a hug of love, and it warmed her heart. This whole time there had been a distant twinge of worry about how the two of them would get along as siblings moving forward, but in this moment Stephanie felt it wouldn't get awkward. She knew he would still jump at the chance of doing anything sexual with her again. She had to admit to herself that she wanted more, too. It was just a question of how much more...
Stephanie hugged her brother back and then signaled that it had to end by giving him a good squeeze. He squeezed back and started to release his arms from around her. Before he got too far away, she leaned up on her tip-toes and gave him a quick closed-mouth kiss on the lips.
"You good?" she asked.
Blushing from the kiss, he nodded. "I'm good."
She looked his nude body up and down, then looked down at her own tits before turning her eyes back up to his.
"I'd say we definitely got it over with," she quipped.
"And then some!"
They both laughed hard for several moments. As they calmed down, Greg's expression got serious.
"So..." he began. "Now what?"
She knew what he was hinting at, hoping for, but she was going to disappoint him...for now.
"We go to bed, silly!" she said. "I feel like we've consumed half of the booze in the house, and we've both enjoyed multiple intense orgasms. We'll sleep like babies."
His expression became momentarily and understandably disappointed, but he quickly recovered and smiled with a nod. "Makes sense."
"Well then," she began, and they both happened to step toward the bathroom door at the same time, bumping into each other's side. This brought new giggles from each of them. Greg stepped back, bowed reverently and gestured for his sister to go first. His courtly gesture was adorable by the fact that he was doing this in the buff.
Stephanie went out into the hallway, followed by Greg. It felt so surreal to be naked together with him. They got to his bedroom door first. They paused and looked at each other. Stephanie began slowly backing away further down the hallway. She allowed him a final lingering look at her tits and pussy. She winked and then turned around, knowing that he was now admiring her shapely ass until she ducked into her own bedroom.
Smiling to herself, Stephanie sat at the edge of her bed, whipped the towel off her hair and dried it some more. What a night! She surmised that after the combination of so much alcohol and sexual release, sleep would come quickly and easily. She draped her damp towel over a chair, then crawled under the covers, not bothering to put on any underwear or sleeping garments.
In the dim light of the quiet bedroom, she stared up at the ceiling. Her mind started replaying the more erotic moments of the evening, and, incredibly, her pussy started moistening again. Although somewhat fatigued, she did not feel drowsy. Falling asleep was going to be harder than she thought. She wondered if it was the same with her brother. Hell, at the end of the day he was just a dude. He had popped off twice in an hour, and he was probably already sawing logs.
Her brother. Her brother. She had begun the night trying to cure his disrespectful obsession with her tits. Now she was ending the night with an obsession about him. Despite her better judgement, she wanted her brother, she wanted to be with him. She wanted to feel his naked body against hers again...
If he's asleep, she reasoned with herself, I'll just have to accept that the night is over. But if he's still awake...
"Greg," she said, loud enough that someone awake just down the hall would hear, but not enough to wake someone sleeping.
She waited.
The wait was long enough for her to frown disappointment.
Then: "Yeah?"
Her heart fluttered.
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When Richard Davidge woke up a number of hours later, there was an incredible feeling around his penis, which was hard again. He looked down to see his sister struggling to get his girth into her mouth, little more than the head really, as his mother quietly gave her instructions.
"Just relax your jaw...don't forget about your tongue...you can to be very liberal with your saliva..."
Rick stifled a moan as he saw, felt and heard what was going on, what his sister, Kristin, was doing to his cock while his mother, Janice, coached her. Kristin's technique was inexperienced and inconsistent, but the incestuous sight of his naked sister and mother more than made up for the amateurish fellatio.
He looked forward to how this "lesson" would proceed. He had already climaxed so many times in the previous 12 hours, so he was very relaxed and content to let the "lesson" progress at its own pace.
For several minutes, while she awkwardly sucked her brother's cock, Kristin had her eyes closed, tightly at times, as she occasionally winced in an effort to control her gag reflex. Her mother, Janice, was looking directly at Kristin's performance, continuing to verbally coach her while gently holding her long soft hair behind her head. When Rick let out an involuntary groan of pleasure, both women glanced up at his face. He was grinning from ear to ear. His mother smiled lovingly, and Kristin winked at him, her lips still stretched around his shaft.
For a short while, Kristin got into a surprisingly good rhythm. Once she'd figured out how to keep from gagging she managed to get about half of her brother's cock in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down, using her mouth as a vagina, while her tongue danced around inside. With her mother's encouragement she also began sliding her hands up and down the lower part of where her brother's saliva-slicked dick was exposed.
Rick was in heaven, and he was surprised to feel the very early stirrings of a slow-building orgasm. He really hoped he'd be able to cum in his sister's mouth. But suddenly Kristin's rhythm grew erratic, and she lifted her head up, removing him from her mouth.
"I'm—I'm sorry, Ricky," she mumbled, reaching up and massaging her cheeks with one hand, keeping the other around her Rick's throbbing manhood. "My jaw is getting sore."
Both Rick and his mother told her not to worry; she did great for her first real attempt at it.
"For your first time," Janice said, "you just happen to have a..." She trailed off, glanced at her son, blushed profusely, then turned back to her daughter, "You just happen to have a very large, er, specimen to experiment on."
This made Rick blush as well, but it also caused his cock to twitch in Kristin's light grasp, causing her in turn to giggle and give him a squeeze.
"I'm afraid I teased him into a frenzy," she said, "and I'm sorry again, but my pussy is just a little too sore to go again just yet..."
She had started to say this directly to her brother, but at the end of that statement, she aimed her brother's long hard erection toward their mother. Janice smiled and nodded.
"I'll take it from here," she said cheerfully. "Watch and learn."
Rick's sister released her grip on her brother's shaft only when their mother reached over to take it in her own hand. She pushed her hair out of the way and scooched over so that she could easily take over the blow job while giving both of her children an excellent view. She licked her lips, let some fresh saliva drool directly onto the head of her son's dick, then took him into her mouth.
Compared to Kristin's sweet but simplistic style of sucking cock, Richard's mom was a practiced pro, and, while she couldn't quite deep-throat him, she managed to get several more inches of his dick into her mouth. Rick yelped like a virgin teenager at how fucking fantastic it felt.
"Jesus, Mom," he blurted, looking at her in amazement. "That feels...so good!"
It was Janice's turn to give him a wink, adding a moan of pleasure herself. Back when she was a younger single woman on the dating circuit, and even in the early years of her marriage, she'd grown to particularly enjoy going down on a guy. She loved how she could control just how much or how little she could tease a man, and she couldn't help but also enjoy the classic submissive element of it. If she was with a guy she really liked, was really into, she could even achieve orgasm herself without any other stimulation other than what her mouth was doing to her man's cock.
She of course loved her son very much, and now being able to engage with him sexually like this made her desire to bring him off with her mouth all the more compelling. Although she hadn't had a lover in quite some time before suddenly starting all this up with her kids, Janice knew she still had oral talents.
Kristin was taking notice, too. "Wow, Mom," she said. "You are amazing at this." She glanced up at her brother and they exchanged a look of lust and astonishment at what their mother was doing to him. Kristin smiled and said, "Ricky is practically drooling. You're going to make him cum, Mom."
Janice lifted her head up just long enough to say, "That's the goal!" She went right back to sucking, and her daughter watched and her son writhed in ecstasy, Janice actually felt her own pussy begin twitching and clenching in a desire to have her own orgasm.
Rick had started the morning thinking he could almost indefinitely endure having his cock sucked, but that had been with Kristin. His Mom was bringing her A-game, and soon enough he felt that slight tingling feeling begin. He moaned in pleasure and placed a hand on the back of his mother's head, enjoying the sight of her bobbing up and down, her talented hands twisting around his saliva-soaked shaft when it became exposed. She also started hefting and massaging his balls, and this is what started him down the path of no-return.
"Oh, Mom—oh, Mom," he stuttered aloud in an attempt to warn her of his pending climax. Janice thought he was a gentleman to be considerate of the fact that she might not want to take his load in her mouth. But the truth was, Janice loved cum. She hadn't tasted any for a long time, and she found herself getting almost drunk with the idea of swallowing her own son's semen. Just the precum he was now profusely leaking tasted like sweet nectar to her.
She continued her steady rhythm, now moaning herself as she felt the contractions of a minor orgasm. Out of the corner of her eye she could see that Kristin was once again openly masturbating, absolutely mesmerized by what she was seeing.
"Mom!" Rick called out again, this time in open pleasure, "Mom—yes, Mom! I'm cumming, oh god, I'm cumming!"
"Me too, Ricky!" Kristin screamed.
That was the final straw, and Janice had to steady herself as Rick's hips involuntarily bucked up once, twice, before she felt him squeeze his legs and buttocks together. Then she felt the first jet of semen blast into the back of her mouth, right down her throat. But she wanted to savor it, so she backed off a little more so that the head of her son's pulsing penis rested right on her hungry tongue. Two, three, four more jets of ejaculate squirted onto her taste buds, and tasting her boy's sperm served to actually intensify her own touchless climax.
As quickly as Rick could pulse out another rope of cum, Janice sucked it right down. Kristin had managed to open her eyes again as her orgasm washed over her, and she unnecessarily but sexily told her brother what was going on.
"She's drinking your cum, Ricky. Mom is sucking everything down. Oh my god, this is so sexy!"
Rick could only utter an animalistic grunt as his body continued to stiffen and jerk in the throes of an earth-shattering orgasm. But of course, his body could only produce so much man milk, and gradually the solid pulses of cum settled into a gentler dribble. The whole while, his mother kept her mouth on him, drinking him down, swallowing his salty spunk with insatiable hunger. Only when he actually started getting soft again did Janice finally let his penis slip from her mouth. She cleaned any last vestiges of semen from his dick with her tongue, until all there was left was a glistening thick lump of man meat resting peacefully against one of his thighs.
Rick's head swam in a fog of post-orgasmic euphoria. He kept one hand on his mother's head as she used one of his legs as a pillow, and with his other hand he reached out and was able to grasp his sister's naked hip.
Kristin patted her brother's hand and said, "You know that I'm not going to give up practicing until I'm as good at doing that to you as Mom."
They all laughed, and Janice knew that this was only the beginning of something truly and utterly amazing for herself and her two children...
* * *
Although her daily commute home from the office was solo, Janice Davidge couldn't help but chuckle aloud as she, for at least the hundredth time, reflected on how remarkably swiftly and easily she had entered into an openly incestuous relationship with her own flesh-and-blood son and daughter. Nearly two weeks had gone by since that first fateful afternoon when Janice walked in on Kristin bringing Richard to orgasm with her hand. Not long after that first shocking moment, rather than punish her children, Janice instead did what no mother should ever do for her children: she guided her son as he took his sister's virginity. Even more amazingly, before the night was over, Janice herself had succumbed to the lust she suddenly felt for her son and had taken him into her bed—with Kristin!
As she gripped the steering wheel, Janice grimaced with an equal mixture of desire and concern about the fact that, throughout those first few days together as incestuous lovers, Richard had freely and repeatedly ejaculated inside both her and Kristin, and neither of them had been on any form of birth control. Kristin, of course, had been a virgin, and had yet to date any guy seriously enough to the point that intercourse might be on the menu. Janice was fit and attractive, and still in her dating prime, but she had been so focused on work lately. When her supply of birth control pills had run out a few months back, she had simply not gotten around to having her prescription refilled. Until taking Richard into her bed her dating life had entailed hardly anything more serious than a coffee date with a guy in the last couple of years.
She chuckled again: she had broken her long sexual dry spell with her son. Her son!
Janice gripped the wheel a bit tighter with the guilty recollection that she never took her daughter or herself into the pharmacy for the Morning After Pill, as they so very well should have. Kristin, in her all-too-recently virgin innocence probably hadn't considered that first-time sex could still lead to pregnancy. Janice herself simply had no excuse. Around the third or fourth time she'd let her son cum inside her she remembered vaguely rationalizing that she wasn't close to the more fertile point in her cycle. It was simply foolish hope. The bottom line was that the passion had been too great, the desire too strong.
And maybe...just maybe, deep down inside her obviously twisted subconscious, the thought that her own son might possibly impregnate her turned her on just that much more...
She had finally come to her senses, and for the last week both she and her daughter were now on the Pill. Janice was well aware that it would have been best to use condoms or otherwise prevent Richard from cumming inside either of them until they'd been on the Pill for at least a week, but again there was the hot and intoxicating notion that they would still be "at risk" for those first several days ...
Janice's knuckles turned white before she realized how tightly she was squeezing. But it wasn't just the wheel. This line of thought was also driving her to squeeze her thighs against her moistening genitalia. She was horny as hell for her son, and the closer she got to home, the wetter she got.
For the past two weeks, the routine had become well established: with Rick being out of school for the time being, he stayed home, helped with chores, and usually prepared dinner (cooking had always been a hobby of his) so Janice wouldn't have to worry about it when she got home. But before that, by about 3:00 each afternoon, Kristin would get home from school, and almost immediately after, the siblings would get naked. It became their little game to each day find a new place in this house to fuck: the kitchen counter, the living room coffee table, on the stairs... If they could more or less lean on it or have their weight supported by it, they fucked on it.
Janice's turn came at around 6:30 when she got home from work. Unless she was going to have a workout or go for a run first, she liked to take a shower shortly after coming home. Richard usually joined her in the shower, and then her bed, having recovered from his mid-afternoon sex with his sister. Sometimes Kristin would join them in the shower and/or bed; sometimes she would allow them to enjoy their own private time, since she could always enjoy her own one-on-one opportunities with her brother in the afternoons.
Little, if any, clothing was ever bothered to be worn by any of them during dinners. They would often cuddle nakedly together on the couch for a little post-dinner TV, typically with one or both of the ladies using their hands or mouths to keep Richard's manhood stimulated. This usually led to them turning in earlier and earlier for the night.
When they finally went to bed, it was always together in Janice's big California king, with Janice and her daughter "sandwiching" Richard between them, everyone nude. They really did get a decent amount of sleep each night—Janice, ironically still trying to be a good mother, insisting on it—but it was quite common for Rick to have sex yet again with his sister or mother, or both, at least once more before the sun came up.
Janice knew the routine was still quite in motion as soon as she got home that evening. She could see Kristin's clothes, including bra and panties, in a jumbled pile just inside the front door. Richard's clothes, basically just shorts and a t-shirt, could be seen toward the den. Janice kicked off her shoes and padded in there to see her children lounging on a huge couch, leaning on each other and watching TV. Naked.
Neither sibling made any move to cover their nudity as they turned from the show they were watching to smile at their mom. Janice crossed the room and leaned down, giving them each a friendly and motherly kiss.
She straightened and said, "Please tell me you did not get your bodily fluids all over the couch. I don't want to have to sit in a wet spot when we watch TV later." Her kids laughed. "Something smells good," she went on. "Do I have time to pop upstairs for a quick shower before dinner?"
Richard nodded. "Plenty. Dinner won't be ready for another forty-five minutes or so."
"Excellent," Janice said. She turned and started walking out. She hesitated slightly and glanced back at Richard invitingly. Her son grinned, and Kristin playfully pushed him off of her.
"Go," she said, "help Mom relax. I'll keep an eye on the roast."
Rick didn't need to be told twice. He suddenly launched from the couch toward his mother, who gave a playful yelp of "fear" and started running for the stairs. She glanced back again to ensure he was indeed chasing her, and her mouth watered at the sight of his long, thick penis flapping back and forth on his thighs as he sprinted. Beyond him, still on the couch and giggling, Janice's naked daughter cheered him on.
"Go get her, Ricky!" she shouted. "You have to make her cum at least twice before dinner so she keeps up with my score so far today!"
Janice had mostly stripped off her clothes of by the time she got to the top of the stairs. She was determined to be just as messy as her kids about where her outfit scattered about. She was just starting to slide her panties off when her son caught up to her and scooped her into his arms.
"Oh, Richard," she moaned, and they immediately started making out. Having intercourse with her son was of course the ultimate taboo, but the pure intimacy of making out with him made her heart flutter. They were far beyond experimenting or providing any form of sexual education for Kristin. They were lovers now. Just as Richard and his sister were now lovers. It made absolutely no sense, but Janice didn't give a good goddamned fuck, because she had never been happier, nor had her body ever felt so good.
There was a good deal of bumping and giggling as mother and son stumbled their way half-blindly to the master bathroom, each refusing to let up from the kissing to see where they were going. But they somehow got in there and then under the refreshing jets of water in Janice's massive shower. Janice stroked her son's cock into a fierce erection as he washed her hair. A few minutes later he kneeled and suckled her sizeable breasts as she washed his hair. It was a quick shower, and they were still dripping wet before they could wait no more and tumbled onto Janice's bed in a steamy lump of naked body parts.
After getting his mother on her back and her legs spread out, Rick began to move his mouth to her baby-smooth pussy, his typical starting point before they made love in earnest. But today, right now, Janice needed something else down there immediately.
"Not now," she begged, "Just get in me, Richard. I need my boy inside me."
Rick glanced up, his lustful grin widening. As easily as they had fallen into an incestuous relationship, they had also become perfectly comfortable with continuing to use enduring familial words for each other. If anything, they were even more turned on by the knowledge that they were doing what mothers and sons and daughters just shouldn't do.
"Okay, Mom," Richard cooed, as he climbed forward and between her legs. "You want your son inside you...so guide him in."
"Yessss...." Janice moaned as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around her son's thick shaft. She used her thumb to tease a glob of the pre-ejaculate fluid around his bulbous head, and she made sure his cock was lined up perfectly as he pushed his hips down and forward. "Yessss!" she cried out again as she felt his thickness begin to penetrate her tight opening. She had been dripping wet for him all afternoon, so it took only a stroke or two for him to completely bottom out inside her.
Both mother and son groaned with pure pleasure as they clutched in motionless coitus for a few moments. Richard held himself deeply inside his mother, luxuriating within the perfect wet warmth of her vagina. As he had been birthed from that vagina, he was truly coming home. For her part, Janice simply struggled to control her breathing as she allowed her beautiful, well-endowed son to stretch her insides.
They looked into each other's eyes. Their love was total, needing no words in this moment. Inevitably, Richard started pumping his hips back and forth, finally making love with his mother. Janice pulled him tightly against her with each thrust. She brought her knees up and pushed her heels into his buttocks, encouraging him to pump her as hard and as deep as he desired.
They made out. Throughout it all, they kissed, relishing each other's tongues as they continued to move back and forth. Janice usually tried to maintain the kiss when she climaxed, which happened quickly and frequently with her son, but often she couldn't contain it to a moan in his mouth, and she would have to break away to cry out in orgasm. This only drove Richard to thrust even harder into his mom, giving her the best physical pleasure she had ever experienced in her life.



Now that Richard had been having sex with both his mom and sister multiple times on a daily basis, he had gotten pretty good about staving off his own orgasm until he was sure that his lover of the moment had had at least two or three of the of their own first. He was pleased that both of them were so orgasmic.
His mother was a marathon runner in bed; she was perfectly happy to have him keep going pretty much as long as he wanted, and they often managed the better part of an hour, rutting until Richard finally let loose inside her. During sessions like that, Janice simply lost count of how many orgasms she had, or it was more like one continuous climax?
Kristin wasn't up to that point yet; she was actually perfectly happy with ending after only a couple of orgasms. She was still new at sex, still trying to get used to her brother's girth and length. Every once and a while she got a little sore after, despite no shortage of foreplay, and she was happy that her mother could take over and sate Richard's boundless sexual energy.
As she reveled in the sensation of her son pounding into her, Janice, again still the mother, knew that dinner would be ready soon, and decided to let this session end a little earlier than usual. She knew that the best way to do this was to move into the one position that Richard almost always had a hard time maintaining before he blew his load.
"Do me doggy," Janice said suddenly. She was pleased with the look of excitement in her son's eyes.
With a wet slurping sound that they could both clearly hear, Richard removed himself from his mother's cunt and sat back on his haunches, his stiff dick bouncing wetly, while Janice whipped around on her knees, lowering her head onto a pillow and presenting her round muscular ass and dripping pussy for her son to impale. Richard wasted no time and quickly plunged his sex-slicked dick into the vagina that had given birth to him twenty years ago.
Janice struggled to catch her breath as Richard started mercilessly pounding her from behind. His dick perfectly filled her to capacity in most every other position they had tried so far, but when they did it doggy style, the penetration just got that much deeper. Her very cervix was getting smashed by her son's penis. She knew Richard could feel it, too, and he gripped her naked hips tightly so as to ensure maximum penetration with each thrust.
Janice screamed uncontrollably into the pillow as her boy banged the living shit out of her. Richard, for his part, groaned and grunted with wild abandon as he incestuously fucked his way closer and closer to his own climax. He knew that he had gotten his mother off enough times that he could now guiltlessly focus on his own raw pleasure. His mother was aware of that, too, and she managed to lift her face from the pillow just enough to encourage him.

"That's my boy," she moaned. "Fuck your mother like you mean it!"
"Oh, Mom!"
"Yes, baby, I'm your mom, and your mom loves her son's cock, so fucking give it to me!"
"Fuck! Fuck, mom, yes! I'm gonna cum!"
"Yes!" Janice screamed. "Fill me, baby! Mommy wants her son's cum!"
"Oh god, oh my god!" Rick wailed. "I'm cumming!"
With three or four final thrusts that were so powerful that they practically knocked the wind out of Janice's lungs, it felt like her son was now penetrating directly into her very womb when he started gushing hot potent sperm, pulse after pulse, painting her pussy with so much semen she knew she'd feel it oozing out her all through dinner.
Rick held himself tight up against his mother as his orgasm coursed through his balls and dick and into his mom. She did her best to keep still, despite yet another climax being triggered by his, so that he could enjoy her body to the fullest. The icing on the cake for him was feeling his mom's pussy tighten and release as her own final orgasm milked the remnants of his sperm, which poured into her core.
When the spasms finally subsided, Rick slumped forward against his mom, and they both lay like that, panting, trying to remember what week they had just fucked each other into. There was a great temptation to just doze off right then and there in perfect post-coital bliss, but it became immediately obvious that, at least for the final portion of their lovemaking, that they'd had an audience.
The sound of clapping roused them and drew their attention toward the bedroom door. Kristin was standing there, wearing an apron—and nothing else—grinning from ear to ear while she applauded the incestuous scene that had transpired before her.
"That was epic," she declared. "And you might need another shower after that, but for the record, dinner is ready now!"
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Janice and her son did take another shower, but it was no more than a quick rinse since they hadn't gotten get that sweaty. It also gave Janice a chance to rinse some of her son's semen from her vagina. They kissed a couple of times under the water, but they didn't fool around much, because they were both sexually satisfied for the moment. And hungry!
When they finally got to the kitchen, they were still fully nude, and they were both pleased to see Kristin, her back to them, giving them a nice show of nudity. She was still wearing an apron that covered her breasts and vagina. She was pulling the roast out of the oven as her mother and brother entered, giving them wonderful look at her round youthful ass.
"Everything else is set up in the dining room," she said. "Have a seat, and I'll be out with the entrée momentarily."
The dining room table was large enough to seat eight, but with just the three of them they sat together at one side, with Rick at the end, and his mother and sister at his immediate left and right. Rick opened a bottle of wine and poured three glasses. Kristin was barely 18, and Richard was just shy of 21, but ever since Janice had let them both have some wine on that first fateful night when they'd all had sex, she had allowed them to indulge in a glass or two each night when they had dinner together. Neither of her kids showed any signs of wanting to drink more than that, so Janice didn't think she was leading her kids down a path of excessive drinking.
Excessive incestuous sex, yes! But not excessive drinking.
The meal itself was consumed almost innocently. The banter between mom and kids revolved around what any other incest-free family would have covered: how was school, how was work, what classes are there to look forward to in the next semester of college? Had an eavesdropper been able to hear but not see their conversation, said eavesdropper would have been bored and stalked over the next house. Had the stranger been able to actually observe the conversation, however, said stranger's eyes would have popped out.
Janice Davidge was completely naked, and her extraordinarily large breasts wiggled and bobbled whenever she cut into a piece of meat or passed a side dish. Richard was nude as well, but in his seated position he was censored by the table. Kristin hadn't taken off her apron, but one of her large and still growing breasts had worked its way out from the covering, and her beautiful hard nipple was there for all to see.
Rick was thrilled that he could openly gawk at the impressive bosoms of both his mother and sister. He was also happy that he'd already had sex twice today, once with Kristin, then again with Mom, so that he could actually act normal and casual as they enjoyed their dinner together. It occurred to him that, in addition to having entered into incestuous relationships with each other, they'd also pretty much become nudists. He grinned at this.
Kristin noticed the grin and ask, "What?"
Rick smiled, giving both his mother and sister a long, loving look. He said, "This is just so amazing. What we have here, amazing."
Kristin teared up, "It really is wonderful, isn't it?"
"Yes," Janice said, setting her fork down, then reaching out to take each of her kids' hands. "There really isn't any other way to put it, or to explain it. It's just...wonderful."
They all leaned in for sort of a three-way kiss, then sat back to finish their meal.
After the meal, they settled into the den to watch some TV, Kristin having finally shed her apron. They were in their usual positions, with mother and sister on either side of Rick. They latest show they were into was Stumptown, and there was a new episode tonight. They found the show to be funny and edgy but with heart, and all three of them were intrigued at how casually the lead female character, Dex, might fall into bed with either a man or a woman. In tonight's episode, it was a woman.
As the episode played out, Kristin asked, "Mom, have you ever been with another woman?"
Rick and Janice both looked at Kristin. It never ceased to amaze them at how causally she could ask questions about sex. Then Rick looked at his mom, suddenly quite curious for an answer. Janice smiled at them and their curiosity. And she was ready to give them an answer.
She said matter-of-factly: "I have."
"Cool," Kristin said, "So, like how into it did you get?"
Janice regarded her daughter for a moment, taking in the irony that she was, right now, naked in a room with her equally naked daughter. They now slept in the same bed, always nude, every night. The question was ironic but not without merit: throughout this new incestuous routine they'd fallen into, while Janice and Kristin had both been aggressively sexual with Richard, the two of them hadn't done much more than make occasional contact with each other. A couple of times, Kristin had playfully sucked on her mother's breasts, and they still enjoyed helping guide Richard's hard cock into one another. Whenever that happened, whoever's hand was guiding the penis invariably made contact with the other woman's pussy. Actual overt sexual contact had yet to happen between them. Janice would have welcomed it, but she also didn't want to rush or pressure her daughter into anything beyond what she was currently comfortably doing.
The truth was, Janice now started regarding her daughter as sexually as her son. She finally answered: "All the way."
This really intrigued Kristin now, so she paused the show and asked her mom to go into detail. At the moment she asked this, Kristin also put her hand on Rick's flaccid cock and began massaging it absently.
"Well," Janice began, "it sounds cliché, but my sexual experimentation with a woman did, in fact, happen in college." She went on to explain that she'd bonded with a female friend early in her college years, and then one night, during a late-night study session, they'd started fooling around.
"What prompted you," Rick asked, "to go from studying to fooling around?"
"Yeah," Kristen added. "Was there alcohol involved?"
Janice chuckled, amused by the obvious curiosity in her kids' expressions. She looked off for a moment, recalling the memory, then turned back to them. "There wasn't any booze involved, so I don't have that for an excuse. Thinking back, I'm pretty sure Rebecca—that was her name—was closer to gay than straight, and I sort of...let her seduce me."
The siblings leaned forward. Kristin said, "Do tell!"
"We'd both been studying together for hours, quizzing each other on human physiology. That particular night, we were reviewing the female reproductive system. As young women, we knew how our bodies worked, of course, but for the class we had to memorize the clinical terms for a number of the more intricate parts of a woman's reproductive system."
"And that was sexy?" Rick asked, confused.
"I'll get to the sexy part soon enough," Janice chided with a chuckle. "At one point, Rebecca suggested we use each other as human flash cards." She saw puzzled looks on both of her kids now, and she held up a hand. "I promise! Sexy stuff soon!" They all laughed, and she went on. "I asked Rebecca what she meant. She stood up and—"
"Wait!" Rick interrupted. "What were you both wearing?"
Janice knew he wanted a nice visual image to stimulate him just as his sister continued to absently play with his dick. She was tempted to make up something like they were both in their bras and panties, but that would've been silly. She continued down the honest route: "Nothing overtly sexy, I'll admit, but it was a warm night, so we were both in simple shorts and tank-tops." Seeing Rick raise his hand, as if in school, Janice quickly added, "Pretty sure we were wearing bras." His hand came down.
As Rick listened intently to his mother, he was also aware at what an interesting setting they were all making: a mother and her son and daughter, all naked on the couch, listening to the story of Mom's first lesbian experience.
Ricky's dick twitched in Kristin's hand, and she gave it a little squeeze. She was actually happy he wasn't fully hard right now. He was always so horny, she rarely had the opportunity to explore it's spongy softness when he was flaccid. Also, she didn't want to be distracted from Mom's story.
Janice restarted, "Rebecca stood up and lifted her shirt about halfway up. She lowered her shorts a few inches below her navel. I was curious what she was doing, of course, but then she put her finger on her lower stomach, slightly to one side and said, 'What's this?' So I said, 'Your external oblique aponeurosis.'"
The kids stared blankly at their mother, who was crinkling her nose at a joke only she, with an advanced degree in Kinesiology, understood. She looked at them. "It's a stomach muscle," she explained.
"Ohhh," the kids said, still not getting it. Janice realized she needed to get more to the point, the "sexy stuff." She sighed and said, "It got a little rise out of Rebecca, because she obviously wanted me to talk about where, deeper inside her, she was pointing. Her reproductive organs. I got with the game and we started with the basics. She looked to be pointing at about where her right fallopian tube would be, and I said so. I was right. She lowered her finger a little lower: ovary. She then gestured for me to stand up, which I did. She nodded at my midsection, and I mirrored her, lifting my shirt and lowering my shorts a little.
"That's when she surprised me a little," Janice continued, "because instead of moving her finger to another part of her stomach, she reached out and pressed into mine. She said I was too good at this and that to make it harder I had to close my eyes and guess each part by touch alone."
She saw great interest in Kristin. Rick was probably just hoping she'd get to the part where they started eating each other out or something. But she was determined to share her story at her own pace.
Janice said, "I closed my eyes and let Rebecca press gently into my body with her finger. I was also no longer allowed to be general; I had to try and be specific about where I thought she was pointing as she touched me. As I had noticed a pattern of her working her way from top to bottom, I simply envisioned a chart I had in my book: endometrium...myometrium... I know, I know, not exactly sensuous terms. But when we got to my uterus, that's when I started sensing that Rebecca might be turning this into as much as a tease as it was a game. Because after I correctly guessed uterus, she put the whole flat of her hand on my torso and began rubbing downward."
"Oh my god," Kristin uttered eagerly.
"I don't know why," Janice said, "but I made no move to stop Rebecca as her hand moved further downward. I let her fingers slide under my shorts, even under my panties." She saw her son's dick twitch again, and she continued. "Her fingers felt amazing as she ran them through my pubic hair—which I had at the time—and when she finally stopped, she pressed one of her fingers more firmly against me right where my cervix was. Before I told her that, I took a bold step closer to her, and we were now inches apart."
The kids leaned in even more.
"She only had to lower her hand a little more, and as she started moving one of her fingers near my opening the obvious answer was vagina." Janice paused, shivering a little, reliving the moment. "I don't know what came over me, but in the next moment it was all I could do to get my shorts and panties off so that Rebecca could have unrestricted access to my lower body. She pushed me onto the bed. I lifted my legs and rested my feet on the edge as she parted my knees."
"Oh my god," it was Rick's turn to utter that. His cock was also semi-erect now.
Janice smiled at it. "Rebecca proceeded to play with my pussy with her fingers in a way that told me she'd done this with another woman before. She knew just how to massage my clitoris while thrusting her fingers up against my G-spot at the same time. She brought me to orgasm within minutes."
Kristin started stroking her brother's full erection now, but she didn't take her eyes off her mother as the story went on.
"I was almost embarrassed to have cum so quickly, my first time ever under the manipulation of a another woman. But just when I thought it couldn't get any better, I felt Rebecca's tongue start teasing me down there..."
Janice went on to describe to her kids how her study buddy Rebecca licked and sucked her pussy into so many orgasms she'd lost count. Only after Janice was utterly exhausted and literally begging Rebecca to stop, her new experimental lover climbed up onto the bed, straddled Janice, and planted a kiss right on her mouth.
"I could taste the most delicious combination of my own juices and Rebecca's peach-flavored lip balm," she said. "We made out for the better part of an hour, and as we did so, what little clothing we had was peeled off piece by piece. I let Rebecca take the lead, she seemed to know just how to kiss and massage my breasts, manipulate my nipples, grind her hips into mine to the point where our swollen clits could graze against each other."
"That is so fucking hot, Mom," Kristin declared. Janice watched her look down at her brother's dick. His hardon was like a steel pole. Kristin decided to take advantage of it and straddled him. She kept her back to Rick, reverse cowgirl, so she could keep looking at her mom. Janice knew that her daughter was still new at sex and was still getting used to having such a big dick in her. But in this instance Janice was surprised to see how quickly Rick slipped in. She must've been dripping wet from the details of her mom's lesbian story. Interesting...
With a groan, Kristin said, "Keep going!"
Janice found it unbelievably erotic to watch her son's cock appear and disappear within her daughter's tight pussy, and she had to remember where she was in the story. She resumed, "Although I wasn't sure how good I would be at it, I knew it was time for me to see if I could reciprocate for what Rebecca had done to me with her mouth. I got a grip on her ass and pushed it up toward my face as I slide down a little. Rebecca was only too happy to reposition herself so that she could lower her dripping pussy right onto my face."
"Fuck!" Kristin blurted, slamming down and experiencing a sudden orgasm. Rick gripped her hips to keep her steady on his lap. He also kept leaning over from behind his sister's bouncing back to also be able to see his mother while she continued with her erotic story.
Janice was happy to go on. "I'm sure I was clumsy at first, but Rebecca was a good teacher, and she gave me words of encouragement and instruction."
"W-what did she tell you?" Kristin begged as she rode out another wave of pleasure.
Janice regarded her daughter for a moment. She knew this might be the time to start pushing things a little further. She reached out toward Kristin's wet pussy, where Rick's cock was still impaling her.
"Well," Janice said, "she told me that it was best to start with light touches." With that, she touched a single finger to the nub of Kristin's swollen clit, and the young woman cried out with joy. Janice used that same finger to trace down from her daughter's clit, then along the exposed part of her son's shaft, causing him to moan as well.
Pleased with their reactions, Janice reached out with her other hand and started teasing and caressing and then fully playing with her children's genitalia. Kristin was creaming profusely on her brother's dick, and soon Janice's fingers were glistening as wetly as their private parts. When she started focusing on Kristin's clit more earnestly, her daughter exploded into another orgasm.
"Oh god, Mom!" she cried out, reaching up and squeezing her own tits together. "You're making me cum so hard." Rick had been trying to occasionally fondle various parts of his sister as she rose up and down on him, but he found that he had to keep a good grip on her hips lest she fall to one side. Held stable, Kristin leaned back against him, and she was able to twist her head and kiss him as yet another climax wracked her slender body.
Janice abandoned her story about Rebecca to focus more closely on getting her daughter off. While Kristin continued to fuck up and down on Rick's dick, Janice moved to her knees next to them. She caught Rick's eye. She winked at him, licked her lips, then lowered her head toward their crotches.
"Oh fuck," Rick uttered in lust-filled anticipation.
Kristin broke her kiss from Ricky and looked down at her mom, as eager as her brother to see what she would do. When her mom's tongue made contact with her clit, Kristin felt like she had been plugged into an electric socket. Her body convulsed and shivered at the sensation.
"Mom!" she shouted. "Oh MOM! I can't take it! Oh my god, it's just too much!"
Janice merely grinned into her cunnilingus.
Rick couldn't quite see what his mom was doing, but he certainly felt it through Kristin's body. His sister's pussy became dramatically wetter. There was no decrease in her incredible tightness, but it suddenly became much easier to slide in and out of her. He felt warm fluid wash down over his balls. Was Kristin gushing? He hadn't had many lovers before this, and he had only heard of the phenomenon.
"Oh my," was all Janice could say, and she began licking and even slurping along her daughter's vagina. She made sure to give plenty of tongue action to her son's half-buried dick as well. Both of her children cried out with sexual joy.
Janice herself started approaching an orgasm of her own. She started playing with herself while she continued to lick her kids' genitalia like a hungry puppy. Her daughter's orgasmic fluids tasted like sweet nectar.
"Oh god!" Kristin was whimpering now, and her up-and-down motion slowed. "I'm serious, I just can't take anymore! Too good!"
Rick was disappointed when his sister made a motion to get off of him, but of course he wouldn't force her to stay impaled like that. With Mom's help he lifted her up. When his stiff cock slipped out of her, a tremendous amount of fluid poured from Kristin's cunt, coating him down there. Kristin finally slumped onto the couch next to him. After making sure she was okay, he turned back to his mom and watched her settle back down next to him. She took his dick into her hands and sucked him into her mouth. Kristin managed to lift her head enough to watch as their mother's head bobbed up and down, not just sucking Rick's dick but also slurping up as much of Kristin's fluids as possible. Rick also noticed that his mom was openly masturbating while she blew him.
"Come here, Mom," he said quietly.
Janice was all too happy to take over from Kristin and climbed up onto his lap. She quickly straddled him, facing him, and lowered her body onto his cock. She so wet, Rick's cock slide right up into her as easily as it had done to his sister earlier.
For several minutes, a deliriously horny mother bounced up and down on a son's cock while a daughter looked on.
Rick reached up and fondled his mom's big boobs while she reached down and continued to play with her own clit while riding him. Her climax hit quickly and powerfully. It was her turn to cry out with pleasure. As her orgasm gripped her, she flexed internally and Rick was stunned with how tight her love channel became. This was too much for him, and he had to quickly shift his hands from her tits to her hips as he thrust his hips up hard against her on the downstroke.
"I'm cumming, Mom!" he bellowed.
"Yes!" Janice shouted. "Cum inside me, son! Give it all to me!" She reached back and squeezed his balls when his climax peaked.
"FUUUUUCK!"



Through her post-orgasmic stupor, Kristin watched her mom slam firmly down one more time onto her brother, and they both shouted as they came. It was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.
When Janice felt her son's cock twitch inside her, blasting her with sperm, she let go of his balls and leaned forward to smash her lips to his, feeling him moan into her mouth as he continued to ejaculate. She pushed her heavy breasts into his chest and clutched as the sides of his head with cum-smeared hands. There was just nothing better than feeling her own child's seed shoot into her womb.
As their orgasms subsided, the two broke their kiss and simply pressed their sweaty foreheads together, looking into each other's eyes, both breathing heavily. Janice remained on his lap until, several minutes later, Rick's penis softened to the point that it slipped naturally from her vagina. Janice could feel her son's essence dripping out of her. Only then did she lift herself off of his lap and slump to his side opposite of Kristin. All three of them just sat, naked and sexually sated, saying nothing, basking in the bliss.
At a certain point, Janice straightened on the couch and looked at the mess they'd all made.
With a sigh she said, "Wasn't I just saying something about not getting bodily fluids on the couch?"
They all laughed.
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The last thing Jason wanted to do right now was get out of the hot tub, but now that his sexual arousal had dissipated he realized that he was getting incredibly hot. He knew Megan had to feel the same. They must have been in here well over an hour. He glanced at her and noticed for the first time how red her face was getting. She just smiled back at him, and it warmed his heart.
He gave a little start when he felt his sister touch his thigh, but what she actually wanted to grab was his hand, and he gave it to her. She intertwined his fingers with his and rested their joined hands on her thigh, which pleased him immensely. It was an intimate connection, but Megan didn't make any further moves.
With their fingers intertwined, they started unconsciously playing with each other's thumbs. Megan took a breath and said, "So...are we cool?"
Jason wanted to give a snarky reply about them being quite the opposite of cool in a tub full of very, very hot water, but he knew by her tone and the way her grip on his hand had tightened that she was actually concerned. They had to talk this out.
"Yeah, we're cool," he simply replied. He returned her hand squeeze as an acknowledgement.
They turned their heads toward each other again. They were now sharing a truly intimate moment, and they maintained eye contact.
Megan smiled and said, "I really, really want to talk more about this, but...it's just so fucking hot in here. I'm being boiled alive!"
Jason laughed. "Yeah, we should really get out."
Megan glanced around the hot tub. It finally occurred to her that when she got out she would either have to give her brother a full view of her nude body, or ask him to turn away. After the what they had shared so far, it would be silly to abruptly become modest and ask him to turn away. And, she admitted to herself, she kind of wanted to show off her body to him. She quickly determined a fun compromise.
Jason watched as Megan flashed that deliciously devilish grin again. She said, "Last one in's a rotten egg!" With that, she jerked her hand from his and launched herself toward the steps of the Jacuzzi. He was stunned by the striking image of his sister's completely naked body, from the back anyway, in all its glory, hot steamy water pouring from her as she raced out and toward the pool. He turned and followed her motion, taking in as much of her bare skin as he could, until she jumped into the pool, splashing and shrieking in shock and pleasure at the sudden coolness of this other body of water.
Megan felt her heart racing as she came up for air and slicked her long wet hair back. She knew she had given her brother quite a show, even if it had just been her ass and legs. He had already had a good look at her breasts too—had even ejaculated all over them! Her pussy tingled when she pondered whether she'd be willing to give him a good look at that part of her as well.
Her thoughts of incestuous exhibitionism were immediately set aside when she caught the site of Jason getting out of the Jacuzzi. To her utter amazement, he did not race out of the tub like her. Instead, he took his sweet time going up the steps, giving Megan a glorious view of his muscular butt, broad shoulders and toned legs. Then he turned and started walking toward the pool as if he had all the time in the world. When he got to the edge he stopped, put his hands on his hips, and struck a pose as if to be a superhero, basking in the limelight. Megan was transfixed by what she saw. With the combined illumination of the Jacuzzi, pool and landscaping lights, she could clearly make out the fine features of her brother's nude form. Still glisteningly wet, his muscular chest and flat stomach were simply superb. But what she really wanted to study was well further down his torso, down toward his groin, to the object that hung from a dark patch of neicely man-scaped pubic hair: her brother's cock.
It was flaccid but still slightly swelled and imposing in his post-orgasmic state. Megan literally licked her lips as she looked at it. Had she not been treading water, she knew her pussy would still be sopping wet. She was officially lusting after her own brother, and although she felt no shame about it, she knew the two them would have to address what was going on here.
Megan's attempt at serious thought was destroyed instantly when Jason suddenly launched himself from the edge of the pool and tucked himself into the classic cannonball position. For a brief second before impact, Megan was awarded the sight of her brother's sizable balls and taint. Then, at point-blank range, she was blasted by a shockwave of water.
They both resurfaced sputtering water and laughing hysterically. They were goofing off in the pool as they had done since childhood, and for a few brief moments, as they started a splash fight, the fact that they were now adults and naked was forgotten, but not for long. When they settled down a bit, Megan saw Jason's expression grow a bit more serious. He stared intently into her eyes. Yes, they definitely had to talk, but first she wanted to take advantage of his distraction.
Jason didn't know where this night was going, but he didn't want it to end, and he was desperate to know if Megan felt the same. He gave her an intense look, trying to convey his feelings. Her response was quite a surprise. While she at first mirrored his serious look, and even treaded water closer to him, she suddenly kicked hard to come out of the water enough to plant her hands on the top of his head and push him under. In her effort to do this, she provided a new and extremely up-close glimpse at her huge wet wobbling tits, and Jason was grinning as he went under the water.
Even better, while his sister momentarily held him under, his face was within inches of her crotch. The image was of course blurred, Jason could see well enough to confirm that she kept her pubic hair neatly trimmed into an adorable patch on her mons.
Laughing at her victory in dunking a person much larger and heavier than her, Megan finally let go of his head and waited. To her surprise, although there was no longer anything to keep Jason under, he lingered down there for several more seconds. Then it occurred to her: her little stunt had pushed her brother's head into a nice close-up view of her pussy. She blushed at the realization, but it also made her clit throb. Christ, they needed to talk.
No doubt to Jason's disappointment, Megan shifted in the water and swam slowly over to a shallower point in the pool where she could stand with her head and shoulders out of the water. She strategically picked a point where her breasts, though still quite visible, would at least have an inch or two of water obscuring them. She waited as Jason finally came up for air, looked over at her for a moment, then swam to join her. When he stood in front of her, being much taller, the water came to about the middle of his chest.
They starred at each other. They mostly maintained eye contact, but it was obvious when Jason would glance down to look at her breasts. Megan didn't mind, because she too was stealing glances at his private area. She admired how his dick floated softly but thickly in the water.
Glancing back up into his eyes, Megan allowed a little smirk.
"Well?" Jason asked, nervously.
She said matter-of-factly: "We're skinny dipping."
Jason nodded. "Yep."
"And we just...you know."
"Yep."
Megan asked, "How long have we wanted to do this together?"
"I don't know," Jason answered honestly. Growing up, he'd always considered his sister cute, and then eventually beautiful. And as an adult he had no problem considering her to even be sexy. But she was his sister. It really hadn't occurred to him until this evening the he could go beyond thinking of her as sexy and straight into sexual.
"What about you?" he questioned back.
Megan tilted her head in contemplation. "Pretty much the same answer. I mean, I always knew you were a good looking guy, and quite a catch for the ladies. But you're my brother."
Jason grinned. Their thoughts were so similar.
She went on, "Not to get all Freudian, but it makes me wonder if there has always been an underlying level of curiosity." She glanced down at his nudity, and then her own. "There's also the fact that we're still here, naked together."
Jason nodded, then cleared this throat. "So...so what are we going to do about it?"
"That is the question, isn't it?"
Megan closed her eyes for a moment, and a pained expression hit her face. Jason instinctively wanted to reach out and touch her face, to provide some form of support, but he was afraid of what that physical connection might lead to.
Megan sighed and opened her eyes. She said, "Now that we're sobering up, we need to consider what we've done and what we're now doing."
"In what way?"
"We're married, Jason," Megan said emphatically. "Setting aside that we're...related, we have to consider what we're currently doing to George and Theresa."
Jason soberly knew the word that she was heading toward: cheating.
"I know," he said, not saying the word.
"Do you think we are?" Her eyes were pleading.
He knew it wasn't going to be the answer she wanted to hear, but they had to at least be intellectually honest with each other: "Yes."
Megan closed her eyes again. Despite the seriousness of the current conversation, Jason allowed his gaze to lower again, and he drank in the sight of his sisters amazing breasts. He wanted to memorize this moment, as everything about what they were doing might be ending at any next moment.
When Megan opened her eyes again and looked into Jason's face, she saw him looking down at her nudity. He hadn't noticed yet, and she didn't mind. She actually smiled. What was the harm of giving him what might be one last look? If they went to the moral high ground shortly, they would have to get out and get covered up. Being naked together for a few minutes more wouldn't do any further damage.
She asked, "Jason, have you ever...cheated on Theresa before?"
That got his attention, and he matched her gaze.
He said directly: "No." It was the truth, and Megan instinctively believed him.
"Same here," she said soberly. Being a woman, she had been the subject of pick-up lines and being hit-on since puberty, but she had never so much as entertained the thought of stepping out on George. Yet here she was now, naked with her brother. Maybe that was it, she suddenly pondered. It wasn't like Jason was some random dude she'd picked up at a bar. She had known Jason literally her entire life, far longer than her husband. As siblings they loved each other, had always been close, even intimate—though never in a sexual way until this evening. Maybe this was why...well, she realized she need to verbally articulate this to Jason.
"Here's the thing," she began. She tried to work it out in her head while saying it at the same time. "This is going to sound weird, but because it's you and me, us, it doesn't really feel like cheating." She grimaced at him. "Does that make any sense?"
Jason swallowed and nodded. "I think I know what you mean. As two married adults, we can both acknowledge that what we did in the Jacuzzi, and being, well..." He gestured back and forth between their naked bodies. "What we're doing behind our spouses' backs is of course inappropriate. And I would probably be horrified with myself if I did this with anyone else except you."
In the seriousness of the moment, Jason reached out under the water and took one of Megan's hands. They maintained eye contact. He said, "I know it sounds completely hypocritical, but...emotionally, I just don't have a sense of guilt with you."
Megan squeezed his hand. "I feel the same, Jason."
An awkward silence fell. They had basically admitted that, while they knew what they were doing was wrong, neither necessarily felt guilty enough to stop it. So the unasked question was, what now?
With her free hand, Megan reached up and touched her brother's cheek. He formed an erection at just this simple gesture, that's how electrical her touch was. Were she to look down into the water, she would easily see how he felt about the situation. But her eyes stayed on his.
She said, "Jason, I want much more than what we shared in the Jacuzzi." His erection throbbed even harder. "But...I'm also terrified as to where this could lead."
Jason's heart sank, but he could only admire her honesty and fortitude. He was disappointed but also somewhat relieved at not having to make the decision himself.
"I understand," he said softly, giving her hand another gentle squeeze.
"I don't regret what we've done," she continued. "But I think the best thing now is for us to get out, get showered and cool our jets."
He reluctantly nodded, and his erection began to subside.
Megan brought her hand from his cheek to behind his head, and she very gently pulled him down toward her as she leaned up on her tip-toes, causing her nipples to rise out of the water. Jason willingly bent down, ready to match any kiss she gave him. It was an intimate one, directly on the lips, but she made no move to open her mouth, and he didn't press the issue. He did get hard again, but he also knew that this was more or less a first-and-last kiss to end the intimacy.
They kept their lips pressed together as they tilted further and touched foreheads. Jason heard his sister let out a slight sigh, and one of her warm tears managed to fall on his cheek.
When they parted, Megan's eyes were closed. She turned her back to him, and wiped the tears from her cheeks. "You go first," she said. "I'll give you a few moments."
He looked at her back for a long moment. All he had to do was step over and wrap his long arms around her petite body. He felt that if he pushed the issue, she would succumb. But after...how would she feel? Would she resent him for preying on her during a moment of weakness?
With his penis softening again, Jason finally turned and made his way out of the pool. A couple of times he glanced back at Megan, part of him hoping she'd be watching him, maybe even inviting him back into the pool with her. But she remained turned around. Their game was indeed over, he realized. Before gathering his own clothes, he took Megan's and quickly folded them, setting them neatly down on a nearby lounge chair. He took her wet bra and panties and hung them on the arms of the chair. He then gathered his clothes and made his way into the house.
Only when Megan heard the patio door open and close did she finally turn. He was gone, of course. She sighed and climbed out of the pool. She smiled when she saw how he had arranged her clothes. Her brother had always been a gentleman, no matter the situation. She didn't bother putting on any clothes but instead walked back into the house naked, still dripping pool water due to the lack of towels. She instinctively knew that he would give her privacy to make her way to her own bedroom and bathroom. Sure enough, as she approached Jason's bedroom—it was directly across the hall from hers—she could hear him showering in his own bathroom.
His bedroom door was also closed. And she closed her door behind her as well.
After drinking a couple of cups of tap water from the bathroom sink—she hadn't realized how incredibly thirsty she'd been—she stepped into the shower and enjoyed the warm spray of fresh clean water after spending so much time in the chlorinated hot tub and pool. She dried off after the shower and put on a simple nightgown, skipping any layer of underwear. She didn't bother looking at the clock but knew it was very late by now. She had drunk so much, she hoped that sleep would come quickly and easily, and as she settled between the sheets, she also hoped that by the morning the tension and craziness of what they had done this evening would be dissipated.
After tossing and turning or almost an hour, Megan was still fully awake.
Jason had finished his shower before Megan, and has he toweled himself off he crossed over to his bedroom door and listened. Hearing Megan's shower going, he was happy that she'd gotten back inside okay. It had been tempting to peek through the windows to get another glimpse of her beautiful naked body, but some silly code of honor hit him, and he knew that she probably wouldn't have liked that. Once dry, he didn't bother putting anything on and slipped naked into his bed. Having been so drunk for half the evening, and having had one of the best orgasms of his life, he figured sleep would come easy.
It didn't. His mind continued to dwell on the more sensual moments of the night: Megan's large round breasts, her hard nipples, his cum splashing on her chest and neck... Despite the fatiguing drain from soaking in a hot tub and jerking off, he kept getting aroused, and it became increasingly tempting to masturbate again. He reasoned that if he made himself cum again, he could settle down. He gripped his erection and gave it a few testing strokes.
Megan stared straight up at the ceiling. The room was virtually pitch-black, and every several seconds a little light from the smoke detector in the ceiling gave a dim blink. Megan knew that something had been triggered in her, some kind of latent desire to experiment more with her brother. It was the most taboo of things to consider, but now that she had seen him naked, now that they had openly masturbated in front of each other, the desire to do more kept her heart racing, and her vagina throbbing.
This would not do, she thought.
Jason stroked his cock, but just slightly, just enough to maintain his hardness. He was torn about whether to get himself off again tonight. He started to imagine what it would have felt like to have placed his dick between his sister's breasts, instead of just stroking himself over them. What if she had leaned forward and taken him into her mouth...
In the dead silence of the night, the subtle sound of a door opening caught his attention, and he immediately took his hands off his dick. Since it was just the two of them in this huge house, he knew it must be Megan. She was still awake? Maybe she needed something from the linen closet, perhaps she was sneaking down to the kitchen for a midnight snack, maybe—
Then the slightly louder sound of his door being slowly opened.
It had been long enough for his eyes to adjust well to the dark, and in the dim blue glow of a hallway nightlight, Jason saw the silhouette of his sister. She stood there in the doorway, her hand still on the knob. He could barely make out that she was wearing some sort of short nightgown. She remained frozen in place, and he realized that she was probably checking to see if he was asleep. He wanted to let her know that he wasn't, so he sat up a little and twisted to face her way, resting on an elbow, only a thin sheet covering his nakedness.
Nothing was said for several moments, the two siblings just staring at each other's dimly lit forms across the room. Jason was about to ask if she was okay, but he stopped when he noticed that Megan had removed her hand from the door knob. She lifted it to her shoulder.
He watched her take the little spaghetti strap of her nightie and pull it from her shoulder.
She said nothing. He said nothing.
He then watched as Megan turned her back to him while starting to slip the other strap from her shoulder. She started walking away, back to her bedroom across the hall, as her nightgown began to slide from her body. She went into her room.
She left his door open. She left her door open.
Jason got out of bed.
With a powerful mixture of fear an desire, Jason padded quickly to his door. He paused before crossing to her open doorway, and then he paused again. Megan had returned to her bed and was sitting up against some pillows. Her nightgown was now a small puddle of satin at the foot of her bed, and he could make out that she'd covered herself in a sheet.



Jason stepped into the room.
They stared at each other for another long pause, each afraid to say anything. With desire beginning to tamp down the fear, Jason stepped further into the room, to the foot of her bed. It was very dark, but he knew exactly where she was. He could sense her and smell her, the sweet scent of soap and conditioner.
Megan watched the silhouette of her brother, whom she could tell was nude, crawl onto the foot of the bed and move toward her. In the shadowed light, she could see his erection jutting out. She waited. Over the sheet, he put a hand on her ankle, then knee, then thigh, as if using them as a guide to her very person. She allowed him to pull the sheet from her loose grasp, exposing her breasts and then her entire body to the cool air of the room.
He paused for a moment, and she wondered what he would do next. She was ready for him to touch her bare skin, anywhere and everywhere. But the first thing he did, as he crawled up a little further, was lean in and press his lips to hers.
Although they had shared an intimate yet relatively tame kiss before getting out of the pool, this time there was and depth and intent to it. Both siblings opened their mouths and allowed their tongues to dance together as if it was the most natural thing to do. But of course it was not normal for them to do it, and the sensation for both of them was nothing short of euphoric. As they kissed, Megan reached up to stroke her brother's cheek, and Jason mirrored the action on his sister's.
As he knelt there, making out with Megan, Jason felt his cock throb as it stuck out from his groin. He could feel the heat of his sister's naked body next to him, and it took all of his willpower to keep from clutching at her, shoving her legs apart and thrusting himself into her, whether she was ready or not. Instead, he focused on the kiss, using that gesture to convey that his desire for her was as equally from love as it was lust.
Megan sensed that her brother was holding back as he kissed her. Despite what they were about to do, what they each wanted to do, and even though it was she who had signaled him to come in here and take her, he was still waiting for her to make the next move. So she did.
She moved her hand on his cheek to caress his hair behind his head. With her other hand, she reached up and touched his muscular chest, sliding around to his ribs and then back, gently pulling. Jason got the signal right away and lowered himself onto her and slightly to one side. They both paused in their kissing to sigh at the sensation of feeling their naked bodies finally connect.
Megan felt her brother's hard cock press and flex against her thigh. She moaned openly when he reached up to caress one of her breasts for the first time. She knew he had been worshiping them with his eyes for so long, and now he was rewarded with the actual feel of her full breasts, her nipples hardening tightly against his palm. She did her own feeling around and stroked up and down his sides before clutching at his ass. His response was to tighten them as he humped yet again against her leg.
With such encouragement from his sister, Jason felt like devouring her entire body. He began by moving his mouth from her lips to her chin, then her cheek, ear and neck, bringing out a sweet cooing sound from her. Still clutching at one of her glorious tits, he moved his mouth to the other and began sucking, practically inhaling. He drew a slight yelp from her and lightened up a bit. She continued to tussle his hair with one hand while feeling him out with the other. He gasped over her nipple when he felt her hand graze against his cock.
When she felt him lift his hips a bit, Megan went right in with her hand and immediately circled her fingers around the shaft of her brother's raging erection. He moaned audibly into her breast, and she felt the wetness of precum smear onto her wrist as she gently squeezed and stroked him. When she felt his hand move from her breast and make its way down her torso, she parted her legs in a clear signal of where she wanted that hand to go. She was not disappointed, and she literally shivered with pleasure when she felt his strong hand cup her mound.
Jason couldn't believe that he was now fondling his own sister's vagina while she stroked his cock. His mind was a fog of lust as he explored her pussy. Her neatly trimmed little tuft of pubic hair was soft, and the lips of her labia were smooth and moist and swollen. He stroked a finger along her slit and heard her take a sharp intake of breath at the new sensation. Gently probing his finger a little deeper into her opening, he found her wet, warm and ready. He easily found her pronounced and swollen clitoris and began playing with it.
Megan started jerking as if being electrocuted by his touch. She was so ready. Had they been lovers for years, she would have enjoyed the sweet torture of prolonged foreplay, but as if at midnight the fantasy would be over, Megan was eager to feel what it would be like to make love with her brother.
When Jason came up for air after kissing and sucking on his sister's tits for several minutes, he moved his mouth to hers again, and they made out while he continued to finger her. He also enjoyed the feeling of her slender hand stroking his manhood. He was so desperately horny again for her, but he was afraid that her hand manipulations might send him over the edge too soon. Not knowing whether or not this was going to be a one-time thing, he did not want to waste this moment by simply cumming all over her legs and bed. He was about to reach down and actually stop her hand movements, but she stopped on her own and brought that hand back up to his face. She pulled his face away from her for an inch or two. She wanted to look at him when she uttered her next words.
"I want you inside me."
Both his heart and cock swelled at what she said. But still, he hesitated.
"Make love to me, Jason," she urged in a whisper.
That was all he needed to hear. He kissed her again, and as they made out Jason moved his body over hers. Megan parted her legs, allowing him to center himself between her thighs. He tortured her a bit more by pressing down and running the thick shaft of his erection up and down against her slick entrance. Her response was to reach down, grasp his dick and pull it toward her opening while pushing on his ass with her heels. After only a few more seconds of hesitation, as if he were trying to memorize the moment, Jason pushed the head of his cock into his sister for the first time.
Megan's breath caught in her throat at the sensation of her brother's dick starting to enter her. He was longer and thicker than her husband, and just feeling the first inch or two of him inside her was enough to take her breath away. When he paused again, she grew desperate, and she pulled her heels hard against his ass while tightly gripping his sides.
Jason pushed in a little deeper, and he too had to gasp at how tight his sister was. She was more petite than his wife, and although she'd had a child, Megan's vagina was easily the tightest and sweetest he had ever experienced. Despite how wet and eager she was, she was so tight that it took him a few more gentle in-and-outs before he could finally fit his entire length into her. He bottomed out and felt the spongy head of his dick squish against his sister's cervix, drawing a very loud moan from her. He let his body rest against hers and just held his cock firmly inside her for several moments.
Megan had never felt so full in her life. She'd had a couple of lovers before marrying George. While their penis sizes varied slightly, as did their lovemaking skills, she didn't remember feeling so stuffed, even when losing her virginity. The pleasurable pain she was feeling was nothing like she'd ever experienced, and although he wasn't even moving, she felt herself throbbing and clenching toward a very large orgasm. He wasn't even moving yet and she was about to cum!
Then he did start moving.
Having given himself a few moments to get used to her tightness, and certainly her to his thickness, Jason slowly withdrew his dick to where just his head was inside her, then slowly thrust back in. Back out, back in, both of them breathing heavily into the kiss they'd once again joined. In a few minutes, when he felt that he wasn't going to prematurely climax, Jason managed to settle into a faster and more steady pumping rhythm. He sped up a little when he heard Megan's breaths start becoming more rapid and staccato. She'd made the same sounds when she'd fingered herself to an orgasm in the hot tub, so he knew she was close. It thrilled him to know he was going to make her cum.
Megan felt her brother start thrusting harder into her, bashing against her cervix each time. Tomorrow she would be sore as hell, but right now in this moment her pussy and body felt like they were growing hot enough to melt lead. Her breaths turned to grunts as he pummeled her with his big strong body and huge cock. She felt her oversized breasts squish out around her as he held his chest firmly to hers. The heat began to build within her, building...until, oh god, it was about to hit her. And hit her hard.
"Oh, Jason!" Megan cried out. "Oh yes, baby...oh my god, oh my GOD!"
With one more powerful thrust, Jason locked his dick into his sister and held on for dear life as her body began vibrating and even flailing through its orgasm. He pulled his head back to allow Megan to let out a silent scream of unimaginable ecstasy. He felt her heels digging deeply into his ass cheeks. Her hands gripped his sides hard enough that he knew he'd have marks in the morning.
It went on, on and on. Then Jason started thrusting again.
Tears began flowing down Megan's face as the biggest orgasm of her life wracked her slender body. She felt on the verge of passing out. But rather than feeling her climax begin to subside, it actually became sustained by her brother's renewed thrusting in and out of her.
"Oh, Jason," she exclaimed. "Oh, my sweet brother, what are you doing to me! Oh FUCK!"
The intensity of her peak hit her again, and again. Never had she cum this hard or this long.
Jason himself was getting turned on even more by not just hearing and feeling Megan climax around him, but also the words she'd said. Sweet brother. She was readily and happily acknowledging that yes, it was her own flesh and blood sibling who was fucking her. This thrilled him to no end, and it also drove him closer to his own climax. Having sensed that, after several minutes, Megan was finally, finally starting to mellow out, he decided that it was his turn now, and he began pumping steadily and deeply into her once again.
Her pussy still throbbing as it was getting smashed, Megan finally regained enough of her senses to get back into a rhythm of thrusting her hips up against her brother as he came down on her. She knew that this would not be a long lovemaking marathon. This was going to be quick for them both, an eager first time as new lovers. She wanted to give him as much pleasure as he had given her. She looked up at him and saw that his eyes were tightly closed. He was focused on getting himself off with her body, and she loved it.
It was in the very distance of her mind, where rational thought was temporarily tucked away, that a small crack let in a little reality. She was not on any form of birth control. What they were doing was now as dangerous as it was pleasurable.
"J-ason..." she grunted as he pounded against her body. "Jason..."
Jason opened his eyes, desperately searching hers. He saw an odd expression in her. Oh god, was he hurting her? He lightened up his thrusts.
"No," he heard her say. "Don't let up. Do me, baby. Fuck me as hard as you want."
Megan couldn't bring herself to warn him that she was fertile. It would break his rhythm and dampen, if not ruin, his orgasm. She wanted him to cum as hard as she had, as hard as he ever had. She could always deal with it later. So she encouraged him.
"That's it, big brother," she said lustily. "Give it to me. Fell me up. I want you to cum inside me."
"Oh, baby!" he grunted back. "I wanna cum inside you so bad!"
"Then do it, baby! Cum inside me. I'm about to cum again, too!"
For a few more mesmerizing minutes, the siblings rutted against each other as if the world might end tomorrow. Megan started screaming in pleasure, and Jason began growling in uncontrollable animalistic lust. They became louder and louder, and they fucked harder and harder, until all of the sudden Jason ploughed into her one last time as his entire body began to tremble.
Megan couldn't believe it. She could actually feel the first jets of semen shoot into her. It sent her over the edge, too, and as her brother ejaculated forcefully inside her unprotected pussy, Megan cried out once again.
As Jason poured his seed into his little sister, he felt his vision narrow, as if all of the oxygen and energy from his body now also being ejected into her through his pulsating cock. Even further enhancing his orgasm, he distinctly felt Megan's pussy clench down around his dick, locking him inside of her, literally milking every last drop of sperm from his body. Whatever birth control she was on, he thought, it was being tested tonight!
Jason came as hard, even more intensely, than earlier in the evening when he had jerked off onto his sister's breasts. He felt like he was pushing past Megan's narrow cervix and directly into her womb as he repeated pulsed thick gobs of spunk into her body. He filled her and filled her. He lowered his head to kiss her hard and deeply as the convulsions continued.
Tears flowed out of Megan again as she felt with satisfaction that her brother was having such a wonderfully powerful climax. She happily absorbed his essence as it continued to flow into her. She was so glad that she hadn't told him to pull out, and she wondered if he could produce this much cum every time. Her heart panged at the thought of doing this again with him as soon as they could. She loved her brother deeply, and to be able to surrender her body to his physical pleasure only heightened her love for him.
Finally, after god knows how long, the pulsing of Jason's penis began to subside, although Megan's pussy continued with involuntary contractions around him. With the strength drained out of him, Jason slumped heavily onto his sister, and she basked in the warmth and weight of his incredible body. They both panted heavily, mutually exhausted by the intensity of their orgasms. She felt his warm breath against her ear as he dropped his head next to hers. He remained inside her long after he had finished, his dick still mostly erect. She finally relaxed her legs to the side but continued to hug him against her, not wanting to end their lovemaking.
It was maybe twenty minutes later when Megan realized they had both fallen asleep. As much as she had enjoyed having her brother on top of her and inside her, he was now making it a bit difficult to breath, and her poor stretched pussy was starting to get sore. As gently as possible, she began to squirm under him. He roused to consciousness, realized that he was crushing her, and moved to her side, his flaccid penis finally slipping from inside her. Megan felt their combined juices ooze steadily out of her, down the crack of her ass, and on to the sheets. She didn't mind. The messiness reminded her that she had just had the best sex of her life.
Megan shifted to her side and Jason automatically spooned her, draping an arm over her and allowing his hands to rest against her breasts. She felt his limp wet dick press against her ass. He kissed the back of her neck and she moaned softly, reaching up and holding his hand against her chest. They dozed off again.



        The Jacuzzi Ch. 03

        When siblings wake up together, they play together.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-jacuzzi-ch-03

Title: The Jacuzzi Ch. 03

Author: AddToWater

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: When siblings wake up together, they play together.

Tags: siblings, taboo, incest, sister, making love, brother, pregnancy scare, loving, unprotected sex

Series: The Jacuzzi


The morning light spilling through only partially closed blinds reached Jason's eyes, gently waking him from some of the soundest sleep he'd ever had. He was still in Megan's bed, but she was not there. For a moment he wondered if she had left, regretting what they had done, but he smiled when he heard her toilet flush. He lifted his head and glanced around the bed. The sheets were twisted around his legs. He stretched out an arm and felt the cool wet spot they had made. My poor sister, he thought, she had slept on that.
Megan came out of the bathroom and was happy to see her brother awake. He propped himself up on one elbow and looked at her. She was still completely naked, and there was a thrill in knowing that he could now see her body in the better illumination. She could also see him better, too. The sheets were down at his knees, and she admired his cock and balls as they hung down at his groin.
"Good Morning, Sleepyhead," she said, climbing onto the bed and giving him a kiss.
"I may be Sleepyhead," he said, "But you're Bed Head." He ran his fingers through her tussled hair, and she giggled and kissed him again.
"Scoot over," she said, and he backed toward the far side of the big king bed. This allowed her to settle into their spooning position again without having to be on the wet spot.
Jason hugged her warm nude body tightly against him and smelled her hair. They both lay like that, in silence, watching the morning light grow brighter with the rising sun. It went without saying that they would eventually have to discuss what they had just done, and what this would mean for their relationship in the future, but for now neither wanted to ruin the moment.
Far from being ruined, the quiet intimacy was becoming arousing for both of them, and Megan felt the warmth of Jason's growing erection pressing against her. She shifted her legs to allow his stiffening shaft to find its way into the gap where her thighs met her crotch. Her nipples grew hard as he began fondling her breasts. He kissed the back of her neck and nibbled on her ear, sending shivers of pleasure down her spine. She was growing wetter by the second, and as he moved his dick back and forth along her slit, she knew she was getting it moist and ready for insertion. She reached between them to help that along.
Jason gasped with pleasure when he felt his sister's fingers gingerly take the head of his cock and guide it toward her wet entrance. When he was lined up he gave a thrust with his hips, and he heard Megan take in a sharp intake of breath at the renewed vaginal invasion. He went slow at first, just some gentle back-and-forth. But before long he felt her pushing back against his cock as hard as he was thrusting it into her. They did this while remaining in the spooning position.
Megan had to stifle a painful cry when they started having intercourse again. As she had predicted, she was fairly sore down there, even though they had only done it once. Her brother's was a whole new level of cock compared to George. Like Theresa had said, his size would take some getting used to. But she was also desperately eager to cum again and to help her brother get off, too, and her pussy was producing more and more slickness to help achieve this.
They humped against each other like this for several minutes, and then Jason heard Megan begin panting and gasping with shortened breaths, what he now knew to be her tell that she was about to cum. He ensured that his pumping was solid and consistent, letting his sister adjust her legs to help bring on her climax. When it hit her she suddenly straightened her legs and locked her ankles, which smashed Jason's cock hard up into her cervix. He listened to her scream into a pillow as her climax washed over her and wracked her body with convulsions of orgasmic bliss. Jason could do no more than to hold himself tightly inside her so that she could ride it out.
Megan screamed and drooled into her pillow. If she came any harder she thought she would pass out. She simply couldn't believe how intense her orgasms were with Jason. Was it the excitement of having a new lover? Was it the size of his dick? In fairness to her poor husband, who's penis was definitely just average, she did still have a good sex life with him, was still able to orgasm easily. But not like this, not like with her brother.
That had to be it, she thought, as her mind floated through the fog of sexual euphoria. There was just something about the fact that she was now having sex for the first time with a man who could've been her partner her whole life had they not been related. They really were perfect together. Now that they had crossed the taboo boundary of incest, all that love and familiarity with each other was translating into a desire she had never known for another man.
But further speculation on why they were so good with each other in bed would have to wait. For now, they were in bed, they were copulating, and it was Megan's turn to give as good as she got for her wonderful brother and new lover. She felt Jason start thrusting into her again, and it felt fucking incredible, but she wanted to change to a position that would allow her to see him better.
Jason actually whimpered in disappointment when Megan pulled away from him. His stiff cock slipped out of her with a wet slurping sound. But his disappointment was quickly turned into anticipation as Megan got on her knees and gently pushed him onto his back. He looked up at her, admiring her large breasts that swayed and giggled as she swung a leg over his thighs and straddled him. She lowered herself down and teased him for a few minutes, trapping his cock between her pussy and his belly, sliding back and forth, getting them both slick with her juices. It was sweet torture. He reached up and fondled her tits, and she smiled lovingly down on him.
He was happy to end the "torture" when Megan raised herself up a little, then grasped his glistening penis and lined it up with her entrance. He watched with intense fascination as his cock slowly disappeared into her body when she lowered herself. He glanced up and noticed that her eyes were screwed shut and she was biting her lower lip. He allowed a selfish, manly grin knowing that he was really stuffing her full. Once she'd sunk down until her ass was on his hips, she paused only for a brief moment, before she rose up again, and then down...up and down.
If Megan had thought that she could never get stuffed even more than she already had, she was very much mistaken. Taking her brother's cock into her pussy this way, and being able to lower her full weight upon him, there seemed to be just that much more cock entering her. It felt like she had him in her guts. And when she did lower down all the way, her swollen clit pressed against his pelvic bone and shot bolts of electricity through her. With each upward movement, she felt the bulbous head of his cock scrape along her G-spot, and when she came down against him, her clitoris produced shockwaves of pleasure. She couldn't be more sexually satisfied.
Jason drank in the sight of his naked sister moving up and down on top of him. He was hypnotized by the way her tits bounced and wobbled. He frequently reached up and squeezed one, and then the other, he also felt up more of her exquisite body: her flat stomach, her rounded hips and thighs. He ran his fingers along her soft little pubic patch, and he drew squeals of delight from her when he teased her clit with his thumb. Every so often she would lean down, allowing him to take a nipple into his mouth, or so that they could kiss. As they did that, he enjoyed the tickling sensation of her long hair grazing his face and cheeks.
Megan felt another orgasm building, and building fast. She was almost afraid to think about how powerful it was going to be. Having her brother pump into her had already given her orgasms for the record books. Now, as she rode him cowgirl style, she was in control, and she set her mind to moving and grinding just as she preferred to get herself off on her own terms. Looking down at Jason, seeing the pleasure in his eyes, she knew she could be a little selfish now. She would certainly take care of him in a minute.
Once again, Jason could tell that his sister was getting close. He loved that she was so orgasmic with him. He allowed himself to wonder if she was like that in general, or just with him. It was a selfish thought, and he really didn't want to think about her in bed with her husband, so he simply allowed himself to be proud that he was the one inside her now, he was the one bringing on these waves of pleasure for her.
As the pleasure built within her, Megan started bouncing less and grinding more. It just felt so fucking good to smash her clit against her brother's body. She leaned forward and put her hands on his chest, gripping his firm pecs. She was pleased to see that he knew what was coming as he gripped her hips and helped hold her steady. She grit her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut, concentrating on what needed to be done to send her over the edge. It didn't take long; all she had to do was remember that it was her brother inside her right now, her brother was doing this to her.
Her brother. She opened her eyes to look at him. Her sweet, beautiful brother.
Jason returned her gaze. "That's it," he said. "Grind into me, baby. This is for you."
"Oh, Jason," she moaned. "Oh, my sweet brother."
"And you're my beautiful sister. My amazing sexy sister."
"Yes," she cried, "I am your sister...I am yours!"
"Cum for me, baby. Cum on your brother's cock."
"Yes, oh fucking god YES!"
Stimulated beyond all comprehension, Megan stiffened up and locked down against her brother. The shockwave of orgasm nearly propelled her off of him as she shook and shuttled, but Jason had a good grip on her and held her down firmly. With no pillow to muffle her this time, Megan's uninhibited orgasmic scream rattled the windows. The intensity of this climax also triggered something in her that she'd never achieved before: she started gushing.
Jason's eyes went wide when he suddenly felt a flood of fluid wash down around his cock and balls. It was very warm and kept coming as his sister kept cumming. He'd never had a woman gush on him before, and the novel sensation triggered the start of his own orgasm.
As Megan barely started to come to her senses, marveling at how much she had gushed, she realized that Jason was starting to thrust up into her again, and the look in his face told her that he too was about to climax. Although she wanted to simply collapse on top of him, she was a dutiful lover and summoned the strength of let her man finish. She milked his dick with her pussy, but she coaxed him further with her words.
She said, "Did you like feeling your sister gush all over you?"
"Yes, yes!"
"Does it make you want to squirt inside me? Are you going to cum inside your sister?"
"Yes, fuck yes!"
"Then let me have it, big brother. Fill your sister's pussy."
"Yes, gonna fill my sister up, gonna cum inside you."
She reached back and fondled his balls as she fucked down against his upward thrusts.
"Oh FUCK!" And he blasted off inside her.
Megan kept her hand on Jason's balls and the base of his shaft, thrilled at the feeling of his repeated contractions as he ejaculated deeply into her body. The thought of her brother pumping his potent seed into her fertile womb brought on another quick orgasm in her, which both surprised and pleased her.
Jason clutched her sister's hips like a pair of vice grips as he desperately shot his load into her. It was one thing to be able to make love with his own sister. To also be able to finish inside her without a clumsy condom was just the icing on the cake. Megan seemed to enjoy it, too, because she was milking his cock with her vaginal muscles while squeezing his balls throughout his orgasm, as if trying absorb every last spermatozoon from his body.
Megan gleefully rode out her brother's orgasm as she capped off with yet another subdued one of her own. Only when she felt that he had pulsed his last few drops of cum into her did she allow herself to collapse upon him, squishing her breasts against his chest. She had just enough strength to give him a quick kiss before dropping her head onto his shoulder. They both panted heavily for several minutes. Eventually, enough blood drained out of Jason's cock to the point where it slipped out of her, and they both moaned as a torrent of bodily fluids poured out of Megan's pussy, drenching Jason's balls and soaking the sheets yet again.
As they lay there in their afterglow, Megan wanted time to just stop. She wanted the coming day to last forever. She felt high from the endorphins of such sexual pleasure. She hoped Jason felt the same, but she also knew that reality would have to set in sooner or later. Sadly, it was to be sooner.
Megan's cell phone started vibrating on the night stand.
Grumbling something obscene into her brother's shoulder, she lifted her head and looked at the display: it was her husband. She looked at Jason.
"It's okay," he said gently.
When she moved off of him, Jason gave her a quick squeeze and kiss before finally dragging himself out of bed. His legs were wobbly, but he managed to get to her door. He glanced back to see her picking up the phone. As she answered it she gave him an I'm sorry expression. He simply smiled back, trying to convey You have nothing to be sorry about.
As he made his way across the hallway, he heard Megan's voice go up an octave, "Oh, hi, sweetie!" He realized that it was actually her daughter calling on her father's cell phone. Feeling a degree of relief that it wasn't, in fact, George calling, Jason was somberly reminded that a serious conversation was going to have to be had soon, probably before they pursued any further sexual activity.
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THE BED
If he's asleep, she reasoned with herself, I'll just have to accept that the night is over. But if he is awake...
"Greg," she said, loud enough that someone awake just down the hall would hear, but not enough to wake someone sleeping.
She waited.
She started to frown in disappointment.
Then: "Yeah?"
Her heart fluttered.
With a shaky voice, she said, "Can you come here for a moment?"
A few seconds later he leaned into her open doorway. He was shielding himself, probably still naked. "Yeah?" he said again.
Stephanie swallowed. "Would...would you like to sleep in my bed with me?"
There was a crack in his voice when he hastily said, "Yes."
She sat up and pulled the sheets back for him, exposing her own nudity. She scooted over a little on her queen size bed and patted the spot next to her. Greg entered the room, and she was thrilled to see that he was still nude, too. He paused at the side of her bed. In the dim light she could see that he wasn't hard, which she decided was good for now. Her feelings were still quite torn about how much more she wanted to do with her brother, but for now she thought it would be really nice to just cuddle up together, maybe even get a bit of sleep.
By way of further invitation, Stephanie turned to her side, her back and ass now facing Greg. She felt the bed move a little as he climbed onto it. There was another moment's hesitation, and she thought he was getting another look at her backside. He finally brought the covers back over the two of them and spoon up against her. He brought one arm out from the covers and draped it over her midsection. She was very pleased by how he was acting. He somehow knew that she didn't want to go too fast too soon. She had been the one setting the pace the entire night, and she would continue to do so.
"This is nice," she said softly.
"It is." She felt him press his face into her damp hair, enjoying her scent. He even planted a little loving kiss on her head, and she snuggled herself more tightly against him.
She wondered how long it would take them to fall asleep like this, or whether he would get hard again and want to fool around? She could feel his heartbeat racing with his chest against her back, and she instinctively assumed that he definitely wanted more.
Eventually, however, they both dozed off.
When Stephanie stirred awake again, she knew that considerable time had passed, but it was still dark outside. She could hear her brother snoring softly behind her, and she was glad that he was getting some much needed rest. But Stephanie's new problem was that she was now terribly, terribly thirsty. All that booze...
She carefully moved her sleeping brother's arm off of her and gently extracted herself out from her little-spoon position and off the bed. She padded nakedly downstairs to the kitchen and grabbed a bottled water from the fridge. After draining half of it, she grabbed another and took them both back upstairs. She set the full bottle on the nightstand on her brother's side. This made her pause and smile.
My brother's side of the bed, she mused. Of my bed.
So many conflicting emotions were swimming in her hungover head. She could honestly admit to herself that she had never looked at her own brother in a sexual way until yesterday. He had grown into a handsome young man, yes, but through the sibling lens, that was about it. It had actually annoyed the hell out of her that he had become so openly obsessed with her tits. That was why she'd attempted her ridiculous stunt in the first place: just get it over with, let him have a good long look at her chest, and get it out of his system. She knew she had big ones and that she was attractive in general, and she knew what effect she had on a guy when she dressed to show off her body. But she had never, ever intentionally tried to show off her body to her brother.
Until tonight.
Then there was the masturbation. She could very easily have just sent him up to his room, when the timer had gone off, so that he could relieve himself in private. But she hadn't; it was she who had suddenly grown curious to encourage him to whip out his dick in front of her. Then she had fingered herself to orgasm in front of him and had let him climax all over her tits!
Still reminiscing, she went into her bathroom. She went pee but didn't flush so as not to wake Greg. Despite having satiated her thirst, it still felt like she had cotton in her mouth. She took a little gulp of mouthwash and quietly gargled while looking at her nude form in the mirror by the dim glow of a little bathroom nightlight.
She had instigated this and had let it all happen, right up to leading him to the shower, where once again they'd gotten off. It had been her in charge the whole time. When she invited her into his bed a little later, there was definitely part of her that wanted him to take over at that point, to mount her and have his way with her, letting them both get it out of their system. But he hadn't. He acted like a gentlemen and gently caressed her in bed, making no further sexual moves toward her.
She hadn't expected that.
She went back into the bedroom and looked at her brother again. He had rolled onto his back but was still sleeping soundly. The sheets had come down to the point where she could see the tops of his hips and the beginning of his fuzzy brown "happy trail." Despite being flaccid, his dick still presented a considerable lump under the covers.
He had been a gentleman and had not taken advantage of her. Now he was lying there, in her bed, a gorgeous specimen of a man.
It hit her like a ton of bricks: she was falling for him.
No, she screamed in her mind. It's just infatuation, just hormones. You just haven't been laid in forever, and you're still horny. Your still drunk. You can't have a crush on your own brother!
She tried to think of all the times, growing up, that he'd annoyed the hell out of her. There were plenty. He could a jerk sometimes. But he'd never been cruel to her. They actually rarely ever fought. She had female friends who talked about constantly fighting and arguing with their brothers. Dad had made sure to instill good manners in both of them, and up until Greg had become obsessed with her tits, he invariably treated her with kindness. He had always respected her privacy, been there for her when life got her down...
Stephanie crossed back to her side of the bed and looked at him again.
She wanted him. What was she prepared to do about it?
She got on the bed and sat cross-legged, facing him. She watched his chest move up and down as he slept. She looked at his face, his hands...the lump under the covers. She started reaching for the sheets but stopped, her heart racing.
Greg woke up. In the mostly dark room he blinked and looked around for a few seconds, seemingly having forgotten where he was. When he saw her sitting there, looking down at him, he gave a little start, then smiled when he saw that she was till naked. She was giving him a rather erotic show: not only were her large breasts on full display, she was sitting cross-legged, thus exposing her pussy to him.
"Hey," he said hoarsely.
"Hey," she muttered back. "Thirsty?"
He cleared his throat. "Very."
"Nightstand."
He propped himself up on his elbows and glanced over at it. When he reached for the bottle, more of his hips came up from the covers, and now Stephanie could see more of his pelvis and even the base of his penis. She licked her lips.
She waited until he drained most of the bottle. "How are you feeling?"
"A little thick."
She chuckled, but she knew he meant his head. "Me too," she said. She kept looking at him, and he shifted a bit nervously.
"What?" he said.
"Nothing. Just admiring the view."
He looked down at himself and saw that his crotch was largely exposed. He looked back up at her and grinned. "Same here."
She moved closer to him and stretched out her legs. He set the bottle down and layback, extending his arm. She snuggled up against him, allowing one of her legs to come up over his thighs. She could feel his lump. She put her hand on his broad chest and nuzzled her head on his shoulder. He instinctively brough his hand to her hair and stroked it.
"This is nice," she said, repeating her earlier statement.
"It is," he whispered.
She tilted her head up, trying to read his expression in the dark. He had put his head down on the pillow and had his eyes closed. She put her head back down and said, "I can't believe what we did."
"I keep replaying it in my mind."
"Me, too."
He stroked her hair some more. "Do you regret it?"
She started tracing a finger around one of his nipples. "I'm here, aren't I?" she said as an answer.
"I'm glad."
She lifted her head again, and this time he turned his head toward her.
"Are you?" she asked.
"Why wouldn't I be?"
"Greg, we're...we're..."
"I know," he said in a hushed tone.
"Did you always think about me like this?"
"Well..." His hand slid down a little, and he grazed the side of her breast, which was squished against his ribs.
She poked his nipple and chuckled. "Yes, I know you're obsessed with them, you little pervert. But I mean...when did you start thinking of me as a woman, not your sister?"
"Hmm," he muttered in contemplation. He gave his answer some thought. "I think it's fair to say that I started thinking about you in a distinctly non-sisterly way a few years ago, when puberty started kicking in. You're just so, just so..."
He suddenly grew shy. He lifted his hand from her breast. She wanted to hear it and said quickly, "Don't stop. Be honest with me, Greg." As encouragement, she took his hand and put it back on her boob. He held it there but didn't do anything more.
She heard him swallow a couple of times. "I don't want to lose your respect," he said weakly.
"Greg, we're naked in bed together. At my invitation. If I didn't respect you, if I didn't trust you, this wouldn't be happening."
"Okay," he replied. There was another pause as he mustered some courage. "I think you're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen—I've thought that long before tonight—and I've fantasized about being with you for a long time now. I just...well, I never thought in a million years anything like tonight could actually happen."
Despite their naked proximity, it was Stephanie's turn to get shy. She asked, "You really think I'm so beautiful?"
"Absolutely."
"Thank you."
His version of you're welcome was to start caressing her breast again. She smiled.
With new curiosity, Stephanie asked, "So...what did we do together in your fantasies?"
He cleared his throat again. "Well, you know..."
"You can tell me; I won't be offended."
He gave her breast another squeeze. "Well, I fantasized about your boobs, of course. I imagined while that felt like, what they...tasted like..." He trailed off again.
"Keep going," she encouraged.
"I thought about what it would be like to kiss you. To...well, do everything with you."
"Including sex?"
"Y-yes."
She felt his heart start beating faster in his chest, and she thought he might be embarrassed. She rubbed his chest and reassured him. "It's okay, Greg. No harm in fantasies."
"But you're my sister."
"It'll be our little secret." That actually got a chuckle out of him. She said, "I appreciate your fascination with me, and I'm okay with what we did, but wouldn't you be a little better off focusing your sexual energy toward other girls? Like that one you dated last summer...what was her name?"
"Gina."
"Yeah, that's right. You showed me a picture of her, she's very cute."
"She is."
"So what happened?" Stephanie asked.
Her head moved when her brother shrugged. "It was just a summer fling."
"Well, at least you got yourself some pussy," Stephanie jokingly exaggerated the last word, trying to sound like a male high school jock.
Greg made no reply.
Stephanie lifted her head and looked him. His head was back again, and he was staring up at the ceiling. She said, "Ahh, did Gina not give you any."
Quietly: "No."
"Did you at least make a move on her?"
"Yes."
"Then what happened?"
She heard Greg swallow. "We made out a lot. Plenty of touching, but...well, it turned out that Gina was a virgin."
"Oh."
"Yeah." He sighed.
Stephanie lowered her head back onto his shoulder, disappointed on his behalf. She interpreted it from her female perspective. It was a big deal to give up one's virginity. She didn't know Gina, of course, but she deduced that the girl had not been willing to take such a big step in life with just a summer fling.
"What about the last school year?" Stephanie asked hopefully.
He said, "A couple of 'hang-outs,' and Prom. But...nothing more than a good-night kiss."
Jesus, Stephanie thought, no wonder he came so hard with me. She realized that her poor brother hadn't had sex in all of the previous school year, nor the summer before that. When was the last time he had gotten to—
"Oh, god," she muttered aloud.
She felt him turn his heard toward her and she lifted his to look at him. "Greg," she said carefully, "have you ever...I mean, are you still a—"
He quickly turned his head away from her, and she could almost feel the heat of his face as he blushed. Stephanie immediately propped herself up on an elbow and reached out to touch his chin. She gently nudged him to look at her again. He faced her again, but his eyes were closed.
"Greg," she said. "It's okay, look at me."
He opened his eyes. She gave him the most loving and sisterly look she could muster in the dark.
"I didn't mean to embarrass you," she offered. "There's absolutely nothing wrong with being a virgin."
"I'm sorry," he muttered.
"What do you have to be sorry about?"
"Well, if I had more experience, I would have been able to maybe please you better."
Wow, she thought. Her annoying little brother had suddenly sprung into a considerate gentlemen.
She gave him a huge smile. "Greg, over the past hours I have had some of the most intense orgasms of my life."
"Really? But we didn't actually do it."
"I know, and look how amazing it still was!" He was still confused. "Look," she said, "good sex is not just about actual physical act of intercourse. While guys do usually require direct physical stimulation, girls can be deeply stimulated by the situation, the romance, the emotions—and most importantly being comfortable with a lover."
Greg stared at her, and she nodded.
"Yes," she said. "I'm very comfortable with you. I mean, look at us now." She pulled back a little and gestured to her own nudity. She went on. "It turned me on to expose myself to you. I hadn't expected that to happen, but it did. And then when we started touching ourselves in front of each other..."
"It was amazing," blurted, and they laughed, the tension easing again.
Still propped up on her elbow, she asked, "How far have you ever gone with a girl?"
He grimaced. "Before tonight?"
She punched his arm. "Yeah, silly."
He bobbled his head around slightly, looking up, as if calculating every sexual encounter he'd ever had. But of course he was very inexperienced, so he said, "Maybe second base."
"Oh, my poor brother," Stephanie said. "I hate to ask you to even define that, but..."
He provided more details, what little there were. "I've made out with a few girls. I was able to squeeze their butts, one let me fondle her breasts. But they were small, and it was over her shirt and bra."
"That sucks," Stephanie said.
"Tell me about it." They both chuckled.
She asked, "Did any of them do anything for you? A blowjob, maybe at least a handy?"
She actually gestured a little jerking action in the air. Greg chuckled and said, "Sadly no. In an admittedly desperate move, and knowing the summer was about to end, I got bold enough to guide Gina's hand to my crotch, and she rubbed me over my pants for a few minutes before she got shy and stopped."
"What a tease!"
"I know, it was torture. I think I had blue-balls for a week."
They laughed again, and Stephanie was happy to see her brother loosening up about it. While he was still young at only 18, he was a good looking guy, and she'd figured some high school slut would have popped his cherry by now. Stephanie wasn't much older than him, but she'd already been with a couple of guys. She wasn't thrilled about either of them, but she certainly knew her way around a dick now.
Speaking of dicks, she glanced down toward her brother's crotch again. There was no tent there, but it seemed like the lump had gotten a little bigger than when she last looked at it.
She looked at her brother. "So what we've done together...the mutual masturbation, you getting off on my ass..."
He nodded. "Far and away the most sexual stuff I've ever done."
"Amazing," she said. She was suddenly proud of herself. Having not realized her brother was a virgin, she had already provided more sexual experience for him than any other woman before her. And, looking into his hopeful eyes, she decided more definitively that she wanted to provide more "education."
She wondered if he would be willing to give his virginity to his sister. She kind of knew the answer, but there was only one way to find out. And there was no rush; they had all the time in the world.
"Greg," she said softly, lifting her hand from his chest. "Is it true then that if I were to place my hand here," she hovered it over his partially exposed penis, "that mine would be the first hand other than your own to touch you there?"
Greg actually gulped and nodded his head.
"Then I want to be your first." With that, she brought her hand down and slid her fingers under the covers, exposing and grasping her brother's thickening dick.
"Oh!" he moaned, his body shivering.
Stephanie marveled at how quickly he got hard. She'd barely stroked him a few times before his cock was a rigid rod of hot steel in her hand. His shaft was so thick, she could barely get her fingers around it. Her mouth started watering and her pussy twitched and moistened.
"You like that?" she asked rhetorically, now steadily masturbating him.
"God, yes," he moaned.
"Good, baby. Enjoy it."
He had been looking with open wonder at the sight of his first hand job, by his sister no less, but then he dropped his head back and just luxuriated in her ministrations. Stephanie added a little twisting motion to her strokes. The head of his dick became slick with precum, and she smeared it around with her thumb. On the downstroke she would occasionally extend her fingers to graze his balls, causing her brother to his and twitch with the novel sensations.
"Greg," she said softly, still sensuously stroking him.
"Yes?"
"Is it true that if I were to place my mouth here," she gave his erection a squeeze, "that mine would be the first mouth ever to kiss you there?"
"Yes, yes!"
"Then I want to be your first."
He lifted his head to watch his sister scootch down the bed so that her head was at the same level as his hard dick. Stephanie stopped her stroking and held him at the base. His dick throbbed on its own, precum now streaming out of it. She allowed herself a selfish moment to admire her brother's penis up close. In dim light she studied every vein, the prominent crown of his head, the appealing curve of his shaft.
She leaned down and kissed the tip of his cock, glazing her puckered lips with his precum, right over his urethra.
"Oh, god, sis!"
With lips now glazed with his seminal fluids, she shoot him a grin. "I haven't even gotten started." She turned back to his cock and took his head into her mouth. She heard him breath heavier and moan loudly. The last dick she'd sucked hadn't been nearly this big, so she was extra careful not to scrape him with her teeth as she started taking more of his shaft into her mouth. She knew that she wouldn't be able to deep-throat his entire length, so she made sure to allow ample amounts of her saliva drool down his dick, between her fingers. She used her hands to stroke what she couldn't fit into her mouth.



It thrilled her to no end to listen to her brother moan and groan from his very first blow job. Her own body was reacting as well. Her pussy felt like it was practically dripping. Her nipples were as hard as diamonds, and she had to moan herself whenever one of them grazed against her brother's leg or hip.
Stephanie continued to fellate her brother for as long as her stretched jaw could handle, or he came. She had already decided that she'd let him cum in her mouth. As this was his first blow job, she knew it would make it even more special and memorable. She would be sure he could see her swallowing his spunk all the way down...
Although Greg frequently moaned and hissed in pleasure, Stephanie wasn't getting the sense that he was approaching an actual climax. It made sense, she surmised; her brother had already ejaculated twice in the last several hours. He was clearly enjoying a nice plateau with the fellatio he was receiving, in no rush at all to have it end. The problem was, her jaw was really beginning to ache. She contemplating backing off and perhaps just licking up and down his shaft as she stroked him, maybe take one of his balls into her mouth.
When she felt his hand start stroking her hair, feeling the bobbing movements of her head, she decided to press on at least a little longer.
"I had no idea it could feel this good," her brother moaned. She merely hummed around his shaft, and he exclaimed: "Ooooo, Jesus, so good!"
Stephanie sucked on and on lick a champ. Unfortunately, it finally got to the point where she just couldn't keep going. Her jaw was killing her now, but she fought to keep him from realizing that. She finally started lifting her head, slowly, while continuing to stroke him and play liberally with his balls, keeping him well stimulated. Though she knew he didn't want her to remove her mouth, she also knew from the sounds he was making that he wasn't disappointed. His dick was glistening with her saliva and his precum, and she kept moving her slickened fingers up and down and around.
After opening and closing her sore jaw several times, Stephanie spoke.
"Greg."
He opened his eyes and lifted his head.
She said, "Is it true that if I were to place my pussy here..."
"You would be my first."
"Would you like me to be your first?"
"Stephanie," the tone of his voice got emotional, "I want that more than anything else in the world."
She smiled. "Good. I want to be your first, Greg."
She wished she could have taken a picture of the expression on his face. She'd never seen such a pure look of love and eagerness, and it made her happy to be able to do this for her brother. She looked at his dick again, never ceasing her hand manipulations. She briefly considered straddling him, then she could do all the work and let him just lay back and enjoy it. But as most people went for the classic missionary position for the first time, she decided to stick with tradition.
Stephanie finally let go of Greg's cock and slid back up alongside him. He just lay there and watched her, suddenly afraid to touch her again, which amused her. She whispered, "Come here," and as she rolled onto her back, she took his arm and guided her to climb over her. Although a virgin, he was bright enough to know how this was going to work: as she parted her legs he knelt between them. She looked down at his dick as he got into position. Her body hungered to have that big thing inside her.
Holding himself up by his arms, she watched him look down at her nude body, drinking her in. It was in this pause that she realized something very important: condom! The progression of this evening had been so spontaneous and unexpected, Stephanie could never have predicted that she'd need protection. She'd considered going on the Pill when she started dating her second boyfriend, but she never got around to it, and they had used condoms. In fact, now that she thought about it, she had consistently used condoms every time she had sex with her boyfriends, even when she lost her virginity.
Was she ready to take such the incredible risk of going bareback with her own brother?
Having just heard about Greg's non-existent sexual history, she had no doubts he was disease-free. Her fear was that he could get her pregnant. But as all this hit "reality" her, Stephanie quickly rationalized that she could at least mitigate the risk. She could always have him pull out when he was ready to cum, and there was always the Morning After Pill...
She blinked back into the moment and realized that Greg was still hovering over her, trembling as he kept himself off of her. "Come here," she whispered again, and she reached out for his hips and urged him downward. He obeyed, and when it was within reach, Stephanie took her brother's cock in her hand and guided it to her entrance. She knew it would be a tight fit, but she was tremendously aroused and was ready to be filled.
"Just push a little," she guided in a sweet voice. "Take your time, and let nature take its course."
"Okay," he said in a croak. As he allowed more of his weight to settle against her, she felt the head of his cock press firmly against her swollen labia. She widened her legs a little further and continued to coax him deeper, her fingers still around his shaft.
"That's it, baby," she whispered. "You can put more into it; I won't break." Encouraged, and obviously horny as hell, Greg suddenly shoved hard, causing Stephanie to cried out loudly, her nails digging into him. He winced and froze in place, his cock only halfway inside her.
"It's okay," she assured him, taking several deep breaths. "You just surprised me, that's all. It doesn't hurt."
"Are you sure?"
No longer able to grasp at his penis, she took her hands and gave both of his butt cheeks a little slap. "I'm sure. Keep going."
With a little more caution, Greg started pushing into her again. She let out a pleasurable moan to placate his concern, but the truth was that it was a bit of a struggle for her. She'd never had a penis that big in her, and it had been a while since she'd had intercourse. She knew she'd be sore after this, especially if he lasted a while. But she wasn't going to allow anything to ruin her beautiful brother's first time having sex.
Nature indeed took its course. Before going all the way inside her, Greg instinctively pulled out again to the point where just his head was in there. Then he pushed back in, then slowly out and in again. This gave Stephanie a chance to adjust better to his length and girth. Soon she became more comfortable with his size, and she grasped at his hips and ass, urging him to go deeper.
He did. And they both gasped at the moment he finally bottomed out in her. She could feel the head of his cock flattening against her cervix. The "pain" of it was exquisite, and even if it meant she couldn't walk later, she was becoming increasingly eager for her brother to just start plowing her.
As he held himself fully inside a vagina for the first time, he allowed more of his body to rest on top of her sister, and Stephanie felt her large breasts squish out around his chest. Their faces were incredibly close, and it occurred to her that there was one more thing they needed to do. The final gesture that would seal the deal of their incestuous coupling.
Stephanie brought her hands up, grasped her brother's head, and pulled him down to kiss her.
The move had been so deliberate and magical, the siblings briefly forgot that they were engaged in the act of sexual intercourse. The focus for the moment was on their tongues as the kissed deeply, almost desperately. Stephanie swooned as they kissed. Her brother may have been a virgin, but the boy knew how to kiss! She silently thanked whichever of his otherwise frigid girlfriends had taught him make out so wonderfully.
The prolonged kiss seemed to break through Greg's lingering inhibitions. Without breaking his lips from hers, he started pumping his hips, his cock now sliding steadily in and out of his sister's pussy. Stephanie moaned with pleasure into his mouth, and she moaned again when he started feeling her body with his hands.
Greg kept his body against her as they fucked. He felt up her breasts, her ribs, her hips. He slid his hands under her and squeezed her ass. All the while he kept pumping in and out of her.
Stephanie was surprised to feel the rumblings of an orgasm from deep within her. Her brother was going to make her cum, and she couldn't believe how quickly it was about to happen. She had to break the kiss so that she could take more air into her lungs.
"Oh god, baby" she grunted. "Greg, you feel so good inside me."
"It's so fucking good," he groaned back. "Thank you for giving me this, sis."
They started kissing again as Greg became increasingly forceful with his thrusts. Stephanie felt like they were starting to slide up the bed, and she only encouraged him further. She lifted her feet and dug her heels into her brother's taut ass, desperate to get him as deep as possible into her body with each thrust. She felt herself climbing higher and higher to the edge.
When she went over, the orgasm crashed upon her harder than any she had never felt before.
"Oh, Greg, baby, do not stop! I'm cumming, baby! Oh FUCK!"
She screwed her eyes shut and clutched desperately at her brother's body as he continued pounding her. Her stomach started involuntarily rippling, and she could feel the walls of her vagina clamp down along his entire shaft. Her fingers clawed at his sides. She was so thankful he had the good sense not to stop or to freak out as her body thrashed and flailed with the climax.
Stephanie's incestuous orgasm went on and on. This was absolutely the best fuck of her life, and she almost started crying at the intensity of her feelings. Eventually, the waves of pleasure started ebbing. Only then did Greg slow down a little, instinctively adjusting his rhythm to her sensitivity. Stephanie was amazed. Her brother was a natural.
Only after hearing her breathing return (somewhat) to normal did Greg stop pumping into her. He remained deeply implanted inside her, and Stephanie loved it. She finally opened her eyes and saw him grinning down at her.
"What?" she said, suddenly shy.
"Was it good?"
"My god, Greg, you have to ask? Come here."
They kissed again for several moments. Stephanie loved how incredibly intimate they had become. They were forming a connection far beyond just the physical pleasure of sex. The crush she had on her brother was firmly established. She didn't dare think about how they could possibly sustain a romantic relationship of any kind, but she didn't want to spoil the moment with "real life." Right here, in this moment, Greg was her lover, the best she ever had.
She wanted to bask in this moment until the sun came up, but she also knew she had to give her brother a chance to bring his first experience at making love to its ultimate climax. His.
She looked into his eyes and said, "Keep going, bro. Fuck me."
He didn't need to be told twice. Propped once more on his elbows, Greg started up again, and Stephanie wallowed in the euphoria while she happily presented her body for her brother's carnal pleasure. He took full advantage, thrusting quickly and steadily once again. She was glad that he could focus on himself after having given her such a powerful orgasm.
Greg lasted a good long while, which Stephanie admired, but eventually his pace of pumping started becoming erratic. He started moaning more steadily. She knew what was about to happen.
He vocalized it, "Stephanie...oh, Steph, I'm going to cum soon."
Hearing that started a new build-up within her. She maintained just enough sanity to remember that she now a choice to make. The thing is, she'd subconsciously made it long ago. She put her heels on his ass again. It was time to give him one more special gift.
"I can't wait for you to cum," she purred. "And you want to know something else?"
Trying to maintain his pumping, Greg looked down at her. "Yes, tell me."
"You should know that—oh, god keep moving like that—you should know that all the other times I've done this, I've always insisted on a condom." Before she could continue on to her point, Greg's pumping slowed to almost a stop. "No, no!" she said quickly. "Don't stop, hear me out."
He started pumping again, but he gave her a puzzled look.
"What I mean is," she said, between grunts, "well, I've never let a man cum inside me before."
"You mean, you mean—"
She nodded and gave him a loving smile. "You will be my first."
"You mean I can cum inside you?"
"Yes, baby. I want to feel you pump deep inside me."
"Oh, Steph!" He crashed his lips down on hers and started fucking her like an animal. Stephanie started moaning in his mouth, a fresh orgasm building quickly within her. Desperate to time her climax with her brother's, she started thrusting her hips up into him as hard as he was against her.
The bedroom was filled with the sound of sweaty slapping skin, grunts, moans and shrieks.
Stephanie felt the first new wave of orgasmic pleasure hit her the moment Greg gave a final herculean thrust into her body, practically smashing through her cervix and into her very womb. Their faces separated as they both cried out in mutual bliss, each struggling to maintain eye contact, each eager to see the pure delight in each other's eyes.
She was actually surprised to feel the pressure of the first couple squirts from Greg's cock. He spasmed repeatedly, powerfully, absolutely flooding her body with his potent seed. Still reveling in her own physical pleasure, she was very happy at her decision to let him finish inside her. Not only did it cap off the perfect first time for her brother, she had to admit to herself that feeling him ejaculate inside her without any barriers only enhanced the orgasm that still wracked her slender body.
Time became momentarily suspended as the siblings clutched each other in mutual orgasm.
When it was over, Greg kept his dick tucked deeply inside his sister, and he allowed all of his weight to rest upon her. Stephanie gladly allowed him to do this, determined to provide her body for his pleasure for as long as he needed. It took several minutes for his penis to soften to the point where it slowly slid out of her vagina on its own. She felt a copious amount of his semen start seeping out of her, down her ass crack, onto the bed. She loved the naughty messiness of it, and she was glad that her brother could be a "first" of sorts for her too.
Once again, exhausted by so much sexual exertion, Greg finally dozed off, and Stephanie could hear him quietly snoring again. She thought it was adorable, but she was also being gradually crushed. She gave it a few more minutes and then, with careful effort, she managed to shift his weight so that he rolled onto his back. He made a few sounds, smacked his lips once or twice, but otherwise remained asleep.
At this moment, the first beams of sunrise started piercing the through the open blinds, filling the room with a warm golden glow. Stephanie took a good long look at her new lover. That's how she thought of him now. Her brother and lover. She didn't bother trying to make sense of it. She loved him, and she didn't want this to end...
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After saying good morning to her daughter, Megan had a quick conversation with her husband when he came on the line. She reassured him that all was going well and that she would be able to return home in another day or so. When George offered to come over for a while—they lived only just across town—Megan told him that it really wasn't necessary, adding with a quick fib that they were going to be having movers coming to pick up a bunch of antique furniture that would go up for auction. The plan was to eventually auction off the furniture, but it actually had to remain in the house so it could be displayed as a furnished model until it sold.
She let out a sigh when she hung up. Other than once trying to arrange a surprise birthday party for him a few years back, Megan had never deliberately lied to her husband. She knew that she had just committed adultery as well as incest. Had it been just some other guy she'd picked up, or a stealthy affair with a coworker, she knew she would have been wracked with guilt even if she could bring herself to pull off such a thing. But what she had just done with her brother seemed so natural, as if they'd always been lovers, yet had never actually consummated the fact until now. It was just weird all around, but she refused to try and define it further until she could have a serious talk with Jason.
She decided to give him time to get cleaned up on his own and maybe call his own wife, so she didn't call out for him or go find him after she hung up. She got up and stripped the bed. She gave in to the temptation to bring the new wet spot up to her nose. She'd never gushed like that before, and she hoped it wasn't too pungent. It wasn't; her fluid seemed somewhat neutral, though she could detect a layer of the slight bitterness of Jason's semen. After throwing the soiled sheets into the hamper, she had a quick shower, fixed her blow-dried hair into a pony-tail, and brushed her teeth. She paused when she approached her open suitcase. She was still naked, and she dwelt on the naughty temptation to stroll through the house in the nude until she found her brother. Ultimately she compromised: another pair of short-shorts, simple t-shirt, but no panties or bra. She padded barefoot out into the hallway, and smiled at the distant smell of bacon.
Jason, glad in shorts and a t-shirt himself, was just setting out a classic breakfast of eggs, bacon and toast, when his sister walked in. They smiled and exchanged good mornings, as innocently as if absolutely no sexual activity had happened last night or this morning. It was as if a switch had been flipped back, and Jason found it surprisingly easy to fall back into his purely platonic sibling role. He knew that there was still the proverbial elephant in the room, but it gave him hope that there would be no overriding awkwardness between them.
Megan decided to enjoy a nice breakfast with her brother before they had The Talk. She admired him for being so easy going and otherwise "normal" when they returned to something as ordinary as breakfast. But, being a little hungover, and practically chugging the orange juice to bring fluids back into her body, she was reminded at how intense and amazing the last several hours had been.
"How is Julie?" Jason asked as he poured her another glass of OJ.
"Misses her mommy," Megan replied, crunching into some crispy bacon. She noted that Jason did not ask about George, so she didn't bother asking if he'd called Theresa. He did have his cell phone with him, and he glanced at it, but she could see he had his calendar up, not a text screen. She chastised herself for the pang of jealousy that he might be texting his wife.
Jason said, "Looks like all we have on the books today is a lunch meeting with Mom's attorney. We have to resolve the issue around setting up one of her annuities so that we can apply it toward a trust fund for Julie."
"Is that Horowitz or Rosembaum?"
"Horowitz."
"Good. I like him. He always buys us a nice lunch."
Jason grimaced. "That's because he bills us for the time. I think he's coming out ahead."
They laughed and maintained eye contact. It got quiet. The moment was here.
Jason cleared his throat and stood. "I'll take care of the dishes."
"No," Megan said. "Just throw them in the sink for now. I'll be in the living room."
Jason joined here there a few minutes later, holding two fresh mugs of coffee. Megan was on one of the couches, a leg tucked under her. Jason handed her one of the mugs and sat next to her. They each took an absent-minded sip of coffee, then turned toward one another.
"Listen—"
"I just want to—"
They laughed again. Jason nodded. "You go."
Megan smiled nervously, looking down into her mug, gathering her thoughts. It gave Jason a moment to regard her beauty once more. Of course he'd always known how beautiful she was, even sexy. But now he looked at her through a lover's prism, and whereas a platonic brother would see his cute sister in shorts and a t-shirt, he was now taking in the detail of her breasts, hanging pertly despite a lack of bra, her nipples just barely visible through the thin fabric of her shirt. He took in the generous amount of thigh and even the lower part of her bottom in her incredibly short shorts. He felt his penis twitch, but he knew she was about to get serious, so he managed to glance up at her eyes again before she looked at him again.
She said, "I just want to put it out there first and foremost that don't regret anything—anything—that we have done. We are adults, and we made our choices."
He was relieved to hear this. "The same goes for me."
Megan let out a breath. "Good, that's good. Thank you. But," she paused to sip coffee, probably trying to figure out how to form her next words, "we should really try to figure out what we're going to do moving forward. We have the luxury of this little time-out from our families and regular lives, but that window is eventually going to close."
Jason liked how she put that. A "little time-out." It suggested that, although they did the deed more than once—and he hoped he could do a little more—there was the option of reverting to their normal brother-sister status when it was time to go back to their families.
She went on. "We have to consider what we are doing to George and Theresa. We have now both just cheated on them." She saw Jason wince. "I'm sorry to be blunt, but there is no reason why we shouldn't be explicitly clear with each other."
"I know," he said. "I understand."
"So talk to me, Jason. Tell me what you think we should do."
It was his turn to contemplate into his coffee. "Well..." he finally said, a little hesitantly. He then settled on her early words: "First and foremost, my number one priority is to maintain our relationship as brother and sister. Growing up, we have always been close. Hell, we've always been buddies as much as siblings." Megan smiled, nodding in agreement. He went on, "We both have a good number of friends who we know fight constantly with their siblings. I cherish the fact that such silly sibling rivalry never infected us."
"Which is wonderful," she said.
Jason nodded. "I say this because, while we have just established that neither of us regrets what we have done—which I know in my soul is true—if continuing this...this new layer to our relationship is going to put that special connection at risk, then we should resist any further...you know."

Megan stared into her brother's eyes, loving him more and more with each passing minute. He was giving her the option to end their fledgling sexual relationship right here and now. The thing is, she didn't want to.
Tentatively she said, "Maybe...maybe we should talk through what this—us—will look like were we to continue with this 'new layer,' as you put it."
Jason's dick twitched yet again. For her to want to talk about a future as lovers meant that she was interested in making it happen.
"Okay," he said, a little nervously. He set down his mug. "Let's talk about it."
She said, "What we are talking about is engaging in an affair behind our spouses' back. I've never cheated on George before, and you've never stepped out on Theresa. So we would have to go into this with the acknowledgement that every time we get together, we're putting our marriages at risk."
"Yes."
"And...well, I still love George."
"And I still love Theresa."
"The smart thing to do would be to end this."
"I know."
Megan set her mug down next to Jason's then reached out and took his hands in hers. She asked, "Are we going to end this?"
"Do...do you want to?"
In the faintest of whispers, Megan said, "No."
"Neither do I."
They both took a deep breath. They looked at each other for a very long moment.
Letting out a slow breath, Megan said, "Then there is another serious factor we need to consider." He watched her, waiting. She said, "I don't want you to freak out or be concerned but...well, I'm not currently on birth control." She felt Jason flinch, but he otherwise maintained composure. She explained: "Several weeks ago I had my IUD removed. I won't gross you out with the details, but I was having some complications, and my OBGYN suggested I have it removed and consider another method."
Jason swallowed. They had only had sex a couple of times, but he had absolutely flooded her each time. A new pang of guilt hit him hard.
"I'm so sorry," he said. "I should have pulled out. I should have—"
"No, no," Megan said firmly, squeezing his hands. "It was my decision. You couldn't have known, and it was up to me to warn you."
"So..."
She shook her head. "I can take care of it."
Megan was indicating the Plan B pill of course, but a knew realization hit her. She had made love with George just before coming to deal with her mom's death. It was too late to take Plan B for that. That meant that there was a chance, even if just a small one, that she was now pregnant. To not complicate or harm that potential pregnancy, she certainly couldn't go get an abortion pill. But if George had not impregnated her, and Jason had...
Jason broke her revery, "If it's been several weeks, that means you and George..."
"I know, we've been playing with fire. And I had been planning on going on the Pill or using another method but, well, at the time I had to have the IUD removed, George and I had been talking about the possibility of having another baby. So...I just never got around to it." She looked down. "I'm sorry."
It was Jason's turn to squeeze her hands. "Don't be sorry," he said. "It's not that you and I had planned to...well, you know."
Megan chuckled timidly. "And I honestly thought that our little session in the Jacuzzi would have been it." She then gave him a serious, longing look. "But when I had you inside me, Jason, and when I saw how much pleasure you were having, I just couldn't bring myself to interrupt your..."
Sensing his sister's sense of guilt, he quickly said, "Megan, it was the best feeling I've ever experienced, and it was so generous of you to let me do it."
Megan regained her composure. "And it felt as good to me receiving as you giving. As I said, no regrets."
There was another brief period of silence, and Jason pondered their discussion so far. He found it oddly wonderful that his sister had let him climax inside her, damn the consequences. He recalled numerous conversations with his wife, Theresa, about having kids, but they both had such busy professional lives that it became easier and easier to just put it off. Theresa was on the Pill, so there was little concern about pregnancy. Incredibly, it made Jason's dick twitch yet again with the thought that, as he was ejaculating into his sister, he may also have been giving her a baby.
He finally found his voice and asked, "So, if we do continue our...relationship, what are you going to..." He was too nervous to finish, but she caught his drift.
"Well, I guess I would have to get back on birth control."
"But what if George wants another child?"
Megan regarded her handsome brother. "I don't know, Jason, I just haven't thought it through that much. All I know is...whenever I'm with you, I don't want any barriers in the way. I want to feel you, I want you to feel me. In fact...I crave it."
"Oh, Megan," Jason said and leaned forward. Megan met him halfway, and the two of them kissed passionately for several minutes.
Like a pair of teenagers who only just discovered the act of making out, the two siblings pawed at each other while they kissed as deeply and passionately as possible. Jason reached up and started fondling Megan's breasts, noting that her nipples were once again rock-hard. Megan thrust one of her hands into Jason's crotch and squeezed his new erection through his shorts. As Jason's hands went up and under his sister's shirt, Megan put her hand down the front of his shorts, and the two of them fondled each other more directly.
Megan felt Jason's weight shift increasingly toward her, and it was clear he wanted to lean her back on the couch, which she eagerly allowed. The continued to kiss and feel each other up, and soon they were grinding together. But when Jason managed a strong thrust against her vagina, both of them still in shorts, Megan actually broke her kiss and grunted in discomfort.
Jason immediately pulled back. "Oh, baby, did I hurt you?"
Megan managed a smile. "It's okay, Jason. I'm just...well, your penis is much, much bigger than I'm used to, and we went at it pretty hard."
"I'm so sorry." He started getting off of her, clearly concerned.
"No, no, don't be!" She immediately sat up as he backed away. She soothed him with her hand on his chest, and she even straddled his lap, though she was careful not to press down too hard.
"I'm just a little sore right now," she said, then gave a naughty smile. "Doesn't mean I want to stop."
She enjoyed the look of puzzlement on her brother's face by her paradoxical indication that they could both stop and continue at the same time. She figured she could demonstrate through actions, not words, how this would be possible. She started by taking off her shirt. With boyish fascination, Jason's widening eyes went right to her exposed breasts. Just being able to flash her brother turned Megan on to a crazy degree. Having spent literally her entire life behaving like a proper sibling, all she wanted to now was be naked around him and feed him as much visual stimulation as he wanted to drink in.
After drinking in the sight of her tits for a long lustful moment, Jason began to suck. He pushed his face right into her breasts, and Megan held the back of his head, eager for the stimulation he was going to give her. Jason moved from one breast to the other, and when he was sucking on one, he was fondling the other. Megan instinctively began grinding down on his erection, but she quickly lifted up again, still just a little too sore. But when she reached down to once again fondle Jason's erection through his shorts, she knew that her poor brother was going to need some release again.
Megan had been enjoying his ravenous attention on her boobs, but she was eager to return the favor. She slid down to the floor in front of him. She pushed his knees together, then reached up and gripped the waistband of his shorts. Jason cooperated by lifting his lips as Megan pulled off his shorts and boxer briefs at the same time. She then pushed his knees apart again so that she could kneel before him and get better access to his crotch.
Megan literally started salivating when she got her eyes on her brother's amazing cock. Mere inches from her head, it looked large, veiny and menacing. His urethra was already glistening with a dollop precum. His balls looked heavy and full. Despite being sore, Megan's pussy instinctively quivered and the crotch of her shorts became moist. She reached up and gripped the base of Jason's penis and found that her finger's couldn't quite get all the way around. No wonder she was sore!
Jason stared down at his sister, absolutely amazed that he had her here in front of him, topless, on her knees and now fondling his cock. Even though he was only just under a year older than her, as the "older brother" he had countless memories chasing her around this big living room, helping his mom get her ready for school or dinner. Now his baby sister was gazing at his hard cock as if wondering what to do with such a large meat stick.
Megan knew what to do, and she leaned further in so that she could give the head of his cock a kiss. She giggled through the kiss as it twitched when her lips made contact. She looked up at her brother and saw him staring right back down at her, his face a mask of wonder and anticipation. Megan's heart swelled at this. She couldn't wait to bring her brother pleasure, and she wanted to be a constant source of pleasure for him. She dampened any thoughts of just how the hell she would be able to reconcile being married while carrying on an incestuous affair with her brother. They'd figure it out later. For now, she had the biggest cock she'd ever seen literally in her grasp, and she intended to have fun with it.
She progressed from kissing to sucking in just his head, her tongue darting against his urethra and tasting his precum. There was actually a mild hint of sweetness to the tanginess of it. She recalled how much Jason had ejaculated each time they'd fucked so far, and she wondered if she'd be ready for such a torrent when he came again. She knew from the reactions of her husband and previous boyfriends from her dating years that she was a good cocksucker. She got really into it, and she liked to swallow. This was something her husband particularly loved; their little custom was that, whenever she was on her period, her husband was guaranteed a few days of blowjobs, and he always got to finish in her mouth and watch her swallow it down while looking right at him.
Sucking off her brother, however, was going to be a challenge. Whereas she could usually get most of George's dick in her mouth, there was no way in hell she could physically take in more than a third or so of Jason's cock. It was already a strain on her jaw to get just the head and first couple of inches in her mouth. But she was a determined lover, and she compensated by covering his shaft with copious amounts of saliva. As she started bobbing her head up and down, she made good use of her tongue and used both hands to slide up and down him in rhythm with her head movements.
Jason watched his sister suck his dick in a double dose of wonder, for the actual sight of what she was doing to him and the pure physical pleasure. As he had climaxed only an hour or so before, he knew he could just sit back, relax, and enjoy this. It had been a long time since he'd gotten oral sex. His wife was a wonderful lover and no prude, but whenever she went down on him, it was usually just for a few minutes of foreplay. With Megan, who's pussy he'd actually fucked raw last night and this morning, he knew that he was being blown to completion, and he looked forward to it.
While sucking and stroking him, Megan also spent plenty of time fondling her brother's balls, drawing a moan of pleasure from him each time she did that. Several minutes into the BJ, her jaw was getting sore, but she managed to take "breaks" by periodically removing her mouth from his dick and licking up and down his shaft like a big lollypop. She also occasionally drew one of his testicles into her mouth, loving the fact that they were producing more sperm to squirt into her.
As the minutes passed, the only sounds in the cavernous living room were the slurping and sucking sounds from Megan's mouth, and the moans and groans of pleasure from Jason's. He let his head fall back as his sister continued to fellate him. He was lost in a sea of erotic pleasure, and he didn't want to get off the boat. But eventually he began to feel the tell-tale tingling deep within his groin.



His sister was going to make him cum.
Megan actually felt a couple of contractions at the base of her brother's cock, signaling that he was close. She did her best to get as much of his dick into her mouth as she could, determined to swallow down as much of his load as possible. Just the thought of Jason spewing his load again drove her wild. The crotch of shorts was now absolutely soaked, and she was so turned on she felt like she might actually cum without even touching herself. Using her hands and mouth liberally, her jaw aching, Megan redoubled her effort in sucking off her brother. She heard him start to moan louder.
"Oh, Megan," he said. "Oh, baby...that's it...so close."
Up and down, she sucked and stroked.
"God yes," he moaned again. "My beautiful sister...god, so good!"
Megan sighed with pleasure around his dick. Why was it such a turn-on when he called her his sister. It was a blatant reminder that they were committing incest, and yet it was just so hot.
She reached down and squeezed her brother's balls, and that did it.
"Oh fuck, sis, I'm cumming!" he cried out.
Megan was momentarily distracted by the fact that she was feeling an orgasm, too. Her pussy began clenching uncontrollably, and the climax was only intensified when the first jet of Jason's spunk shot into her eager mouth. She courageously resisted the urge to gag as that first shot hit the back of her throat like a bullet hitting a bullseye. Then jet after jet of semen blasted against her tongue, and Megan drank it down as if dying of thirst in a desert. She hardly had time to evaluate the taste as she slurped and swallowed, but she was happy to note that the taste of her brother's semen was quite tolerable, even a bit tasty. And remembering that it was her brother's sperm that she was drinking caused new waves of pleasure to reverberate from her pussy.
She wasn't quite gushing again, but it almost felt like she was peeing her pants, they were so wet.
Jason lost all notions of rational thought the moment his orgasm hit. It had built up so slowly and smoothly that it almost caught him by surprise. He had been expecting Megan to pull off of him and let him make a mess, but when she kept her mouth clamped on his dick and started sucking down his load, it put him in the stratosphere. Having had so much sex since last night, he didn't think he could produce such a prodigious load of cum as before, but he lost count of how many times his cock spit forth its seed into his sister's mouth. As he cried out in pleasure, he also heard her moan loudly around his dick, and he wondered just how much Megan was getting off on this, too.
Megan wasn't sure how much longer she could hold out as tears began flowing down her cheeks. Her jaw was numb, but her taste buds had never been happier to take a man's seed. Her brother continued to spasm and jerk under her, but eventually, after what seemed an eternity, his throws of passion began to subside, and the last couple of his ejaculations only oozed a few more drops of semen. Now that she had gone this far, she was determined to take every single drop in her mouth, and long after his climax had subsided, even to the point where his penis began deflating, Megan kept her mouth over the head of his cock, sucking him, milking him. If she never got to do this for her brother again, she wanted him to remember it forever.
Jason looked down at his sister in amazement. He could see veins bulging in her forehead, tears streaking down her cheeks. Her face was flushed. Yet still, even as his dick started getting soft, she maintained the connection. He reached down and stroked a lock of hair from in front of her eye, and she looked up at him. He smiled.
Megan finally withdrew her mouth, giving the tip of his wet penis one last loving kiss. She swallowed one more time for good measure, then opened and closed her jaw a few times. She grinned up at him in triumph.
"I have no words," he muttered, still breathing heavily.
She winked at him, then stood, stretching her legs. She saw his eyes go to her shorts, which were visibly wet around the crotch.
"I know," she said, still grinning down at him.
He looked up at her with astonishment. "Did you..."
She nodded.
"Awesome."
She giggled; he sounded like a stoned surfer who just rode the perfect wave.
The siblings made quite a site. Jason was sitting, naked from the waist down, his saliva-covered dick now flaccidly slumped over on one thigh. Megan was topless, standing between her brother's legs, wearing a wet pair of shorts. She started taking them off, and Jason suddenly straightened on the couch.
"Oh no," she chided playfully waggling a finger, "don't get any funny ideas." She shucked off her shorts and tossed them to the floor. "I need another shower."
Jason drank in the sight of his naked sister as she walked away from him toward the stairs. It was really only the second time he was able to get a good look at her ass. It was exquisite, and he determined in that moment that should he have the pleasure of fucking her again, he wanted to do it doggie-style, so he could stare at her ass the whole time.
Megan paused at the third step, then glanced behind her. She loved the sexy and silly sight of her brother, still relaxed on the couch, naked from the waist down.
She asked, "When do we have to be at that lunch?"
He glanced over at an antique grandfather clock. "Not for a few of hours."
Megan flashed her trademark devilish smirk. "Then why are you still wearing clothes, and why are you not following me upstairs?"
Jason raised a mischievous eyebrow and replied, "Good question."
In the next second he was on his feet, racing toward the stairs and flinging his t-shirt away. Megan, as naked as the day she was born, let out a shriek of playful terror and started running up the stairs, her beautiful and equally naked brother not far behind...
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The author warmly dedicates this chapter to his good friend, SW.
* * *
After her kids dutifully cleaned up their sticky cum stains from the couch and floor, Janice invited them to join her in her big oversized shower to get themselves cleaned up again. She chuckled at the fact that this was officially her third shower in just about as many hours. She put her hair up in a bun and only rinsed her body. Her kids eagerly soaped each other up, groping and tickling and playing with each other. Janice knew what they were doing was so taboo in society, but all she saw was love and happiness. She made a mental note to always be on the lookout for any sudden awkwardness in their attitudes. If she felt something was going wrong, she would intervene.
There was certainly no awkwardness now. Her kids were clearly infatuated with each other and they looked happier than she'd ever known. It actually brought a tear to her eye.
Instead of going back downstairs to watch TV, the three of them dried off and climbed into Janice's big California king bed, still naked of course. They sat up against stacks of pillows and watched a couple of shows on a wall-mounted HDTV. Richard almost invariably sat between his mom and sister, but this time Janice was between her kids, and as they watched their show she put an arm around each of them. Richard had to scootch his tall frame down a little for that to happen. They had only a thin sheet over them to stave off a bit of a chill in the room. But as their combined body heat kicked in the sheet lowered to their laps. It covered Richard's flaccid penis, but it kept his mom and sister's breasts exposed, and he frequently looked at them. He also occasionally reached up and lightly stroked his mom's breast, which served to keep her nipples very hard...
Sometime later Janice blinked out of a light doze and glanced at her kids. They both had their eyes closed, and they were both leaning against her. She wanted to cry again, they were so beautiful. With gentle movements, she lifted her arms off them. Neither of them woke up but instead unconsciously slid further into the bed and into more regular sleeping positions. Janice clicked the TV off and the room went dark save for the dim wash of a small night light at the bathroom vanity. She snuggled down into the bed between her kids and fell into a quick and satisfied slumber.
Rick woke up from a rather erotic dream, which he groggily found amusing as he was now living a real life erotic dream. For a moment he wondered if he was actually having one of those lucid dreams, because he could still hear soft moaning as well as the soft smack of lips kissing. He had been sleeping on his side, with his back to his mom and sister. As his eyes slowly adjusted to the dimly lit room, he lifted his head slightly and twisted to look at his beautiful lovers.
His eyes widened quickly at what he saw.
Krissy and his mom were awake, sitting up in bed, still quite naked, and making out. They were sitting in front of each other, cross-legged, their knees touching. As they made out, their hands were freely roaming along each other's bodies. Richard's cock twitched to life as he watched his sister fondle one of his mother's heavy tits with one hand. Her other hand was lower down, in Mom's crotch. What she was doing precisely down there was blocked by Mom's leg. He was amazed to further note that his mom was pretty much doing the same thing to Krissy.
His dick stiffened fully while he watched them quietly.
Janice loved the tender taste and feel of her daughter's tongue as they made out. Richard was an amazing kisser, never failing to make her swoon when his tongue was in her mouth. Kristin was more gentle, sensuous, and still a bit tentative with what was a new thing for her. Aside from the woman she'd told them about last night, Janice had made out with a couple of other women in her dating years, but that had been a long time ago. She had been very happy to wake up to having her daughter's lips pressed against her.
While Ricky had continued to sleep soundly, Kristin and her mom had started making out in earnest, and at Mom's guidance they eventually sat up. Now for the past ten minutes or so she was experiencing her first female to female make-out session. She loved it. She wasn't very experienced with kissing at all, and Ricky had taught her so much over the last several days. Mom, however, had a little more nuance. Kristin enjoyed the variety, and although she had been nervous about kissing her mom at first, she was glad she did it, and it was obvious Mom was enjoying herself, too.
The kissing had evolved to include fondling, and soon Kristin shivered to the sensation of Mom reaching down and grazing her fingers along her moist labia. Encouraged, and wanting to please her mother, too, Kristin lowered her hand and did her best to mirror on her mom what her mom was doing to her. She was eager to learn from her mom and did her best to follow along, though she was often distracted by the sweet teasing her own pussy was getting.
Rick pulled himself up straighter and leaned back against the pillows. He was subtle with his movements, not wanting to break the romantic moment his mom and sister were having. His cock was tenting the sheet which he pulled back. He put a hand around his shaft but only gave it the slightest of strokes. He loved his current level of arousal, which was easily maintained as he watched this erotic seen unfolding before him.
As she made out with her daughter, Janice was sitting at an angle that allowed her to notice that Richard was awake and watching them. She could make out the smile on his face, and she noticed how hard he was, which never failed to impress her. He was looking down at their legs, mesmerized by the fact that mother and daughter were fingering each other. When he saw that she was looking at him, his smile widened. She broke her kiss just long enough to give him a wink. She was going to give her boy a show.
Kristin took the opportunity of the briefly broken kiss to draw in several deep breaths. The way Mom was teasing and manipulating her swollen clit sent shockwave after shockwave through her body. Though she was still new at sex, she had been masturbating for years and knew how to get herself off easily enough. But her own fingers didn't hold a candle to what Mom was currently doing to her. It was as if Mom knew the exact location of every nerve ending. She knew just how deeply to insert her fingers, how best to curve them up into her, what the best pace was to keep building up the orgasm that Kristin knew was coming, what she was craving.
Janice kissed her daughter again but couldn't help but smile as she did so. She could tell by the way Kristin was breathing and squirming that she was hitting all the right spots. She also enjoyed the feeling in her own pussy as Kristin did her best to mimic what was happening to her. Kristin had been a little clumsy at first, but she was a quick learner, and before long Janice began feeling a warm glow as the plateau of pleasure started steadily increasing.
Rick continued to watch, precum beginning to ooze steadily down his cock, wetting his fingers as they remained encircled around it. It turned him on even further knowing that his mother was aware that he was observing them, turned on by them. He knew that Krissy wouldn't have minded him watching either, but in a way he was glad that she was still unaware that he was awake. She was such a generous lover, even as a novice, and she would probably invite him to join them. He would love to join them, of course, but he also wanted to see his mom make his sister cum, so he made sure not to interrupt them. By the sounds she was making—she could no longer maintain her kiss with Mom—it was clear that Krissy was about to be blasted into orbit.
As Kristin's pending orgasm climbed steadily within her, she had a hard time reciprocating for her mom what Mom was doing to her, but she did her best to keep up. She wanted to cum so badly, but if she could also make her mother climax, it would truly be epic.
Janice admired at how hard Kristin was working to please her as much as she was being pleased. Under normal circumstances, she probably would not be able to cum like this without giving her new young lover a little coaching, but all she had to dwell on to keep it hot was the fact it was her daughter fingering her right now. While her son watched.
And masturbated.
Janice was mostly focused on her daughter, but she allowed herself to steal glances at her son, who was now moving his fisted up and down, slowly but steadily, along his impressive length. Her ex-husband had a great dick, and she did miss sex with him, because while their marriage had not worked out, they were always good in bed together. But Richard's penis was without a doubt the most beautiful she'd ever seen—or felt. She wanted to worship his cock. But for now she was perfectly content on continuing her performance for him, as well as pleasing her daughter. While she continued to manipulate Kristin's now sopping wet gash, she used her free hand to fondle her daughter's breasts, which included pinching her nipples. Every time she did this she drew a muted shriek from Kristin. Janice realized that she had become as obsessed with Kristin's breasts as Richard.
Rick couldn't help himself. He wanted to cum so badly, but he also wanted to hold out until his mother and sister climaxed. If he blew his load now he likely wouldn't be able to be quiet about it, and he didn't want to spoil Krissy's moment. He somehow summoned the willpower to stop stroking again, but he maintained a good grip at the base of his dick.
Kristin could no longer be silent. She panted, "Oh Mom, oh Mom!" It was music to Janice's ears, and she happily worked a little more furiously on her daughter's vagina, which had leaked enough to soak her fingers and the sheets below her. As Kristin's climax began to crescendo, Janice felt her own wet pussy begin to clench involuntarily, tightening around her daughter's fingers. She knew she could do it now; she could time her orgasm with Kristin's.
Rick straightened up a little more in the bed and even leaned forward a little. He could distinctly hear both his sister and mother begin to reach their peaks. He couldn't believe it. He was about to witness the two women he love most in the world cum at the same time!
"Oh god, Mom," he heard Krissy cry out. "I can't take much...can't take much more of..." Her words turned into babble as she started twitching and jerking on the bed.
His mom was not far behind; he heard her start breathing sharply, obviously eager to cum with her daughter. With their free hands, the women let go of each other's tits and clutched each other's shoulders instead, trying to keep steady as the moment hit.
Suddenly the room was filled with the sound of two lovers, mother and daughter, crying out in pleasure as they both threw their heads back and experienced simultaneous earth-shattering orgasms. They screamed and writhed about, their fingers a blur on each other's pussies in a desperate attempt to enhance their climaxes even further.
As the uncontrollable pleasure washed over Janice, she leaned in and smashed her lips to her daughter's, and as they rode their waves of pure pleasure they also made out with a ferocity that almost made Rick cum just from the sight alone.
Minutes seemed to pass as the ladies kissed and fingered each other throughout their entire marathon orgasms. Eventually they both came up for air and just stared at each other, exchanging grins of satisfaction, tears at the corners of their eyes. It was only when Janice glanced over at her son again that Kristin seemed to remember that he was even there. She turned quickly and smiled widely when she saw that he was not only awake but also hard as a rock and clearly on the verge of climaxing himself.
Kristin knew what she had to do. She gave her mom one more quick kiss, then pulled her fingers from my mom's vagina. She turned toward Ricky again and made sure he was watching when she brought her wet fingers to her mouth and sucked them in.
"Mmmm," she said. "Mom tastes good!"
Rick groaned and started masturbating furiously.
Kristin crawled quickly on her hands and knees to Ricky and lowered her mouth over the tip of his penis right at the moment when he started to ejaculate. She heard him bellow out in orgasmic pleasure, and a torrent of scrotum-heated semen blasted into her mouth. It was all she could do to keep from gagging. She reached up and took hold of his shaft, sucking him down like a champ.
Janice watched in stunned silence as her daughter got over to her brother just in time to take his climax directly into her mouth. She could see Kristin's cheeks puff out as she hungrily accepted more and more of Richard's seed. The boy seemed to be a never ending fountain of cum as it continued to flow from his body. Some of it started leaking out from her stretched lips, but not much. Janice could just make out in the dim light that Kristin had started swallowing quickly, desperately ingesting as much of her brother's sperm as she possibly could. It was highly erotic and made Janice's head spin.
Rick could do nothing more but lie back and let his body convulse uncontrollably. He felt like he was drowning his sister with his spunk, but to his utter amazement—and pleasure—Krissy drank down his juices as if it was the best milk shake she'd ever tasted. She hungrily guzzled down whatever his body could produce. And it was a lot.
When Kristin felt the pressure of her brother's pulses finally start reducing to a few last lingering oozes, she allowed herself to take a deep breath through her nose. She could really taste Ricky's cum now, and she decided that she liked it. From here on out she would always be happy to let her brother cum in her mouth, though she loved it just as much when he shot deep inside her pussy.
As Richard's orgasm began to subside, Janice crawled closer to both him and Kristin. She reached out and gently pulled a long lock of her daughter's hair from her face. Janice was impressed that Kristin kept her lips securely locked around the head of her brother's cock until she could coax no more seed from him. With her other hand, Janice stroked her son's thigh, and he looked up at her, a supremely satisfied grin on his face.
When she felt her brother's penis actually begin to soften, Kristin finally lifted her mouth off of him. She still had a good sized glob of spunk in her mouth, and she was careful not to let it leak out. She looked at her mom and smiled, then she looked at Ricky and made sure he could see her swallow down that final gulp. He gazed at her in wonder, and she grinned widely, knowing that she had done well.
Janice planted a couple of kisses on Kristin's back, and on Richard's knee. She then got up and went into the bathroom to grab a couple of hand towels. She returned and handed one to Kristin. With the towel she was still holding Janice patted at her soaked and still glowing pussy. Kristin did the same, then used a dry corner on her brother's semi-flaccid dick.
They were all exhausted again, and when Janice glanced at the bedside clock and noted that there were still a few hours to go until dawn, she lovingly nudged her children apart so that she could settle between them again. As they all snuggled up against each other, Janice straightened out the twisted bed covers and pulled them over their naked bodies. They each kissed one another, then drifted off to sleep again.
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Rick drove with great alertness but well above the posted speed limit. He was quite eager to get back home. He'd been away from them far, far too long.
For nearly three weeks, while Rick had been on break from college, he had entered into a new, exciting, highly erotic and completely taboo incestuous relationship with not only his younger sister, Kristin, but also his very mother, Janice. The three had become the most unlikely of triad lovers. While Rick had enjoyed complete and unrestricted sexual access to both his mother and sister, the two ladies had also begun making love with each other on a regular basis, always happy to let Rick observe or join in whenever it happened. There were no barriers between any of them (not even the thinnest of condoms).
Rick could never in a million years have predicted that he could ever have messed around with a blood-relative, let alone two. And who could possibly predict that it would work out so effortlessly! He wondered if such a thing could be possible with other families, if only given the chance. He mused about the writings of Dr. Seuss. Once you actually try the green eggs and ham...
He accelerated a little more, pushing his old wimpy Honda to the limit, willing the cops to be in other places as he raced down the highway.
All three of them had been in tears when it came time for Rick to return to school. All three of them had slept together in Mom's bed every single night since they'd become an incestuous trio. Even on a couple of rare nights when they didn't actually have sex in some form or another, they had invariably still snuggled together, growing almost addicted to each other's touch and inseparable proximity. But real life all too quickly snuck up upon them, and the time had come for Rick to resume his studies.
Rick lived in a tiny studio apartment in his college town, and he was very thankful that Mom subsidized his rent so that he didn't have to have a roommate. His mom had justified that what she was contributing to his rent wasn't much different than the ridiculous rates college dorms now charged, so he might as well enjoy some privacy for the price. Her standing deal, however, was that he had to maintain at least a 3.5 GPA. After getting sexually involved with his mom and sister, Rick had been ready to blow off college altogether, but Mom would have none of that.
"I know most of college is bullshit," Mom had said, surprising Rick with her directness. "But if you're still planning to become an electrical engineer there's no way you can do that without a degree and some actual classes on the subject."
Rick's school was about a day's drive away, and he'd offered to come home on the weekends. Mom may have been his lover now, but she was still Mom. She logically pointed out that as he had a couple of classes on Friday, he wouldn't ever get home until very late, and then he'd have to leave early on Sundays.
"No," she had insisted. "You need that time for your studies. But Labor Day's coming up in a few weeks. You can come home then."
Rick had reluctantly agreed. He knew they still could have a lot of good sex during even a brief weekend visit, but he did need to keep his grades up. Krissy had been in the room with them during this discussion, and she had looked very disappointed. Her innocent little pout was adorable.
To cheer everyone up he had suggested that, when he came home for the long holiday weekend, they could all make a trip to Wine Country. A few years back they had toured Napa Valley and found it beautiful. In September the wineries would be getting ready for "Crush," and the grapes on the vines would be so ready for harvest that one could actually smell the wine in the air. Mom had been a little dubious about the idea. Her kids were not of drinking age (Kristin was only 18, and Richard was just a couple of months from his 21st birthday), but she gave in when Rick pointed out all the other fun activities they could do: the site-seeing, the little shops and quaint restaurants. Perhaps a little bit of scenic hiking, all three of them being in great athletic shape.
He further pointed out that this would be their first time getting out and about as lovers, in a location where they were strangers, and they could thus be less shielded regarding any public displays of affection. This intrigued both of the ladies immensely. During their time as new lovers they had stayed home (and naked) most of the time, but they had occasionally gone out to eat, to shop, etc. Close to home they could easily run into any number of friends or neighbors they knew, so when outside the house it was strictly the traditional "Mom, Son, Daughter" routine.
After driving most of the day, stopping only once for gas, to pee, and to grab a sandwich, Rick pulled into the front drive of his family home a little after 5:00 PM. He got out and stretched his stiff legs and back for a moment before popping the trunk to get his bag. He glanced up at Krissy's window and smiled. He quickly flashed back to that fateful day when he'd come home from school, thinking he had the house to himself for a while before Krissy came home from school, and Mom from work. Thinking he was alone, he had been naked and was just about to head into the shower when he had walked past his sister's room to find her napping.
She had been topless.
When she had woken and saw him, it hadn't even occurred to her to cover up. Before she'd woken up, he had allowed himself a good long look at her big beautiful breasts. Rather than be shocked that he was looking at her, Krissy had actually invited him into her room. He would never get over how casual and innocent his sister had been about having woken up topless to her staring brother.
He grinned at the memory and felt his cock stir. How far they had come since she'd asked him to give her aching and still growing breasts a massage! He blinked himself back to the present, grabbed his bag and entered the house. He set his things down and looked for any tell-tale signs of occupation. Surely Krissy was home from school by now. And Mom would be home any minute if she wasn't already. There were a few lights on in the house but no other signs of life. This disappointed him slightly, since he had told them what time he'd be home. Perhaps they had gone out for a quick grocery run or to grab some kind of takeout. He shrugged, and his smile returned. He'd see them soon enough.
While grabbing his bag again, Rick took his shoes off at the door and padded in t-shirt, jeans and socks up the stairs. He was heading directly toward his room, but that would mean passing Krissy's bedroom door, which was open. When he got to it he froze in his tracks.
Holy Mother of God!
He was staring at Krissy, who was once again topless but still wearing her school uniform skirt and stockings, and she appeared to be napping. Rick gently set his bag down and peered through the doorway at his unbelievably attractive sister. His cock stirred in his jeans. It had been weeks since he'd last had sex with Mom or Krissy, and he was horny as fuck.
He was highly tempted to quickly strip naked and climb on top of her in her little bed. Part of him, though, also considered that he should just let her doze. Perhaps she'd had a long day at school—
Rick saw one of her eyes open just slightly. She was peeking at him.
"Hey," he said, calling her out on it.
Kristin opened both eyes and smiled. She glanced down at her half-naked body, then back to him. "I saw you pull up in the driveway," she said. "I thought I'd give you a little flashback."
"You're definitely flashing me, all right!"
She giggled and sat up, her oversized breasts swaying with her movement.
Rick stepped toward her as she stood up, and the two immediately embraced and started kissing. They kissed like lovers who hadn't seen each other in weeks, which was quite literally the case, though they were also siblings.
Kristin swooned within the strong warm embrace of her brother. He was kissing her passionately, and she could feel his erection pressing against her. She had missed him so much, and her pussy became moist at the thought of how they could make up for lost time. They could both get naked and start fucking in 30 seconds flat. But in thinking about what might a fun way to welcome Ricky home, she had decided to do something just a bit different.
She broke the kiss and took a step back, giving him a good look at her boobs. "They still get sore, you know," she said.
He grinned at her. "Would you like me to massage them?"
"Maybe..." she trailed off, teasingly. While he watched and waited she took another step back and sat on the side of the bed. With one finger she motioned him to approach, and he did. When he was in reach she started unbuckling his jeans. He lifted his shirt over his head and flung it away just as she got his pants down. His cock tented outward, barely contained within his black boxer briefs. Kristin licked her lips as she started peeling his underwear off of him. She freed his cock, which pointed threateningly right at her face. She stared at it for a long moment, then looked up at him and smiled.
Rick never broke the lustful gaze he shared with his sister as he worked his legs free of his jeans and underwear. Now he was only wearing sox, and she was only wearing her skirt and stockings. He wondered if she had panties on; he could smell her sex.
Kristin looked back down at her brother's dick. She'd almost forgotten just how big the thing was. It had been so long since he'd been inside her; she knew she'd have to get used to it again. In a husky tone she said, "Maybe you can massage my breasts again...with that."
Rick's eyes widened when he saw his sister cup her big breasts and push them together. His dick flexed and started oozing precum when he realized what she wanted him to do. He leaned forward, thrusting his cock between Krissy's impressive mounds. She pulled them apart to allow him to settle in between them. The goo oozing from his tip was enough to slicken her up just enough to reduce the friction. She closed her boobs around his shaft and "locked" him in there with her interlaced fingers.
When Krissy had sat down, putting her head at the same level of his dick, he thought perhaps he was going to get a welcome-home blowjob, but what she offered instead was certainly nice as well! He put a hand on her shoulder, another on her head, and started thrusting. His sister shifted a little on the bed to help the angle, and soon they found a rhythm that got them both moaning with pleasure in no time at all.
Kristin's tits had been the focus of their first time becoming lovers, and it thrilled her to offer them up again as a way to welcome her brother back home. She was amazed at how his dick so easily slid between her bosom. Her globes were big enough so that she could more or less enclose his shaft, and she loved how the tip would pop up and occasionally poke her in the chin. She made a point of giving it a kiss, or even a lick, whenever it got close enough.
"Oh god, Krissy," Rick groaned. "This is so perfect. I love you so much."
"I love you too," Kristin purred, happily providing her chest as a masturbatory platform for her wonderful brother.
"I don't think I'll last long," Rick warned, still steadily fucking her tits. "It's been too long."
She looked up at him and smiled. "It's okay, Ricky. You can let it happen now."
"Oh Jesus yes thank you!" He started thrusting in earnest now, so thankful that Krissy was going to let him get himself off without doing anything to please her in return. They had a nice long weekend to look forward to, and he knew that he would be able to return the favor many times over.
He reached down and put his hands over hers, which were still squishing her tits together over his cock. He pushed them together even tighter as he started fucking up and down with a redoubled effort. His legs started to shake, his breathing became frantic. He had thrown his head back and had closed his eyes, but he suddenly wanted to see this to the finish, so he looked down at her, his eyes wild with passion.
Kristin locked eyes with him and did her best to hold herself steady for his enjoyment. It thrilled her to no end to bring him such pleasure. She felt his body begin to tremble, and his thrusting became erratic. She heard him cry out as he gave one last hard heave, and suddenly she felt something warm and wet and sticky spatter against the bottom of her chin. Then pulse after pulse of more sperm spurted along her chest and neck. Seeing and feeling her brother cum so hard almost drove her over the edge, too, and she started involuntarily clenching her pussy.
As his climax wracked his body, Rick looked down and saw what appeared to be a never ending series of stringy bursts of his semen liberally coating his sister's chest and neck. He hadn't masturbated in over a week, and he was very pent up. Before his ejaculations started to subside, his cum had already started dripping down between her breasts, over her fingers, probably even down her stomach and getting on her skirt.
Kristin knew that she was very well coated with her brother's sperm now, and she loved it. She could feel him slow down and relax his grip. His cock was still quite hard, but it was no longer able to produce much more than a few lingering dribbles of cum. She remained in place and allowed him all the time he need to calm down. But when she sensed that he was getting unstable on his feet she let go of one of her tits and put it on his hip.
Completely spent, Rick finally started backing away, slowly. He had left an unbelievable mess of white goo all over his sister. His utterly sexy and amazing sister. He leaned down and gave her a kiss, still panting. He then let her guide him to the bed so that he could sit next to her. She made no move to clean herself up, and his warm spunk started sliding down her glistening chest in little pearlescent trails.
Rick sat there, trying to catch his breath, his eyes never leaving his sister's sticky tits.
Kristin looked down at herself. "Wow," she said.
Rick just gave her a stupid grin.
"Feel better?" she asked, gazing into his flushed and satisfied face.
"Oh, yes," he panted. "Thank you."
She looked down at herself. "We're gonna have to get ourselves cleaned up now, Ricky."
"Sure thing."
That's when they heard movement at the bedroom door, and the siblings both looked up to see their mom, Janice, standing there. She was holding a small towel and grinning from ear to ear.
"Looking for this?"
They all laughed. The sense of déjà vu as thick as Rick's freshly ejaculated semen.
Janice approached them. She bent down and gave her son a welcome-home kiss with plenty of tongue while handing the towel to Kristin, who started mopping up her brother's seed. Janice straightened again and smiled at her two kids. "Sorry, I couldn't resist."
Kristin asked, "Did you get to watch us, Mom?"
"I got home just in time to see the, er, happy ending."
They laughed again. Rick looked over at Krissy, amused at how poorly the little hand towel was doing with his mess. He glanced up at his mom again. "You know what we really need right now?"
Both of the ladies shouted: "A shower!"
And then it was a race to see how quickly they could all get completely naked and down the hall to Mom's huge master bathroom. The shower itself was fairly quick, and although there was plenty of touching and kissing, the event was otherwise tame. Temporarily sated by having just ejaculated, Rick's cock never got more than semi-erect despite being in the shower with two beautiful naked relatives.
Immediately after the shower, Rick, who had a passion for cooking, started preparing dinner. After the shower there was just the slightest of chills in the house, the summer weather now waning, so the ladies kept their bath towels wrapped around them for warmth, not modesty. Rick kept a towel around his waist, again not for modesty but to ensure that any random drops of hot oil couldn't scald him down there as he sautéed some mushrooms and garlic as part of the simple vegetarian pasta dish he was preparing. As he worked at the stove, Kristin set the table and assembled a salad while Janice cracked open a bottle of wine. When his back was to them while he cooked, his mother and sister exchanged grins as the each admired his broad, muscular shoulders.
Over dinner the trio bantered about this and that and nothing all that important. Even though Rick had been away at school for the past few weeks, the three of them invariably spoke by phone or Zoom or FaceTime almost every night, so they were caught up on each other's lives. Although they were mother, son and daughter, they spoke with the ease and intimacy of lovers: they finished each other's sentences, spoke crudely and candidly about the random friend or neighbor, hung on each other's every word.
As he observed Mom and Krissy rattle off together about the latest footwear trend, Rick allowed himself to zone out of the actual conversation and take a good look at them. He not only loved his mother and sister, he knew he was also falling in love with them. He had tried to rationalize that he, being a young, horny male, had simply become infatuated by them, blinded with lust by all the lightning hot incestuous sex. Oh, he certainly lusted for them. But he also eventually excepted that he loved them as deeply as a man could for another woman—women in this case. This love only compounded his equally powerful love for them has his dear mother and sister.
"Ricky?"
He blinked out of his glowing revery and looked at his little sister. She had asked him something, so he gave her an expression of "come again?"
"I said, are you ready for dessert?"
Rick blinked again, a bit surprised by the question. The three of them maintained fairly healthy lifestyles, and they rarely, if ever, had dessert.
"You brought dessert?" he asked. He saw Krissy and Mom exchange a knowing look. They each had a devilish grin. It was contagious, and he grinned as well, wondering what they were planning.
"We didn't bring dessert," Janice said. "It's been here the whole time."
With that, the two ladies stood from the dinner table. With one more exchanged glance to time it, they each hooked a finger into the top of their towels and tugged. Two seconds later they were both naked. Rick had just a little wine left in his glass, and he gulped it down quickly, excited about what was to come.
"We're having dessert in bed," his mom said.
Rick was only too happy to abandon the leftover food and dishes as is as he followed the naked ladies out of the dining room and up the stairs. His towel was tenting out by the time he was halfway up, the sight of their swaying asses mesmerizing him. Somewhere along the way he dropped the towel, and the three entered the master bedroom as naked as nature.
Mom and Krissy guided Rick to the center of the bed and settled him on his back, his head propped up by a couple of pillows. The ladies kneeled on either side of him and leaned in for some kissing. He smiled, thinking, Are they my dessert, or am I their dessert?
Both.
Janice and Kristen each kissed Richard and then started moving their mouths up and down his body, kissing his chest, his arms...stomach, legs...and they teasingly avoided the enormous erection he was now sporting. The day before he was due to return home, the ladies had decided that they would have fun making love with their man together his first night back. They would give him the pleasure that most men craved: a classic threesome.
Rick's eyes rolled back at the sheer torturous pleasure of having two women kiss up and down his body while avoiding the one place he wanted them to kiss most. But they had all night, all weekend, and he wasn't in any hurry. He was more than happy to lie back and allow his body to be worshipped by the two women he loved most in the world.



Kristin followed her mom's lead and more or less mirrored on one side of Ricky's body what Mom was doing on the other. When Mom licked and nibbled at one of Ricky's nipples, Kristin did the same on the other. When Mom took her hand and gave the inside of Ricky's thighs a long light scratch with her fingernails, Kristin matched the movement inside his other thigh. When both ladies' hands met at the top of the inside of Ricky's thighs, they allowed their thumbs to graze over his heavy testicles, causing their man to groan wantonly. Kristin and her mom exchanged a brief smile of satisfaction then continued their sensuous light-touch mutual massage.
Janice couldn't help but steal several hungry glances at her son's penis as she stroked and kissed his body all over. Her pussy was absolutely dripping, and she knew that, despite his considerable size, he would just slide all the way into her were she to climb up and mount him right now. But she and Kristin had something a little different in mind, so she resisted the urge and continued to drive Richard into a frenzy of desire with just her mouth and fingers.
Rick's women eventually slid their bodies up along him, pressing against him from either side. They snuggled tightly against him. Each drew a leg up and over him to the point where each of their knees more or less "trapped" the shaft of his stiff cock between them. Then they started moving their legs back and forth, massaging his dick with their inner thighs. Before long their legs were glistening with the copious amounts of precum that now oozed steadily from his urethra. He was desperate to reach one way or the other so that he could mount his mother or sister as quickly as possible. But he managed to hold back, to lie and wait for whatever they next had in mind. He just closed his eyes and let it happen.
Without seeing them, he felt them slide their bodies down again, their large breasts dragging along his arms and sides, then eventually his thighs. He couldn't help but gasp when he felt one of them encircle his cock with her fingers. Then he momentarily lost the ability to breath at all when he felt the sudden warmth of a mouth take in his head.
Whichever one of them had his dick in her mouth, either that same person or the other also started hefting and massaging his balls, sending tingles through his spine. He was enjoying the challenge of guessing which one had him in her mouth, so he kept his eyes shut. After just sucking on the head for a few minutes, his cocksucker of the moment finally engulfed a little more of his length, but not too much more, and he guessed it was probably Krissy. It never failed to make him see stars whenever she took him in her mouth, but she hadn't quite mastered fellatio as well as Mom.
Got, what a thought! he mused. To think that he even knew what it was like to be sucked off by his mother, his sister...
Before he could further analyze his sister's cock-sucking technique, he suddenly felt a draft of air hitting his glistening dick when his (probably) sister's mouth came off him. Before he could even mutter a word of disappointment his cock was soon engulfed by another mouth. This mouth took him much deeper inside in the very first try: Mom.
Janice enjoyed the sight of her daughter trying to take Richard's thickness into her mouth. Kristin was all too eager to suck her brother, but being petite it was a challenge for her small mouth. Janice had the advantages of having a slightly bigger mouth and well, just years and years of experience! So when Kristin had to take a rest after only a few minutes, Janice was more than happy to take over, and she started sucking with a hunger she had rarely known.
She was rewarded by a nice groan of pleasure from her son, and she kept at it.
Janice couldn't believe how much she had missed her son. As a mother, she instinctively missed him the moment he went out the door, but now, as his lover, she craved him every second of every day, and in the weeks that he'd been back at school, she'd gotten to the point that she was ready to climb the walls, she just missed his dick sooooo much.
During Richard's absence she continued to sleep in the same bed with Kristin, and they had made love several times. It was physically pleasing, of course, and she had taught her daughter to get pretty good at stimulating her clit. There was no question that both mother and daughter loved playing with each other, but they also acknowledged that their overriding sexual preferences had them leaning toward a man. Their man.
Richard.
Janice couldn't help but grin awkwardly around her son's thick shaft. She was so happy to have him back in her bed! She made sure to suck him good and make his toes curl several times before lifting her head and gently nudging his erection back toward Kristin. Her daughter eagerly put her lips around him again and started bobbing her head up and down while using her hands, slick with the combined saliva of two women, to move up and down his dick, supplementing for what she couldn't get down her throat.
Rick finally allowed his eyes to open, and he was able to confirm visually what he had guessed physically. He drank in the sight of his sister moving her head up and down on his cock. His almost permanent grin widened even further when he watched Krissy pass his cock once again to Mom. For several long, sensual moments the ladies "competed" back and forth as to who could get him to shiver or moan the most as they both lovingly fellated him.
With the coordinated way they applied their oral ministrations on his dick, Rick sensed that they'd had this in mind for quite a while. He wondered what else they had in mind for him. Would they continue to do this until he climaxed? Would they each take turns drinking down his cum? From having orgasmed not too long ago, and after consuming a couple of glasses of wine, he was very relaxed and in no danger of cumming again too soon. He decided to just let them do whatever they wanted to him, knowing that it would end well no matter what.
Kristin loved trading Ricky's big hard dick back and forth with Mom. They made a game of it: who could suck him the deepest (Mom always won), who could make the loudest slurping sounds, who could get his dick wetter with spit? All the while she felt herself getting wetter and wetter. She'd been wet from the moment she'd glanced out her window to see Ricky pulling up into the driveway. She couldn't wait to get filled up by him again. If Ricky's cock was a drug, she was completely hooked.
Janice knew that she and Kristin could eventually get him off with their mouths and hands, but she sensed that her daughter was as eager as her to get fucked. They'd waited weeks for it. It was time.
When it was her turn to suck his cock again, Janice went down deep on him. She tried to relax her throat and take him deeper than he'd ever been before. She felt the spongy head of his cock push against the back of her throat, and she resisted gagging. A tear ran down her eye as she struggled to deep-throat a dick that was simply too big for such a concept. She got close, she could just barely feel a few of her son's pubes tickle her nose as she took him deeper, deeper. She heard Richard gasp in surprise and pleasure, and when she peeked one of her watering eyes open, she saw a look of astonishment on Kristin's face.
She managed to keep her son's cock lodged down her throat for a few minutes. But when she could finally take no more she slowly backed off, lifting her head, immediately putting her hand around the part of Richard's wet dick that was now exposed.
"Fuck, Mom," was all Rick could utter.
Fuck indeed, she thought, eager to do just that. With now only the tip of her son's penis in her mouth, she glanced up at him, then Kristin. The two ladies winked at each other. Yes, it was time.
Rick couldn't believe how much of his cock Mom had sucked down. He wished she could've maintained it to the point where he could cum straight down her throat. Perhaps that would happen one day, but it was obvious that these ladies had more in store for him beyond what had just been one of the best double-BJs he'd ever experienced from them.
He watched in hungry anticipation as his naked mother and naked sister moved their bodies up against him again. In a slow-motion coordination, they each gave him a nice warm squeeze, and he felt their breasts squish heavily against him. Then they each loosened up and rolled onto their backs. Mom took one of his hands and pulled gently. She wanted him to sit up, and he did so. Continuing to guide him, Mom and Krissy put their hands on his back and nudged him further. He allowed himself to be guided to the point where he had actually slid to the foot of the bed. As he did so, the ladies moved closer together, closing the gap he had created. He twisted his body around and got to his knees, looking at them, waiting, his hard dick prominently sticking out in their direction.
Janice maneuvered her body until she was right up next to Krissy, both of them still on their backs. Janice lifted her leg closest to Krissy, and her daughter did the same. They felt each other's body heat as they intertwined their legs. As if doing a slow, sensual horizontal tango, they extended their free legs out straight and toward the sides of the bed. They had opened themselves to Richard, giving him an unfettered view of their wet puffy pussies.
"Come have dessert," Janice said to Richard, giving him a seductive come-hither look.
Licking his lips, Rick didn't need to be told twice. He started crawling up the bed again toward them, wondering who he wanted to attack first. Only because he had already fooled around with Krissy a little earlier, he leaned toward his mother first. As both ladies watched him closely, he lowered his head to his mother's crotch and allowed himself to breath deeply through his nose, taking in the sweet scent of his mom's snatch. He debated giving her only a few light teasing licks with his tongue, but the moment his mouth made its first tentative contact with her pussy, Mom grabbed his head and practically smashed it against her, and he responded by thrusting his tongue as deeply into her has he possible could.
"Oh fuck," Janice exclaimed breathlessly.
There was going to be no gentle love making tonight; Rick took the signal and started licking and sucking and tonguing to the best of his ability. He heard his mother moan and felt her body twist and jerk, so he knew he was hitting the right spots. As he ate her out, he reached up and traced his one hand along her flat stomach until he got one of her large breasts in his grip. With his other hand, he initially clutched tightly onto one of his mom's butt cheeks, but then he eventually moved his hand so that he could insert a couple of fingers into her as he continued to attack her swollen clit.
"Oh my god, son!" Janice shrieked as she felt her son somehow manage to trace a finger along her G-spot while simultaneously stimulating her clit. The resulting climax exploded within her without warning, and now she was providing a fresh burst of juices for her boy to lap up while trying to maintain his oral stimulation.
Kristin watched her mom achieve orgasm, and it was one of the most beautiful things she'd ever seen. The noises she made, the sweat that formed on her brow, how her breathing changed...and it was all there on display for her children to enjoy. Kristin was glad her mom had achieved her first orgasm so quickly. She was eager to feel the same.
Rick came up for air, his mouth and cheeks glistening with Mom's orgasmic secretions. She tasted lovely, and he wanted to share it. He moved up his mother's body and pushed his lips to hers. She did not hesitate to lick his lips and then shove her tongue deeply into his mouth, almost desperate to sample her own vaginal elixir. While kissing his mother, his erection grazed teasingly between her thighs, but as easily as it would have been to thrust himself into her, he wasn't quite done teasing his women.
Before Mom could clean all of her juices from his mouth, he moved over to Krissy and kissed her. There was no hesitation in her return of the kiss, and he was sure that she'd also gotten a good taste of their mother's juices. As he kissed her he roamed freely with his hands, grabbing one of Krissy's breasts with one hand, his mother's with the other. As the two naked women lay side-by-side, he sort of half straddled them both, sliding his hard cock up against one of their thighs, and then the other's.
Kristin was already halfway to her orgasm just by the sheer sensuality of what was happening in this bed. When she felt Rick start sliding down her body, toward her pussy, she actually squealed with delight in anticipation of what was to come. As with Mom, Ricky kept one hand firmly gripped on one of Kristin's breasts. With his free hand, he pulled the lips of Kristin's pussy slightly apart, then dove in with his tongue. For several minutes she thrashed and shivered from her brother's oral attack. She didn't so much as build up to one single orgasm as find herself spasming from one quick mini-climax to the next as Ricky continued to nibble and suck her clit. It finally got to the point where she could take no more and was now desperate for her brother to penetrate her with something much bigger than his tongue.
She clutched at his head, lacing her fingers in his short cropped hair. "Ricky, please!" she pleaded. "Please, I want to feel you inside me again!"
Swallowing a fresh burst of his sister's juices, Rick was only happy to comply. Catching his mother's loving gaze in his peripheral vision, he climbed back up Krissy's body and pressed himself down upon her, feeling her big round breasts squishing out to the sides. He lifted his hips and guided his long hard cock directly between her spread legs. She was completely wet and ready for him, and it took little effort for his head to pop into her tight entrance.
"Oooo!" his sister cooed.
Encouraged, he gave a good solid thrust, getting almost all the way inside her.
"Ommph!" his sister gasped.
With torturous slowness, he withdrew his cock until only the tip was still in her, then he thrust forward again, hard, finally bottoming out inside her, smashing into her cervix. The sounds she next made could only be described as animalistic, emanating from deep within her throat. She seemed to find it difficult to catch her breath as her brother started fucking her hard. Each time he pushed into her, it was if he was trying to go deeper, split her apart even more, right up into her guts.
Kristin didn't think she'd be able to walk again for days if her brother kept pounding her as hard as he was, but she was absolutely not going to stop him. The assault his cock was doing to her pussy started driving her to a steadily building orgasm, one that felt so powerful she was almost afraid to let it happen. Nevertheless, she focused her energy on thrusting back up against Ricky with her hips as hard as he was pounding down into her.
Janice almost didn't recognize the look of lust in her son's face as he gazed directly at his sister, fucking her harder and more determinedly than she had ever seen before. He seemed to be putting his very soul into fucking an orgasm into Kristin. Janice's pussy began quiver with the hopes that he would be able to hold out long enough to give her the same kind of punishment.
Rick was in the zone. He knew he could maintain his current plateau of pleasure with no danger of premature ejaculation. He was buzzed enough and relaxed enough (yet still quite hard enough) to give Krissy the drilling of a lifetime. It was as if he was concentrating the last several weeks of what would have been nightly sex sessions into this one event, and by the way his sister's eyes rolled into the back of her head, at how she started practically gurgling uncontrollably, he knew he was getting the job done.
Kristin lost all sense of time and space. All she registered was that a man she loved dearly was pounding her with an insanely large and powerful penis. Her pussy felt like liquid lava was being poured over and inside it as the walls of her vaginal channel clenched at his shaft, and her clit kept getting battered by his pelvic bone each time he bottomed out.
When her orgasm hit her it was so powerful and so extreme that when she stretched her mouth open to scream she didn't even have the lung capacity to make a sound. Tears burst from her eyes, her heart felt like bursting, and the core of her very being exploded from the inside out.
Rick grunted in actual pain as his cock got locked into his sister's pussy with his most recent thrust. She clutched at his sides so hard, he felt like she might actually draw blood with her fingernails. With the one leg that wasn't intertwined with Mom's, she slammed her heel into his ass cheek. Her entire body began trembling so hard, a passing bystander might have mistaken her for having a seizure. Her skin instantly glistened with sweat even to the point of moistening her hair at the roots.
The siblings remained locked together like this for a long, long moment. And then the sound came.
The scream of unbridled ecstasy that finally escaped Kristin's throat sharply penetrated her brother's and mother's eardrums and bounced off the windows, causing them to vibrate and rattle audibly. Throughout it, Rick kept himself buried to the hilt, perfectly happy to let his sister take as much time as she needed to ride her orgasmic wave.
Kristin stifled her own scream by lifting her head and smashing her lips to Ricky's. She had never felt such a desperate need to kiss him, to taste him, to feel his tongue enter her as warmly and sweetly as his cock was doing. She had never climaxed so hard in her life, and she knew such pleasure could only be achieved by being with her own flesh and blood. Her brother.
Rick kissed his sister as hungrily as she was kissing him. There really was a truth to how many people considered a kiss to actually be more intimate than the act of intercourse itself. Sex was sex, there for the pleasure of it. But a deep kiss between two people who truly loved each other transcended the physicality of it. It felt good to fuck his sister, but it was love to kiss her.
Janice took in the site of her children making love right next to her, and the beauty of it melted her heart. She could feel their body heat emanating from their coupling. The leg she had intertwined with her daughter's was slick with Kristin's sweat. Janice absolutely adored the moment the siblings started making out as Kristin's orgasm continued washing over her. She'd seen them kiss several times, of course, but there was something about this moment that just got to her, and she allowed tears of happiness to form in her eyes.
It seemed to take forever for Krissy's orgasm to finally begin to subside, and that was just okay with Rick. As far as he was concerned, he could stay here, impaling his dear sister, until they died of old age. But he also remembered that there was another beautiful partner in this love scene: his mother. When Krissy eventually broke their kiss to catch her breath, Rick glanced over at Mom. He was surprised at first to see her crying, but the tears were counter-balanced by the brightest of smiles on her lovely face. He then let his eyes travel down Mom's naked body. Her breasts heaved prominently as she breathed, her nipples hard as marbles. Her amazingly flat stomach, made to be seen in a bikini, mesmerized him as always. And her pussy...the baby-smooth mons, the symmetry of her labia...it made his head swim, and he felt his cock give an involuntary twitch for his own mother, even though he was still embedded inside his sister.



He looked at Krissy, and she too was smiling up at him. She gave a nod and inclined her head to Mom. He gave her another deep kiss as a distraction from the fact that he was now slowly withdrawing his rigid cock from her insanely snug vagina. They both sighed into each other's mouths when the last few inches of his length left her.
Janice licked her lips when she looked down at her kids' midsections, only to get her eyes on her son's spectacular erection, glistening with her daughter's secretions. Janice's pussy begin clenching in anticipation of being filled by it. As Richard started navigating over the intertwined legs of his lovers, Janice wondered for a moment if he would go down on her again. She would never refuse Richard if he ever wanted to jam his face into her crotch, but like so many times before, she was so eager to feel his dick inside her again, she silently hoped he'd just cut to the chase and just fucking mount her.
She was not to be disappointed.
As he pulled out of his sister, Rick gave serious thought to going down on his mom again, even if briefly, to maintain the balance of sexual offerings for his two women. But there was just something about the way Mom was looking at him. He'd seen it before many times. It conveyed only one demand: fuck me.
So Rick got between his mom's legs, grabbed the base of his cock and aimed for only the briefest of moments before he plunged the entire length of his throbbing cock fully into the dripping opening that had given birth to him nearly 21 years ago.
It was Janice's turn to scream. It wasn't a scream of pain or surprise, for she was well-lubricated and eager for a good solid fucking. It was simply relief: the woman had gone without a dick inside her for more weeks than she cared to count. After divorcing her husband years and years ago, she had channeled her energy toward her career and company, and she had eventually come to accept the fact that the satisfaction of sex would be seldom unless she got less picky about the men she slept with when she had re-entered the dating world. But she had been picky, and it had eventually become easier and easier to go without getting that particular itch scratched.
Until Richard. Until her son.
It had taken literally the least likely of lovers on the entire planet to awaken a sexual hunger within Janice that she hadn't even fully realized was there. Once awakened, she couldn't get enough. Every inch of her son's dick perfectly stimulated every inch of her love channel. His thickness was perfect. His length was perfect. His entire body were perfect.
Her son was perfect.
And he was inside her now, inside her again and already pumping furiously. Janice admired that he was generally more gentle and tender about fucking his sister, but with his mom he rarely gave less than 110%. Tonight was no exception, and Janice grunted uncontrollably with each powerful thrust, her son's pelvis hammering mercilessly against hers. It was like he was trying to fuck himself all the way back into her womb. Being older, more mature and more experienced, Janice was perfectly equipped to take this kind of "punishment," and as her son fucked down against her she fucked up against him just as hard.
As Rick fucked his mom, he looked down at her enormous tits, which bobbled and swayed and jostled in all directions as their bodies slammed together. He knew he was filling her fuller than she'd ever been filled before. It was an intoxicating feeling to know that he was about to make her cum. He could hear her breaths start getting erratic. He reached beneath her and clutched at her ass cheeks as they fucked, and he could feel her gluts tighten up.
Mom was gonna have a big one.
Janice allowed her body to be mercilessly pummeled for several minutes. The orgasm building within her had actually started forming the moment she had seen her son enter her daughter. Now that Richard had pulled out Kristin and pushed into her, her libido went into overdrive, and all she could do was just hold firm, provide upward hip movements to maximize Richard's thrusting, and wait for the explosion. When it hit her, it was like a nuclear bomb.
Once again Rick found himself holding on for dear life as Mom suddenly arched her back in a grand mal spasm, thrusting her chest up, her hips out, her legs shooting out straight, as an orgasm for the record books engulfed her to the core. Mom's eyes screwed shut tight, and her mouth opened in a wide O, though barely any sound came out. Rick exchanged a glance with Krissy, who could only look back in awe, knowing full well what Mom was experiencing in that moment.
Janice convulsed and shuddered through the repeated ripples of what she could only describe as a whole body orgasm. How her son could so perfectly stimulate both her clit and G-spot at the same time was beyond comprehension, but she didn't care as it all just felt so fucking GOOD!
Rick didn't wait quite as long for his mom to calm down from orgasm as he had with Krissy. He wanted to get into some serious fucking now, and that's just what did. Just as it seemed like Mom was able to bring herself down to earth, he heard her start grunting again as he began pumping his cock in and out of her with increasing speed and fervor. He knew Mom could take it, he knew Mom loved it. And he loved her for it!
Kristin loved very little more than watching Ricky fuck Mom. Short of getting fucked herself by her brother, this was definitely her favorite thing. As she watched the two of them go at it like wild animals, Kristin started fingering her own pussy. It was always fun to try and time her own self-induced orgasms with those of her two other lovers. Mom had just had a big one, and she wondered how long Ricky would be able to hold out. Would he be able to get Mom off again before he blew his load inside her?
Rick had settled into a very steady rhythm, fucking his mom in the classic Missionary position. When he wasn't watching her boobs jiggle, he was looking at her face and absorbing the combined look of both love and lust in her eyes. He lowered his head and kissed her frequently, enjoying the taste of her tongue as his cock bolted back and forth into her pussy. At one point, when he broke one of many kisses, he glanced over at Krissy again and saw that she had started masturbating to the sex show right next to her. She did that often, and he never tired of it. His sister was so horny; whenever she was waiting to get fucked she always found a way to self-stimulate. It gave him an idea.
Janice looked up to see her son glance over at his sister while he continued to fuck her. She saw a devilish grin appear on him, and it made her smile curiously. He looked down at her again, gave her a kiss, then winked at her.
"I'll be right back," he huskily said.
For a brief moment Janice wondered just where the hell her son would be going right now, but she got her answer quickly. Richard pulled out of her, his dick shiny with her juices, and he quickly repositioned himself back between Kristin's legs. For her part Kristin barely managed to pull her masturbating hand away in time to receive her brother's hard cock right back into her pussy again.
"Oh!" she squealed, suddenly filled to the hilt once more.
Rick pumped steadily in and out of his sister, loving the suddenly different vagina that was now engulfing his cock. If he had to compare them, he would have to say that Krissy's cunt was definitely tighter, which was highly stimulating, but Mom's pussy was more "comfortable," and he looked forward to getting back inside her again soon. For the time being, he pumped and pumped and pumped into his sister.
Krissy found herself being washed over by a fresh sudden orgasm the moment Ricky shoved his dick inside her again. She hadn't expected such an "invasion" so soon after he had started fucking Mom, but she wasn't complaining. She very happily received him and fucked right back up against him, wondering if he had decided to climax inside her instead of Mom. If so, she couldn't wait!
Rick looked down and took in the expression of amazement in his sister as he invaded her body once again. He glanced over at his mom and saw the look of amusement on her face. She remained by their side, her legs still wide apart, pussy open, patiently waiting should he decided to switch again.
Janice became amused (and even more turned on) by what she realized Richard was doing. The three of them had, to date, made love with each other several dozen times. The vast majority of these sexual escapades had happened when the three of them had been together in the same bed, the same shower, the same couch, etc. But the pattern than they'd generally fallen into had Richard making love to one of them to completion at a time. If Richard happened to start making love with Krissy, Janice would watch and enjoy the view until her son came inside his sister. Or Krissy would enjoy the show of her brother fucking their mom until he filled her with his cum.
What Rick had initiated now was a more truer sense of the word threesome. Sure enough, no sooner had he pumped into Kristin for about five minutes or so, sending her into a frenzy, then he was now pulling out and started moving toward Janice again. Perfectly happy with this setting, Janice opened her legs even wider and reached between them to help guide her son's dripping dick back into her weeping pussy.
Rick let out a sigh of pleasure as he fully entered his mom again in one thrust. Her body was just so beautifully compatible with his, and he quickly settled into a steady fucking rhythm that had both mother and son moaning with pleasure in no time at all.
To the amazement of both women, Rick was able to last long enough to turn this into a marathon fuck-fest. He would pump firmly into his mom for several minutes, then he'd pull out and quickly re-enter the willing pussy of his sister. Then back again. It quickly became a contest, each woman doing what she could, tightening her pussy, reaching around to scratch his balls, to see who could make him cum first. They verbalized it, too.
"I want your cum, Ricky," Kristin would say.
"Your seed belongs in Mommy," Janice would counter.
The whole time, Rick was delirious with pleasure. He could hardly see straight as he moved back and forth, plunging into one bald pussy, and then the other. He loved hearing them each exchange naughty phrases and challenges, each hoping that he would eventually deposit his load into one of them. Inevitably, it started to get to him. It was hard to say just how long he'd been fucking his mom and sister, but as all good things come to an end, he finally began feeling the tell-tale tingling of a rising orgasm within his scrotum.
Hearing him grunt while he was inside her, Kristin shouted, "Oh, oh! He's going to do it, Mom! He's going to cum inside me!"
Rick continued to pump and whimper as he pounded his sister.
Looking on, Janice said, "Looks like you might be the winner, my gorgeous girl!"
At that moment, while he still held just an ounce of self-control, Rick whipped his dick out of his sister, causing a wet slurping sound, then quickly moved to his mom and jammed his cock into her.
"Oomph!" was all Janice could exclaim at the new invasion.
Rather than be jealous, Kristin shouted out a loud whoop-whoop. "Take it, Mom! Ricky's gonna give you his creamy reward!"
"I—uhng—hope—uhnh—so!" was all Janice could grunt out as her son pounded down against her.
But Rick wasn't finished. He pulled out again from Janice, then once again shoved his dick into his sister!
"Oh gawd!" Kristin bellowed at the suddenly renewed invasion of several inches of hard dick into the depths of her body.
"Go, kids, go!" Janice cheered on, leaning up on one elbow to watch them go at it again. She instantly missed her son's dick when it left her body, but second only to getting fucked by Richard was watching him give it to Kristin.
Rick pounded his rigid member into to his sister like the piston of a highly tuned machine. He lusted openly at the way her big boobs jostled with liquid lusciousness all around her chest as their bodies slammed together. He watched Krissy thrash her head back and forth, more or less in constant orgasm now. He gave her another thirty seconds or so, then pulled out of her. He quickly moved to Mom and plunged his dick fully into her again, drawing a cry of raw pleasure from her. Having barely staved off his orgasm, it went on this for several more minutes, Rick fucking one pussy for a few moments, then switching to the other. Both women just lay there, legs wide open, waiting for their turn. They knew this was every man's dream, and they were all too willing to do this for their beloved man.
Once the tingling started again Rick knew he wouldn't be able to last any longer. The moment he started ejaculating, he happened to be inside his sister, and she squealed with triumphant delight, but her squeal turned to a gasp when he pulled his pulsating dick out of her pussy. He had given her two solid pumps of sperm before pulling out, and as he quickly moved to get between his mom's legs again, he spurted two more long white ropes across their naked thighs. Then he was in his Mom again, and his orgasm continued.
It never failed to amaze Janice to see how much semen her boy could produce. The boy could give Peter North a run for his money! He had clearly ejaculated into his sister at least a couple of times before pulling out. In that momentary exchange between pussies, his cock continued to spurt, getting Janice and her daughter nice and gooey, before he entered Janice again to ride out the rest his of his massive climax.
Rick was in heaven. He could feel himself continue pulsing into his mom. With a single orgasm, he had successfully nutted into both of these ladies, and it made him feel incredibly powerful. He held himself inside Mom as his convulsions finally began to subside. He felt the warmth of Krissy's body as she rolled more closely against him and Mom. He could feel the stickiness of his own semen from his sister's thigh as she pressed it up against him.
The three of them cuddled, all panting heavily, as their incestuously erotic threesome came to its conclusion. Only when his penis had fully softened and slipped out of his mother did Richard finally roll off of her. Janice found herself once again sandwiched between her wonderful children. The room smelled of sex and semen. They were all sweaty. Yet another shower would necessary, but there was no rush. They were all in a state of pure bliss, and the night had only just begun...
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In the next second Jason was on his feet, racing toward the stairs and flinging his t-shirt away, rendering himself fully nude. His sister, Megan, also as naked as the day she was born, let out a shriek of playful terror and started running up the stairs, her beautiful brother--and now lover--not far behind.
She had originally planned to race to her own bathroom, but knowing that Jason would be joining her, she pivoted at the top of the stairs toward the master bedroom. Her mother's bedroom. For a split second her rational mind pondered the fact that she was about to take her incestuous antics into the inner sanctum of her recently deceased mother, but the more dominant part of her mind that was currently focused on being intimate with her brother simply said: Fuck it. It was her house now, even if she was actively trying to sell it, and she knew that the master bathroom would provide much better space for her and Jason to share a shower.
As if continuing the theme of the gigantic hot tub in the backyard, their late father had also personally supervised the design of the shower in the master bathroom. It was at least three times the size of what one might expect, with multiple shower heads, steam vents, even an optional waterfall feature, that would have made any ancient Roman bath enthusiast proud. A team of cheerleaders could probably comfortably shower together in there. It was insane.
And just the perfect setting for the next sexual adventure between a brother and sister who had recently become lovers.
As Jason chased Megan, he was momentarily surprised to see her dart toward Mom's bedroom. He had assumed she'd simply run to her own shower, which was identical to his. As his sister burst into the master bedroom, he couldn't help but think that it might be weird for her to want him to mount her on what had only recently be Mom's bed. But he quickly remembered that she was more interested in actually showering than sex, and it made him grin to realize that she was most certainly heading right through the bedroom and into the cavernous master bathroom with its cathedral-size shower.
Megan barely beat her brother to the shower, and she immediately began turning several taps and knobs. In seconds, the shower was practically exploding with a series of variously sized and positioned shower heads shooting great quantities of steaming water. Jason paused just outside the shower, watching through the quickly fogging glass partitions as his naked sister giggled and twirled under the maelstrom. He felt his heart literally constrict for several seconds, acknowledging to himself that the sight his nude sister in this setting was easily the most beautiful sight he'd ever seen.
His cock twitched.
Megan slicked her wet hair back to see where her brother was, and she was thrilled to see him just outside the shower, frozen in admiration for what he was seeing. Megan had never considered herself an exhibitionist, but there was something almost euphoric about giving her brother the gift of her absolute nudity. With her husband and previous lovers before marriage, she had never been shy about being naked with them. But for her brother, it made her heart melt and her head dizzy with how thrilling it was.
After thoroughly drinking in the sight of his sister's nude wet body, Jason approached the shower. To Megan's amusement, he sauntered into the shower with the same comedic gusto with which he had walked from the hot tub to the pool the night before. Now as then, his large, slightly engorged penis swung back and forth with each step, and Megan practically melted with desire.
"Remember when we used to play in here as kids?" he asked, casually stepping under one of the shower heads.
Megan smiled. As kids they'd had a couple of adventures in this shower, but it had been completely platonic, and they had of course worn bathing suits. It had been the novelty of the sheer size of the shower that attracted them, not each other. Today, however, it was quite a different attraction...
Reaching out to touch her brother's muscular chest, she said, "Back then Dad yelled at us for wasting water."
Jason grinned. "Well, you know what they say, 'Save water, shower with a friend.'"
"Or your sister!" she blurted out, then immediately blushed.
They both laughed and watched each other's naked bodies up close. Jason closed the gap and took his sister into an embrace. For several moments, they merely hugged tightly as the steaming water cascaded over them and around them. There was no rush.
But there was desire. Megan blinked to get some water out of her eyes, then looked up at Jason. He was already looking down at her with the perfect mixture of love and lust in his eyes. He tilted his head down, she lifted her face up, and they kissed. Deeply and lovingly, they kissed.
They let their hands wander as they made out. Megan enjoyed the firmness of the muscles in Jason's back, and his tight physic remained consistent as she slide her hands down toward the small of his back, and then his ass.
His ass.
Jesus, how she loved her brother's ass! His skin was smooth, and his glutes were solid. Last night she had thoroughly enjoyed feeling her brother's ass flex as he had thrust in and out of her...and then how it had tensed as he had climaxed inside her that first time.
Jason was enjoying his own touchy-feely session at the same time. His sister's slender body was squeezed tightly against him, and he could feel her large breasts pressing out to the sides. It was easy to for him to grip each of her butt cheeks in each of his palms. He squeezed and kneaded her perfect ass as he worked his tongue against hers in a kiss that hadn't broken for several minutes.
Throughout this time, Jason's cock continued to hang comfortably down between his legs. Their shower together was more sensual than sexual at the moment. Having orgasmed three times since last night, he had no great need to get his rocks off again right now. But there was a constant tingle in his groin that kept his penis swollen and foreboding, even without an erection. Megan loved feeling his thick meat rub up and down against her abdomen. She too was in no rush to get her brother's gifted manhood inside her again. That they would fuck again, she had no doubts. But for now it was with a sensation of bliss and freedom that she enjoyed simply making out with him in the shower.
In fact, it really was her desire to get cleaned up once again after what they'd just experienced down in the living room. While giving her brother a blowjob, Megan had creamed her own pants. She had actually climaxed simply through the act of fellating him. She wanted to wash up and be perfectly fresh for the coming day. Yes, they had actual family business to attend to, but she also wanted to ensure that her body and pussy was perfect for when the time came for them to make love again.
Reluctantly, Megan began to withdraw from her incestuous make-out session. She continued to clutch her brother tightly, but she made enough space between their faces to speak.
"Would you like to wash my hair?" she asked.
"With pleasure," he said with a smile.
Jason loosened his grip on his sister and watched her turn slightly to find where the shampoo, soap, etc., was situated. There was a basket mounted to the shower wall, and Megan dug around the various products within it until she came up with something she felt satisfactory for washing her hair. She guided Jason's hands as he lathered up her hair. She poured some of the shampoo into her own hands and stepped up on her tip-toes to lather up his hair. The scent seemed a bit on the feminine side to him, but under the current circumstances that was the least of his concerns.
Once they were both lathered up, they got a bit goofy and practiced molding each other's hair into ridiculous shapes. She gave his close-cropped hair a soapy faux-hawk, and he piled hers up into a very poor example of Barbara Eden's genie-bun from I Dream of Jeannie.
After teasing each other about their temporary hair styles, they found body wash and began lathering each other up. He took his sweet time with ensuring her breasts were at least 500% clean, and she went to work on making sure his cock and balls were as sanitized as surgical instruments.
It was while Megan lovingly soaped up, stroked and fondled her brother's thick cock and heavy balls that he began to rise again. But only just slightly. His body was reacting to her stimulating hands, but his current refractory stage kept an actual erection at bay. Megan was looking forward to seeing her brother's fully hard cock again at some point in the near future, but she was still fascinated with it despite him being mostly flaccid. In fact, she realized that she now had an opportunity to do something for him that she just couldn't quite do fully when he was completely erect.
She glanced up at him with her classic mischievous look, and Jason could only grin back, wondering what his sister had in mind for him while she held onto his penis and balls. His grin widened when he watched Megan slowly lower herself down to her knees, her face now mere millimeters from his genitalia.
Megan licked her lips with anticipation. Through the steaming mist of the shower, she could clearly make out every little wrinkle and vein in her brother's impressive manhood. She lowered her head a little further, then tilted her chin up and opened her mouth. She raised her head a bit further, and in the next moment Jason's penis was past her lips and teeth and resting softly on her tongue. She heard him moan at the sensation, which in turn made her pussy flex.
In is mostly flaccid state, Megan was able to suck his entire length into her mouth, and she thoroughly enjoyed the feeling of sucking his spongy flesh. She used her tongue to move it around in there. She wished she could somehow just swallow all of him and keep his most private part in her belly, near her soul.
Jason looked down and marveled at the sight. For the second time in as many hours, his own sister was giving him head. This second time was very unique in that he was not at all hard. Yet somehow it was easily as erotic as a regular blowjob for how it looked. Because Megan could take him fully into her mouth while he was in this state, he watched in amazement as she managed to press her nose directly into the trimmed pubic hair above his cock. It actually tickled. And this was complimented by the feel of her soft hands now beginning to fondle his balls.
Megan couldn't get over how well-endowed her brother was. Just one of his testicles completely filled her small hand. She needed both hands to properly fondle and roll them around while she continued to suck steadily on the current length of Jason's dick. She matched him moan for moan as the two of them experienced this intensely incestuous act.
For a countless amount of time, there were only the sounds of the shower, the heavy breaths and sighs from him, and the moaning and slurping sucking sounds from her. But eventually, biology began to make itself known: Jason's dick began to expand.
Megan squealed with glee around her brother's cock. It was incredible to feel it come alive in her mouth. As his heart beat faster, his shaft thickened and lengthened. She did her best to keep sucking her lover's new erection, but inch by inch she had to begin backing her head away to avoid gagging. Finally, when Jason became fully, ragingly, erect, Megan could get no more than about half of his length inside her mouth.
Even though they were new lovers, Jason was already aware of his sister's limitations with fellatio. It wasn't a disappointment at all. He was proud to be hung pretty well, and from past lovers and his wife, he knew and had long ago accepted that there were very few women out there who could deep-throat him when fully erect. He vividly recalled, from just a little earlier this morning, when Megan had so amazingly blew him to completion. But he had also seen what a struggle it had been for her toward the end, holding out like a champ to give him the gift of letting him blow his load into her mouth. He instinctively knew that she would do that again for him now, if he let her.
As aroused as he was, he knew it would be some time before he could actually climax again, and he didn't want his poor sister to have to endure for so long. He gently put one hand on the back of her head, and the other on her chin. He pulled back with his hips ever so slightly. She got the message and backed off of his cock. She gripped the base of his shaft and looked curiously up to him, working her jaw up and down at the same time.
"Your turn," he whispered. In the hiss of the shower, he realized she probably hadn't heard his words, but he followed them with actions. He gently guided her back to her feet, and they hugged and kissed for another few minutes.
This time, instead of Jason's cock hanging down and grazing against her midsection, Megan could feel his warm rod of steel-hard flesh pressing firmly against her stomach, his tip even grazing the base of her cleavage. She still couldn't believe that she had had that monster inside her. And, god help her, she couldn't wait to get it inside her again soon.
Jason also couldn't wait to bury himself inside his sister again, but he remembered that she was still sore, so he set about giving her pleasure another way. As if in a very slow dance, he walked Megan backward in the shower until the back of her knees touched against a built-in shower bench. She allowed him to lower her on to the bench. Then it was his turn to drop to his knees.
With nice warm water continuing to cascade on and around them, Jason leaned in and nuzzled his face into his sister's exquisitely large breasts. Megan intertwined her fingers in his wet hair and moaned in pleasure as he went about licking and sucking one of her tits, and then the other. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, more than happy to let her brother worship her boobs as much as he wanted. Whenever his mouth came across one of her hardened nipples, he would suckle and nibble for a while, sending shockwaves of pleasure directly into her womb.
Megan had lost track of time, but she suddenly became fully aware of the here and now when she felt Jason begin to lower his face from her tits. He kept kissing and licking, but was now working his way lower. Megan instantly became both nervous and excited about what she thought--what she hoped--he was on his way to doing.
Her brother didn't disappoint her. When he got his face even with her crotch, he began gently nudging her knees apart, allowing him direct access to where they both knew this was heading. After only a moment of silly self-consciousness, Megan allowed him to part her thighs wider and wider. He then reached up and guided her forward as well, until her ass was right at the edge of the bench. To her erotic delight, he then took her legs and lifted them so that her knees could rest on his shoulders, her feet now dangling behind his upper back.
Jason went to work. This was truly his first direct close-up of his sister's vagina, and as his mouth watered he took in every detail. He loved the soft little well-trimmed patch of pubic hair on her mons. He was amazed at how perfectly symmetrical her labia was, and her arousal was clear by the way they puffed out, swollen. Just as swollen, he could easily see his sister's clitoris as it peaked eagerly out from under its soft hood.
He took his time getting to his final destination. He began with several minutes of licking and kissing around the inside of Megan's thighs. He heard her coo and quiver, and he knew she was enjoying the sweet torture of anticipation.
In her mind, Megan momentarily saw the setting she was in from outside of her body. Who in a million years would have guessed that a brother and sister would be together like this? What had she done to deserve this bonus layer of a relationship with her sibling? What would their future be like from this point forward?
This pathetic attempt at rational thought disappeared into the steam surrounding her, because suddenly Megan felt her brother's mouth upon her. Upon her there.
"Oh, Jesus," she hissed. She put her hands on her brother's head and pushed.
Jason grinned against his sister's pussy. He had started licking and kissing along her labia, and he was pleased with the reactions he was getting from her. He couldn't claim to be the best at cunnilingus, but whatever technical skills he might have lacked, he always tried to make up for it with passion. And he was always happy to do it.
From their dating years, to their newlywed period, to now several years into his marriage, Jason and his wife didn't have nearly as much oral sex as he would have liked, but that was life. With his sister, it was as if he was trying this for the first time. Well, with his sister this was the first time. And he thoroughly enjoyed exploring very soft crevice of her sweet vagina.
Megan felt like she was getting drunk. It was so erotic and raw to know that it was her own brother currently making out with her pussy. But also, just to be able to sit back and let a man pleasure her this way was something she hadn't experienced in a while. Her husband was a good and generous lover, but he rarely initiated oral sex. Perhaps he would have had she simply asked for it, but that was how some marriages just settled...sex was still pleasurable, but often just just...routine.
There was nothing routine about what she was feeling now. Her brother was a little on the clumsy side, she had to admit, but she could find no fault into his obvious eagerness eat her out. Clumsy or not, for the past several minutes he had kept her on a very high plateau of pleasure. She wouldn't have minded if he kept doing this long enough for them to turn into prunes and run out of hot water. And then...
And then!
He licked her clit.
"Fuck!" Megan yelped, her lust-filled voice echoing off the shower walls.
He licked her clit again, and again, then suddenly he was sucking steadily at it, and Megan launched from her plateau into high orbit.
"Oh, Jason, my beautiful brother, Jason!" She let the carnal act of incest accentuate her rapidly building orgasm.
For his part, Jason just kept doing exactly what he was doing. He'd clearly hit a sweet spot with the way he was manipulating his sister's clitoris, and he was determined to keep going until she exploded.
And then she did. Jason felt Megan's leg muscles tighten. He felt her belly begin to heave. And the moment she came he was almost glad to have his ears muffled by her thighs against the scream of pleasure that shrieked from his sister's throat.
Megan clutched tightly at her brother's head as his tongue and lips on her clit put pleasure through her pussy the likes of which she didn't think was possible. It was all she could do to maintain balance on the shower bench. Jason had to actually help keep her steady as wave after wave of orgasmic ecstasy shot from her clit, through her body, right down to her fingers and tightly curled toes.
Time had no meaning. Earth had no gravity. Megan floated.
Her brother gave her this pleasure. Her brother.
Jason happily drank in his sister's nectar as her pussy gushed from its climax. He couldn't tell if she had been having just one long continuous orgasm or several rapid-fire explosive ones. But eventually, eventually, his wonderful new lover finally began to come down from her high. Instinctively knowing that her clit might be getting a bit too sensitive at this point, he slowly pulled his mouth off of it, moving back to giving loving licks and kisses around the rest of her pussy, all in trying to help her ease herself back to Planet Earth.



Throughout this session, Jason's erection had not died down at all. It ached now, in fact. But he was determined to focus solely on Megan's pleasure. He waited patiently for her breathing to return to normal, and for her tensed body begin to relax.
Megan was glad there was still water pouring over her body, because it masked the steady stream of tears she had been shedding during her orgasmic bliss. She had simply never known that such physical pleasure from oral sex was possible. Was it just the way her brother did it? Was it just because it was her brother?
She shook her head. Stop thinking, she chided herself, just love.
She looked down at Jason and saw that he was still lovingly kissing and caressing her pussy. He was so beautiful. He would probably keep doing this for another hour if she let him, but with some reluctance she began to ease him back. As much as she enjoyed his mouth on her muff, she was suddenly desperate to kiss that mouth again.
Jason backed onto his haunches and eased Megan's legs off his shoulders. She leaned forward, took his face in her hands and kissed him deeply. She could taste herself on his tongue and loved it. When she managed to pull away from him again she looked at his handsome face, tears of joy and love once again welling up in her eyes. She saw him suddenly looked concerned at her expression, and she quickly relieved him.
"Jason, that was so wonderful. I'm just a blubbering mess from how good you made me feel."
Jason sighed with relief. "Oh, thank god."
Megan allowed herself to look down to take in more of her brother's naked body. She was thrilled to see that he was still fully erect. All this foreplay, he must be ready for release again. Still basking in her own post-orgasmic glow, she wanted to bring her brother to the same state.
She thought about going down on him again, but she really wanted to do more for him. Though her vagina was still somewhat sore from last night and early this morning, it was at the same time perfectly primed to be penetrated again with how wet and swollen he had made her with his oral manipulations.
Megan stood. Jason looked up at her.
"Come here," she said gently, extending a hand. He took it and stood, now towering over her, a jet of water beating against his shoulders. Megan let go of his hand and turned her back to him. She stepped over to a shower wall with no bench beneath it. She lifted her hands and leaned on them against the wall. She looked back at him, glanced down at his huge hard dick, then back up to him.
She nodded.
"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice childishly cracking.
She chuckled and nodded again.
He didn't have to be asked twice. With powerful masculinity, Jason stepped forward and immediately gripped his sister's curved hips. He pulled and lifted slightly, positioning her as he saw fit to take her from behind. Megan let out a husky grunt, loving how he was manhandling her.
Jason looked down and lusted after his sister. Her tight round ass was jutting out toward him, her slender waist sloping up above it. He let go of one of her hips to grab his hard cock. He bent his knees a bit and moved forward, pressing the head of his dick against her slit. She was still looking back at him. He grazed her pussy lips with is meat a few times, as if still hesitant.
"Jason," she said firmly. He looked up at her gaze. "I want my brother inside me again."
His eyes glazed over at that, and the sexual being within him took over once more. He made sure his cock was lined up straight, and he pushed in. Megan turned back to face the shower wall and bit her lip, hard.
He was so. Fucking. Big!
Jason resisted the urge to impale her fully right away. He was drunk with lust, but he was still a conscious lover. He got a few inches into her and moved back and forth several times, letting his cock get coated with her juices before the shower got to it. Megan tried to relax and let nature take its course.
It did. In just a few minutes, Jason was fully inside her. He held himself there, and the two siblings sighed simultaneously. He leaned over and cupped her breasts, squeezing them and massaging them, as if to keep himself occupied for the few minutes she needed to adjust to his length and girth. But his patience could only go so far, and now he had to have his sister.
Out he pulled gently, but when he went back in he thrust somewhat firmly. Megan winced and whimpered but shook her head when she felt him hesitate again.
"Don't stop," she gasped. "Fuck your sister!"
With that, Jason got a good grip of her hips again and began thrusting. Thrusting turned into slamming, and now the distinct sound of muscular hips slapping into jiggling ass echoed in the shower as the siblings rutted like animals.
Megan lost all sense of time and space as she happily allowed her brother to use her body purely for his own sexual gratification. She had already had the orgasm of the century just a short while ago. It was her dear brother's turn now, and to hell with how sore she might be an hour from now. Nevertheless, and to Megan's astonishment, she was beginning to feel a renewing glow within her pussy. As she grunted each time Jason bottomed out in her, a portion of his thickness was now scratching steadily into her g-spot.
"Oh god," she began whimpering, "Oh my fucking god, Jason!"
"I know, baby," he groaned back, barely able to form words. "I love you so fucking much, Megan!"
"And I love you, Jason. Just don't stop. Don't stop--oh god, brother--do not stop fucking me!"
Jason slammed into her again and again. "I will never stop fucking you, sis! You are too perfect! So tight!"
"And you are so big, you fill your sister up so much! You're gonna make me cum, Jason!"
Jason renewed his efforts. "Oh god, Megan, I want you to cum so bad!"
"Cum with me," she cried. "I want to feel you cum inside me again!"
"Fuck, sis, I'm going to! I'm going to fucking cum inside my sister!"
The combination of the raw incestuous talk and their actual fucking was soon rocketing both siblings toward mutual bliss. Megan felt her pussy begin to clench down, the dam of her climax about to burst.
As he continued to fuck Megan from behind, Jason was shocked to actually feel his sister's already vice-like pussy get even tighter.
"Oh Jesus, sis," he cried. "I'm about to lose it."
"Do it!" Megan screamed. "Cum in me, baby. I WANT MY BROTHER'S SEED!"
With one final slam forward, Jason lifted Megan off of her feet. For a split second she literally hung from his cock as his balls exploded and shot their first burst of hot semen through his shaft and into her body.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" they both bellowed.
Jason let his sister's feet touch the floor again, and he leaned forward and tightly clutched at her body and breasts as his cock continued to twitch and unload its potent seed into her. Megan felt like the wind had gotten knocked out of her. She had never felt a cock so deep in her guts like her brother was in her now. She could feel her pussy clench and release, clench and release. Her body knew it was being injected with the fresh sperm of a perfect mate, and it was doing everything it could to milk every last drop of fluid from her man's balls.
A euphoric eternity passed in seconds as the siblings rode out the crashing waves of their mutual orgasms. There was an immediate and unconscious understanding that each had just experienced the best sex of their lives. Neither wanted to even remotely think about the reality of their lives that would soon become part of their existence again.
After several minutes, Jason's cock deflated to the point where it slipped naturally from inside his sister's pussy. When it happened, Megan immediately felt relief, then she felt empty, then she felt wonderfully satisfied as a copious amount of her brother's semen and her juices began pouring down her thighs, only to get washed off by the ongoing shower spray.
Reluctantly, and without words, the siblings separated and rinsed off. It took only a moment or two for Jason to wash any evidence of sex from his genitalia. Megan required just a bit more time as she attempted to wash her smashed pussy and inner thighs from the thoroughly incredible and incestuous fuck she'd just been given.
As they wrapped up their shower session, Jason and Megan continued to enjoy the sight of each other's naked bodies. They constantly grinned and even giggled like new teenage lovers as they got out and toweled each other off.
Jason glanced at a small clock sitting on what had been his mother's vanity. "We've got just enough time to get dressed and get to the lunch meeting," he said matter-of-factly. It was as if he was testing to see that his voice box still worked after what they had both just gone through.
"Yes, just enough time," Megan echoed back, matching his business-like tone, much to their mutual amusement.
After getting mostly dry, the pair simply draped their towels over their shoulders, not bothering to cover up. They walked hand-in-hand out through their mom's bedroom and to the hallway leading to their own individual bedrooms.
"See you in a few," Jason said.
Megan kissed him and went into her room to put some clothes on. It was going to be another warm day. Even though they were going to what was a business meeting, she decided on wearing a loose, soft sundress. Knowing that her brother would want to play with her boobs again the first chance he got, she decided to forgo wearing a bra. But she did put on a skimpy pair of panties, also knowing that much of her brother's spunk was still up inside her and likely to begin leaking out throughout the coming day.
When they met downstairs in the entryway about 15 minutes later, Megan allowed herself to look at Jason not so much as a brother anymore, but as a lover. And as a lover he looked fine. He was wearing a white linen shirt, open at the collar, sleeves rolled up, and some matching linen khakis. They were going to make a sexy pair today, which is what she wanted.
"Let's make this meeting quick," she said, taking his arm and steering him toward the garage. "You're going to take me out on a date right after."
"I can't wait," he said, looking at his beautiful sister with only pure love.
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Let's make this meeting quick, she had said to her brother. You're going to take me out on a date right after...
Over two hours later they were still stuck in the lunch meeting with one of their family attorneys, Phil Horowitz. A lean and lanky man in his late-50s, he possessed the perfect gift of being able to speak continuously, non-stop, barely pausing for breath. He had been droning on and on throughout the otherwise amazingly elaborate lunch they were having on the outdoor patio of Ocean Prime in Beverly Hills.
As Megan poked absently at a salt-dusted pat of butter, she was beginning to wonder just how many stabs it would take to kill this man with her butter knife. But then she glanced over and saw her brother looking at her. He was a mountain of patience. He could see her obvious frustration, and he gave her just the slightest of winks, reassuring her. She melted and smiled back at him. She did not think it could be possible to love her own brother so much, first as a sibling, and now as a lover. It energized her to the core. She turned back to the lawyer.
In fairness to Horowitz, what he was covering was indeed very important information. Jason and Megan's mother was leaving behind a very substantial estate. It had actually been their father, who'd died years before, who had built up the portfolio he had left to his wife, who was now leaving it to her kids. Vast real estate, stocks, bonds, annuities, the family trust, even something called "whole" life insurance...the siblings were about to inherit and absolute fortune. But fortunes were complicated.
Jason felt his heart flutter when his sister smiled at him, and he had to struggle to focus again on Horowitz. Of the two, Jason was definitely more of a nerd, and he fully understood everything being discussed. Megan was easily just as smart as him, but to her the subject matter was simply boring. Over the years she had been happy to let Jason work with his mom on maintaining the portfolio. It pleased her that her mother would never have to worry about money, and it pleased her even more that there was enough wealth in the family so that her daughter could also enjoy a secure future. She just didn't care how the sausage was made.
She glanced around at the high-end restaurant. It was just off of Wilshire Boulevard, only a couple of blocks from the infamous Rodeo Drive. Megan half-recognized more than a few moderate celebrities dining around her. Horowitz had picked the place, and neither sibling complained even though they knew that all this would be billed back to them eventually.
If she had to sit through hours of financial talk, at least they were eating well. And drinking. As if they hadn't learned their lesson from the night before, Megan and Jason were each near the bottom of a second glass of chardonnay from the bottle they'd split. Horowitz had only wrinkled his pointy nose when asked if he'd like a glass. Megan sipped the last of what had been her half of the wine, and she allowed herself a little frown into the bottom of the long-stemmed glass: there seemed to be a lot more meeting to be had, but no more booze to consume.
She was enjoying her midday buzz along with the still hotly simmering afterglow from all the sex she had been having over the last 18 hours or so. All the sex from her brother. Her beautiful brother Jason, her best friend in life, and now a true sexual partner. Just thinking about such a combination in a man caused a small portion of the fluids she and Jason had created inside her that morning to squirt slight into her already damp panties. She let a soft sigh escape her lips.
Jason moved his eyes from Horowitz to his sister again. The look on her face as she gazed into her empty wine glass was mesmerizing. It was plain to him that she was replaying their sexual antics in her mind, clearly spaced out against the never ending monologue by their attorney. Jason wished he could reminisce with her, but the legal stuff had to be completed. There would be time to have fun again soon enough.
She had asked him to take her on a date after this. His cock stiffened slightly in his pants at what kind of naughty fun they could get into on their date. But he mentally shook off further thought on this, as there were still the legal matters at hand.
After their waiter came over and asked "Is there anything else I can get you" for the third time, Horowitz himself came to realize that they meal was long over, and he had clearly overwhelmed his clients with a deluge of information. He said he would follow up later with an email recap of everything they had just discussed. The siblings exchanged a look--why hadn't he just sent the email instead!
Jason made a feint toward the check, but Horowitz predicably snatched it. "No, no, this is on me."
"Why thank you," Megan said, the fakest of smiles on her face. "How kind."
They knew that the attorney would simply add the total of the check and tip to the hours he'd already be billing them for his time today.
Horowitz stood, as did Jason. The two shook hands, and Horowitz also reached out and lightly took the fingers of Megan's outstretched hands. He had known their late mother far better than he knew them, but there was enough of an oddness to them today that he couldn't quite peg. With another nod at each of them, he gathered his briefcase and departed.
Jason plopped down in his seat again and blew air through his puffed cheeks. Megan simply smiled at him. She then reached for the empty bottle and held it up, raising her eyebrows.
"Yes," he said. "But not here."
With the bill having been settled by Horowitz, they just got up and left. Jason took his sister's hand as if they'd been dating for years. Just the feel of her brother's fingers intertwined with hers caused butterflies in her tummy. Having always been affectionate with each other, Megan had often held hands with Jason. But this was the first time they were doing it as lovers, and it made a difference.
She wondered what he had in mind for their date. Jason simply lead her along with a smile.
He decided to leave their car with the valet at Ocean Prime. By the time they got back it would have been long past the course of a normal meal, but he figured the valet wouldn't really care. Or, if he had to pay extra, no big deal. In their own rights, Jason and Megan were doing financially well. But as they were about to inherit their mother's fortune, they were now officially rich. They were newly rich, in the heart of Beverly Hills. Time to have some fun.
It was a quick walk to the Beverly Wilshire, one of the town's most iconic hotels, located at the top of the T-intersection where Wilshire Boulevard met Rodeo Drive. As they entered the lobby, Megan wondered if Jason was planning to get them a room. The thought of making love with him in a luxurious hotel where they shot Pretty Woman turned her on to no end, but she couldn't imagine how much even the cheapest of rooms might cost here. Unlike Jason, it hadn't quite hit Megan just how wealthy they had become since laying their mother to rest.
To her amused curiosity, Jason took her right past the front desk and then to the hotel bar. He got a kick out of ordering basically the same martinis they'd had the night before, only this time they were $32 each. Megan almost choked on her first sip when she saw the price of her drink, but then it finally hit her: they were loaded. Why not splurge a little!
"I hope you don't mind a little more day-drinking," Jason said with a wink, clinking glasses with her.
"Not at all," she said, taking another sip. But she suddenly put her glass down and looked at him a little more closely. She added carefully, "I just don't want it to be necessary for us to drink to be able to be...well, how we are with each other now."
That got Jason's attention, and he set his glass down, too. He turned to face her more directly and took her hands in his. "Megan, that is absolutely not the case. I would happily pour out the thirty dollars' worth of booze left in this drink to prove to you that alcohol is certainly not needed for me to worship you for the rest of my life."
Megan instantly teared up. In this moment in time, she was absolutely and hopelessly in love with her brother. Reality could be damned for the moment. She saw only him.
"I love you, Jason," she said almost breathlessly.
"I love you too, baby."
They leaned forward and kissed. Deeply. The young bartender who'd served them blushed and stepped over to the end of the bar.
Breaking the kiss, Megan straightened and picked up her glass again. "And now we will indeed enjoy these insanely priced drinks."
They clinked again and imbibed. Having already been slightly buzzed from the wine not too long ago, it only took one martini each to get a bit lit up. Jason paid for their drinks, including a healthy tip, and they made their way back out of the hotel. Just across the street they began a wealthy tourist's stroll along the shops of Rodeo Drive.
He tried on $10,000 watches, and she tried on $50,000 earrings. They were rich now, yes, but they were at least somewhat sensible. He ended up buying her a simple platinum pinky ring at Tiffany for $1200. At another store she bought him a Tissot diver's watch for $800. Very modest by Beverly Hills standards.
At each store they also tended to fondle each other. Whenever she stood in front of him to look at something, she would drop her hand and lightly fondle his balls and semi-hard cock through his pants. He constantly hand his hand on her ass, and he copped a feel of her formidable breasts at every chance. In addition to the bartender, there were now a few sales people who found themselves blushing and smiling at the attractive and horny lovers.
Only an hour into this adventure, Megan couldn't wait any longer. It was killing her not to be able to smother her brother with kisses, and with as few articles of clothing as possible.
"Are you okay to drive, Jason?" She herself was still pretty tipsy.
"Yes," he said.
"Then take me home."
He caught the sultry expression on her face and new exactly what she meant. By home she meant their mother's house. And even though it had been fun to play the couple in public, he was as ready to climb back on top of his sister as she was to get climbed on.
The valet did end up making a mildly sarcastic comment about what a loooong lunch the couple had enjoyed, but when Jason tipped him a fifty on top of the parking fee the guy quickly shut up and happily ran off to fetch their car. They were driving Megan's "soccer mom" Toyota SUV, and it stuck out like a sore thumb amongst the Mercedes, Porsches, BMWs and Lamborghinis, but for the $50 tip the valet treated it like a Rolls Royce.
It took them only 12 minutes to get to their mom's home in Beverly Crest.
They hardly spoke during the short drive. It was clear what they wanted from each other, and the sooner they could get inside and get naked, the better.
They entered the house together, and Jason stopped her in the middle of the entry way to kiss Megan long and hard. She swooned at the kiss and enjoyed French-kissing her brother for several minutes. She could feel his erection pressing against her, and her panties were absolutely soaked. If he had made to take her right here on the marble floor, she would have let him.
Reluctantly, Jason eased up off the kiss. He was eager to taste much more than just her lips and tongue. He took her hand again and started toward the stair case. When he felt her resist, he stopped and looked at her.
There it was. That classic mischievous grin. He grinned back and waited. Megan glanced up toward the top of the stairs, then down to his face again.
"We'll get there," she promised. "But first, I think it's time for a swim."
With that, she turned and started racing through the house, kicking off her sandals and sliding her long summer dress up her body. Jason, grinning from ear to ear, was not far behind, shucking his shoes, socks and shirt as quickly as he could. Megan was fully nude by the time she opened the back door. Jason hopped and stumbled, desperate to take off his pants and underwear while trying to soak in the sight of his naked sister at the same time.
By the time he got to the back door, now as nude as she was, he watched Megan leap into the deep end of the pool with a loud whoop. Just as she was coming up for air, she looked up and caught the now familiar sight of her brother launching himself into a naked cannon ball. Like last night, she was able to get a good view of his balls as he sailed through the air. But this time he was also hard, and his long penis jutted out from his crotch as his body blasted into the water just inches from her.
There followed plenty of laughing and splashing. Although they were outside, in the open air, the estate had plenty of woody real estate surrounding it, so there was little to no chance that a distant neighbor could be able to hear them, let alone see them.
Jason thoroughly enjoyed feeling up his sister's sexy naked body under the water. Her large breasts floated majestically, and he loved the blurry view of her little patch whenever he opened his eyes underwater to look at her pussy.
Megan was breathless from the excitement and reluctantly broke away from her brother's groping to get to the shallow end. No longer remotely shy about being nude with her sibling, she went shallow enough so that she could stand with the top half of her body exposed and dripping. Jason swam over to her and stood before her. They let their eyes travel up and down, just taking each other in.
"How many thousands of times have we swum in this pool," Megan pondered, clearly seeing Jason's erection just under the water's surface. "And to think, we never went skinny-dipping."
"We need to make up for lost time," Jason said simply, stepping closer to her.
They exchanged a loving smile and then embraced. Then they started making out. The novelty of having such a deeply passionate incestuous kiss was almost as thrilling as the actual act of intercourse. Megan allowed herself to get lost in it. She demurred without resistance to the masculinely dominant way Jason covered her mouth with his, their tongues desperately dueling.
She felt the heat of his cock as its stunning length pressed up along her torso. She felt her own breasts spread out around his muscular chest. She thirsted for his saliva as he pushed his tongue into her mouth, and if she had been able to push her own against the back of his throat, she would have, she was so desperate to connect with him.
Jason savored the taste of his sister's mouth as they made out. He loved the slight sweetness of alcohol on her breath, and over the noise of the pool water rippling gently around them, he loved the series of little breathless noises and sighs emanating from her. Megan was as into this kiss as he was, and he knew his love for this woman was now far, far deeper than it should have been. No one could deny that what they were doing with each other was wrong, at least from a matrimonial aspect. This was cheating. But because it was his own sister, it also felt paradoxically, if not logically, right.
As sensuous as this beautiful make-out session was, the sexual excitement between the two was also building up beyond what either could contain. While still embracing and kissing her, Jason picked up his sister several inches, clutching her taught ass into his hands like a seat. He lifted her just high enough to clear his hard cock from pressing against her body, and when it was sticking straight out, he lowered Megan back down gently.
To their mutual pleasure, Megan was now straddling Jason's dick. He still held her for the most part, but he also allowed enough of her weight down on it so that his sister's slit was slightly parted by the top of his shaft. He started moving her back and forth gently.
Megan had to break the kiss and suck in a deep breath. The feeling in her crotch was incredible. It was as if she was weightless, and all her brother had to do was pull down slightly, then back and forth, to stimulate her swollen genitalia. She looked down and could see his dick disappearing and reappearing underneath her. All she had to do was angle herself a little differently, and he would be able to penetrate her. She could only imagine how amazing it would feel to fuck her brother in the water. When she looked back up at his face, she could see in his lust-filled eyes that he too wanted to move on from imagining it to doing it. And she almost, almost let him.
But then she got an idea.
"Uh-oh," he said, pausing the gyrations between them. Megan had her signature mischievous look on her face once more. He had no doubt that more sex between them was inevitable, but there was no rush. He could tell that she wanted to have a little fun first.
Megan squirmed a bit; Jason got the message and let her float gently back onto her own feet again. She smiled up at him, then nodded toward the huge hot tub.
"Let's go over there," she said. As she took a step toward the steps to get out of the pool, she reached into the water and clasped her brother's erection.
"Bring this," she added.
He laughed, happy to be led by the dick.
Megan gave Jason's cock a squeeze. With only her one hand on it, there were inches of his stiff length exposed on either side of her grip. She couldn't quite get her middle finger to touch her thumb. Jesus, she thought for the thousandth time in the last 20 hours, how the fuck is my body able to take this inside every time!
Happily allowing his sister to take control, Jason enjoyed having his cock quite literally tugged as they both made their way out of the pool. They dripped and padded their way to the Jacuzzi, and they both winced when that first step into the hot water sent their feet and ankles tingling. But they got used to the water fairly quickly, and soon they were standing together again in another body of water.
Megan suddenly realized something and pumped her grip twice tightly on her brother's shaft, causing him to moan with an unexpected combination of slight pain but also pleasure.
"Shit," she said, giving his dick yet another squeeze. "I forgot to turn on the jets. Don't go anywhere."
Jason sighed with disappointment when his sister let go of him, but he was immediately rewarded by the sight of Megan climbing up out of the hot tub again. It was a very similar sight from when he'd first seen her naked backside the night before. Only this time it was in full daylight, and she was in no hurry. Her back was smooth and glistening with water. Her waist narrowed wonderfully to the point where her hips flared out just perfectly, not too wide, not too narrow. The exquisite roundness of her ass mesmerized him. Because she was stepping out of the water much more slowly than last night, Jason was also able to get a good look at the sexy gap between her inner thighs as she stepped up one step, and then another. He could clearly see her labia. It twinkled with the moisture around it.
Megan had almost jumped out of the water to get the jets going as quickly as possible, but when it became clear that Jason was going to watch her exit the hot tub, she had no problem taking her sweet time. Being able to fully expose every inch of her body to her brother turned her on beyond measure. She didn't know why, but she didn't care. She only knew that he loved it, and she loved it.
When she was fully out of the water again, she glanced back and saw him looking up at her, a stupid smile on his face, and an erection still raging in front of him. She smiled back, then padded over to the controls and got the jets and bubbles going again.



She gave him another show, full frontal this time, as she returned to the Jacuzzi. Jason had to wonder if he was beginning to actually slobber as his eyes drank her in. Megan's huge boobs bounced and swayed with each step. Her hips would jut out one way, then the other, as she strategically placed one foot in front of the other, like a model on the runway. And of course, her pussy was on full display the whole time, with the lovely little tuft at the top, and the pouting lips of her labia down below.
"No, no, I'll take care of that," he heard Megan say.
"Wha..?" he barely responded. The bubbling water was now masking the sight of her pelvis and crotch, but her glorious breasts were still on display, effectively hypnotizing him.
She nodded down toward the waterline in front of him. He blinked and followed her gaze only to discover that he had unconsciously started stroking himself. With a sheepish grimace he let go and waited for her next move.
Megan approached him and, to his utter delight, resumed her single-handed grip on his shaft again.
"Let's go to your favorite jet," she said.
Jason's eyebrows went up, and she gave a chuckle. Now he knew what kind of mischief she was going to get into with him. He was all too eager to go along with it, and she moved gently in the water with him as he turned and approached the jet in question.
As she watched him position himself in the unique way she'd seen him do time immemorial, she said, "Help me find the sweet spot, then I'll take it from there."
She didn't let go of his dick at all, so he placed his hand over hers and fine-tuned his position so that he could get the head of his dick into the underwater stream of his favorite jet. Without his help she would have had to guess, and he realized that if she did it wrong she might get too close to the jet, which would hurt, or she'd be too far away, which really wouldn't stimulate him much. (Though her hand was already stimulating him quite nicely!)
"There, almost--just up a little, now over a little...there," he said with a sigh as he found the sweetest spot of his masturbatory youth shooting against his cock once more.
"You can let go now," Megan said. He smiled at her and removed his hand. He was amused by the seriously focused look on her face. She wanted to make this happen for him. He leaned back and enjoyed the ride.
"Did you ever think of me doing this for you...you know, back then?" she asked, her gaze focused on what she was doing to him under the gurgling water.
Jason thought about it. He wished he could just say yes, that he'd always lusted after her. But the truth was, as much as he was aware that his sister was beautiful, even sexy, until they'd crossed the line the night before, he had always been able to see her only through the prism of a sibling.
He told her so, and she nodded. "I understand. I guess it was the same for me. Perhaps subconsciously there was always something there, but we were just great siblings, nothing more."
"Exactly." He nodded, then he swallowed, enjoying the steady buildup of pleasure in his nether regions. "I will admit," he added, "that when I did this to myself when you were in the pool or laying out, there was an added excitement to it. But it was more about the fact that I was getting off more or less in public, with someone else around. Not necessarily--"
"--your sister." She finished.
"Exactly," he said again.
For the next several minutes they both got quiet, both looking down at the underwater pleasure being blasted against Jason's cock. Megan did a good job keeping him steady, but occasionally she would give his shaft a squeeze, and he was sure that each time she did that a good amount of pre-cum was being pumped from him, only to be instantly swept away by the tiny but powerful underwater eddies from the jet stream.
Megan couldn't believe how incredible it felt to be doing nothing more than simply gripping her brother's hard penis. She glanced up to see the euphoric expression on his face, and it pleased her. Pleasing him pleased her immensely. And it turned her on. Were he to stop this jet blowjob and demand to mount her, she would have let him without hesitation. Now that they had broken the taboo barrier of incest, they could have all the sex they wanted, but to be able please him with his favorite childhood Jacuzzi jet, well, this might be the last time they could do that here.
"Oh!" Megan cooed, feeling Jason's dick twitch in her hand. Was he getting close?
"Getting there," he said, reading her mind.
"Awesome," she said, and it made him chuckle. It was as if she was trying to get a special achievement: Best Underwater Dick Manipulation by a Sibling.
"This feels incredible, baby," he said, using one hand to cup one of her breasts.
Megan looked down at where he'd grabbed her tit, then back up to him, smiling. She said, "Let me know when you're close, when you're about to cum."
"Sure," he grunted. He wondered what she had in mind for him. Would he let her enter her for his climax? Her mouth? Perhaps she would jump up, bend over the edge of the hot tub and let him slam his length into her from behind. Or she simply wanted to be watching the second he began ejaculating underwater. Whatever her plan was, it was a win-win-win situation for him!
"I love your dick, Jason," Megan purred, looking back down at it again. "You're so big in my hand. You're so big when you're inside me. You're absolutely perfect."
Jason felt his cock twitch again at her words. "The feeling is mutual, sis," he said, his breath starting to get erratic. "You are the most perfect lover I've ever had."
That made her look at him again. Her eyes were wide, and they moistened with emotion.
They stared at each other.
In this moment of heightened sensuality, Jason could only remotely recall the fact that he was married, and his wife was truly wonderful. It was not right what he was doing with this sister, but he couldn't deny the truth about that he felt. So, as he gazed at her, with his balls on the verge of erupting, he let his feelings pour forth through his eyes.
Megan had become so swept up in the emotion of the moment, she almost forgot that her job in this moment was to help get her brother off. She felt his cock twitching more regularly, more erratically, and she sensed that his climax was imminent.
Honoring his promise to confirm it, Jason gave her a pleading look, saying, "I'm gonna cum, sis."
That was all she needed to hear. She grinned with the devilish knowledge that he didn't know what she was about to do, but she could see that she needed to do it now, so she went into action.
To Jason's momentary shock, Megan let go of his cock, and for a fleeting moment he thought she was going to torture him with a "ruined" orgasm. She even went so far as to push away his hand that had been cupping one of her breasts. She then quickly lifted herself a little more out of the water so that her huge glorious tits were exposed. They glistened with the hot water, her nipples hard as needles. She put her hands under them and lifted.
"Here," she said simply.
Jason very quickly got the message and stood up. On the verge of absolutely losing it, he forcefully thrust his raging hardon into the deep valley of mammary flesh his sister had created. As he pushed into her, Megan squeezed her ample bosom around his shaft, and he made the most of it. He was so close to cumming that this experience would only last seconds, but he made the most of it, pumping steadily and firmly in and between his sister's tits. With each thrust his balls slapped against her flesh as well.
"Oh god, Megan, oh my sweet sister!" Jason bellowed.
"Yes, my brother," she cried back. "Cum for me, baby. Paint your sister's tits with your seed!"
"Fuck--cumming!"
The moment it happened Megan was looking up at Jason, so she felt rather than saw the first blast of semen spatter against the bottom of her chin. It was a long, wet and very warm stream which instantly coated her chin and throat. She squealed with delight at the pleasure she was causing her brother, and she looked own to enjoy the rest of his ejaculation. Her mouth was open in amazement, and his second shot bulls-eyed right into it. His warm stickiness hit the top of her mouth and dripped onto her tongue.
Yet another powerful burst of semen went high enough to coat her right cheek and part of her mouth again, then the rest, pulsing and pulsing, continued to coat her upper chest and the top of her breasts.
Until this moment in his life, Jason did not think it could be possible to climax with such intensity outside of a woman's vagina. He practically blacked out from the pleasure. He had certainly tit-fucked women in his past, including his own wife, but to do this for the first time with his sister, it was just too much.
Repeating somewhat the same scene as when he had first jerked off for Megan the night before, he once again had to lean forward and hold her shoulder for support. His sister let go of one of her cum-spattered tits and held his hand steady. She gave him all the time he needed to come down from his climax. The fact that he could produce so much semen after having had so much sex in the last 24 hours, it was a clear indication to her just how hard he had cum.
She selfishly congratulated herself. From what the two of them had just experienced sexually in just the last day, she was sure to her soul that Jason could not possibly have ever experienced the same level of pleasure with any other woman, including his wife. If they never slept together again after today, and went back to being just regular siblings again, she could be proud of this moment.
When Jason could regain the ability of human thought again, he looked down at his sister. She had remained half out of the water throughout his climax, and he could clearly see the "damage" he'd done. Her face and chest were covered with copious amounts of his semen, and he even noticed her swallowing at least one blast that had gone directly into her mouth. Jesus, what a woman.
"That was," he panted, "incredible."
As she felt her brother's warm seed going down her throat, Megan looked up and him and grinned. She loved how spent and satisfied he looked. She also noticed how he was looking at her, so she looked down at herself. She was dripping with sperm.
"It's amazing how much you can produce each time," she said, taking a finger an swiping it through a glob on her right breast.
"You know how to bring it out of me."
She giggled, then gently took his hand off her shoulder. Once she was sure he was capable of standing on his own again, she dunked under the water and washed his spunk from her body. The gurgling, bubbling water quickly helped the semen dissipate. When she came up again she slicked her hair back and looked at her brother.
With a wink she said, "And once again my brother gets the Jacuzzi all spermy."
Jason chuckled and drank in the image of his naked sister for the thousandth time, never tiring of it. He wanted to stare at her forever, but effects of his third orgasm of the day and the recent day-drinking its toll. He wavered.
Megan saw his fatigue setting in. She took his hand and guided him out of the hot tub. The two of them padded nakedly over to a very large flat lounger with very thick, puffy padding. It was easily big enough for the two of them, and it was covered by a large umbrella, so they could relax there without getting baked by the sun.
She lowered Jason down on his back, and she got down on one side of him, lying sideways to watch him. He smiled once at her, then closed his eyes. In seconds, he was asleep. She watched him for another several minutes, studying each of his breaths, taking in his beauty as a man. Then she closed her eyes and slept peacefully with her brother.



        